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DRAMATIS PERSONA. 


King Ricnarp II. wy; 41 5 RAP 
Puke of York, Willoughby, Bolingbroke, 
John of Gaunt, Duke 2 ha Biſhop of Carliſle, friexts to 
of Lancaſter, 3* | Sir Stephen Scroop, J X. Richard. 
Bolingbroke, ſonto John of Gaunt» | Fitzwater, Fords 
afterwards King Henry IV. Surry, _ 8 
Aumerle, ſon to the Duke of York. | Abbotof Weſtminſter, li - uf 
Mowbray, Duke of Norfolk. | Sir Pierce of Exton, J) Ce 
Earl of Saliſbury. G 
Lord B-rkley. Dueen to Xing Richard. 
Buſhy, ſervants to King Ni- Dutcheſs of Glouceſter. G 
Bagot, : hard. "ng Dutcheſs of York. n 
Green, 5 Ladies attending on the Queen. 
Earl of Northum- 
berland. friends to Heralds, two Garduners, Keeper, 
Percy, fon to Nor- Bolingbroke. Meſſenger, Groom, and ol ber 
thumberland, Attendants. e 
SCENE diſperſedly, in CR parts of England. ON 


ACT I. SCENE L . 
3 | 14 


Enter King pong JF. Jobn of Gaunt, with a # 40 
and Attendants. 


K Rich. Orcs John of Gaunt, — 
Lancaſter, 1 1 

Haſt thou, according to thy oath and bond, 
Brought hither Henry Hereford thy bold ſon, 
Here to make good the boiſt'rous late appeal, 
Which then our leiſure would not let ns hear, | 
Againſt the Duke of Norfolk, Thomas Mowhayt 

Vor. IV. A \ Gaunt. 


* 
a 
J 
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2 | KING RICHARD II. Act l. 


Gaunt. I have, my Liege. 
K. Rich. Tell me moreover, haſt thou ſounded him, 
If he appeal +, the Duke on ancient malice, 
Or worthily, as a'gbod*ſubje& ſhould, 
On ſome known ground of treachery'in him? 
Gaunt. As near as I could ſift him on that argument, 
On ſome apparent danger ſeen in him 
| Aim d at your Highneſs; no invet'rate malice. 
K. Rich. Then call them to our preſence; face to face, 
And frowning brow to brow, ourſelves will hear 
TH accuſer and th* accuſed freely ſpeak : 
High- ſtomach'd are they both, and Full of ire; 
In rage, deaf as the fea; haſty as fire, 


SCENE II. 


Enter Bolingbroke and Mowbray. 


Bol ing. May many years of happy days befal 75 
My gracious Sovereign, my moſt loving Liege! 
| Mowb. Each day ſtill better other's happineſs ; 
Until the heavens, envying earth's good hap, 
Add an immortal title to your crown! 

K. Rich. We thank you both, yet one but flatters us, 
As well ap ppeeyth by the cauſe you come; 

- Namely, t'appeal each other of high-treaſon. 
Couſin 2 Hereford, what doſt thou object 5 
Againſt the Duke of Norfolk, Thomas Mowbray ? 
Boling. Firſt, Kala be the record to my ſpeech!) 
In the devotion of a ſubject's love, 
Tend'ring the precious ſafety of my prince, 
And free from other miſbegotten hate, 
I appellant to this princely preſence. 

ow, Thomas Mowbray, do I turn do thee; 
And mark my greeting well; for what I ſpeak, 
My body ſhall make good upon this earth, 
Or my divine ſoul anſwer it in heav'n, © 
Thou art a traitor and a miſcreant — 


+ i. e. Call; derkind, thallenge, from pen Mr. Pope. 

t a miſcreant; - _ 
Too good to be ſo, and too bad to 3 
Since the more fair and cryſtal is the ſæy 
The uglier ſeem the clouds that in it fly. 


© Once 


Bc. 2. KING RICHARD 11. . 
Mowhb. Let not my cold words here accuſe my zeals 


Tis not the trial of a woman's war, 
The bitter clamour of two eager tongues, 
Can arbitrate this cauſe betwixt us twain; 
The blood is hot that muſt be cool'd for. this. 
Yet can I not of ſuch tame patience boaſt, 
As to be huſh'd, and nought at all to ſay. 
Firſt, the fair rev'rence of your Highneſs curbs me, 
From giving reins and ſpurs to my free ſpeech; 
Which elſe would poſt, until it had return'd 
Theſe terms of treaſon doubled down his throat. 
Setting aſide his ugh blood's royalty, 
And let him be no kinſman to my Liege, 
I do defy him, and I ſpit at him; 
Call him a ſland'rous coward, and a villain ; 
Which to maintain, I would allow him ale. 
And meet him, were I ty'd to run a-foot 
Even to the frozen ridges of the Alps, 
Or any other ground unhabitable, 
Where never Engliſhman durſt ſet his foot. | 
| Mean time, let this defend my loyalty ; 
By all my hopes, moſt falſely doth he . 
Boling. Pale trembling os there I throw my gage, 
Diſclaiming here the kindred of a King, 5 | 
And lay aſide my high blood's reyalty; _ 
1 fear, not rev rence, makes thee to accept: ) 
f guilty dread hath left thee; ſo much ſtrength, 

As to take up mine honour's pawn, then ſtoop. 
By that, and all the rights of knighthood elſe, 
Will I make good againſt thee, arm to arm, 
What I have ſpoken, or thou canſt deviſe, 

Mowb. I take it up, and by that ſword I ſwear, 
Which gently laid my knighthood on my e, 
PI anſwer thee in any fair degree, 4/4. 
Or chivalrous deſign of knightly trial; ;- +44 0h 
And when I mount, alive may I not bght, | 
If I be nnen, or unjuſtly fight! 


A 2 K. Rich. 
One mw as ld "RETAIN ON = 
With a foul traitor's name ſtuff I thy Teens ICE OL 
And wiſh, ſo pleaſe my'Sov'reign, ere 1 move, | 


What my tongue * my rigut - drawn ſword may prove. 
_ . Mwh. Let not, &c. 


2 —— —_ 


Suggeſt his ſoon- believing adverſaries ; 


a KING RICHARD n. ART. 


X. Rich. What doth our couſin lay to Mowbray's 
It muſt be great, that can inhabit us [charge ? 
So much as of a thought of ill in him. 

Boling. Look what I ſaid, my life ſhall prove it true, 
That Mowbray hath receiv'd eight thouſand nobles, 

In name of lendings for your Highneſs? ſoldiers, 

The which he hath detain'd for lewd employments, '£ 
Like a falſe traitor and injurious villain, 1 
Beſides, 1 fay, and will in battle prove, } 
Or here, or elſewhere, to the furtheſt verge 

That ever was ſurveyed by Engliſh eye, 

That all the treaſons for theſe eighteen years, 
Complotted and contrived in this land, 

Fetch from falſe Mowbray their firſt head and ſpring. 
Further, I ſay, and further will maintain 

Upon his bad life to make all this good, | 
That he did plot the Duke of Glouceſter's Jeath; 


And conſequently, like a traitor-coward, 
Sluic'd our his inn*cent foul through ftreams of blood? 
Which blood, like facrificing AbePs, cries 
Even from the tongueleſs caverns of the earth, 
To me, for juſtice, and rough chaftiſement. 
And, by the glorious worth of my deſcent, 
This arm ſhall do it, or this life be ſpent. - | 
K. Rich. How high a pitch his reſolution ſoars ! 
Thomas of Norfolk, what ſay'ſt thou to this? 
Mob. O, let my Sovereign turn away his face, 
And bid his ears a little while be deaf, 
Till I have told this ſlander of his blood, 
How God and good men hate ſo foul a liar. 
K. Rich. Mowbray, impartial are our eyes and ears. 
Were he our brother, nay$ our kingdom's heir, 
As he is but our father's brother's fon; 
Now by my ſceptre's awe, 1 make a vow, 
Such neighbour- nearneſs to our facred blood 
Should nothing priv'lege him, nor partialize 
Th' unftooping firmneſs of my upright ſoul. 
He is our ſubject, Mowbray, fo art thou; 
Free ſpeech and fearleſs I to thee allow. LES be 
Mowb. Then, Bolingbroke, as low as to thy heart 
Through the falſe paſſage ob thy throat, thou heſt! _ / 


Se. a. KING KICHARD u. 5 


Three parts of that receipt I had for Calais, 

Diſburs'd I to his Highneſs? ſoldiers; 

The other part reſerv'd I by conſent, 

For that my Sovereign Liege was in my debt, 

Upon remainder of a dear account, 

Since laſt I went to France to fetch his Queen. 

Now, ſwallow down that lie.—-For Glouceſter's death, 

I flew him not; but, to mine own diſgrace, 

Neglected my ſworn duty in that caſe. 

For you, my Noble Lord of Lancaſter, 

The honourable father to my foe, 

Once did 1lay an ambuſh for your life, 

A treſpaſs that doth vex ay grieved ſoul ; 

But ere I laſt recery'd the ſacrament, 

I did confeſs it, and exactly begg'd 3] 

Your Grace's pardon; and I hope I had it. 

This is my fault; as for the reſt appeal'd, 

It iſſues from the rancour of a villain, 

A recreant and moſt degen'”rate traitor ; 

Which in myſelf I boldly will defend. 

And interchangeably hurl down my gage 

Upon this overweening traitor's foot, 

To prove myſelf a loyal gentleman, 

Even in the beſt blood chamber*d in his boſom. 

In haſte whereof, moſt heartily I pray  ' 

Your Highneſs to aſſign our tria-day. _ | 
K. Rich. Wrath-kindled gentlemen, be rul'd by wez 

Let's purge this choler without letting blood +. 

Good uncle, let this end where it begun; 

We'll calm the Duke of Norfolk, you your ſon. 
Gaunt. 'To be a make-peace ſhall become my age; 

Throw down, my fon, the. Duke of Norfolk's gage. 
K. Rich. And, Norfolk, throw down his. 
Gaunt. When, Harry, when? 

Obedience bids I ſhould not bid again. 
K. Rich. Norfolk, throw down, we bid; there is no boot. 

A3 Noob. 


1 without e blood. 
This we preſcribe, though no -F we > ta ; 
Deep malice makes too deep inciſion: 
Forget, forgive, conclude and be agreed ; 
Our doctors ſay, this is no time to bleed. | 
Good uncle, &c. l 


Jo dark diſhonour's uſe thou ſhalt not have. 


And I reſign my gage. My dear, dear Lord, 


Take honour from me, and my life is done. 


In that I live, and for that will I die. 


There ſhall your ſwords and lances arbitrate 


6 KING RICHARD n. AQ 1. 


Mowb. Myſelf I throw, dread Sovereign, at thy foot. 
My life thou ſhalt command, but not my ſhame 
The one my duty owes; but my fair name, 
(Deſpight of death, that lives upon my grave, ) 


am diſgrac'd, impeach'd, and baffled here, 
Piere'd to the ſoul with ſſander's venom'd ſpear : 
The which no balm can cure, but his heart · blood 
Which breath'd this poiſon. | 
K. Rich. Rage muſt be withſtood: 
Give me his gage: lions make kopards tame. 
Mob. Yea, but not change their ſpots: take but my 
ſhame, 1 a 


The pureſt treaſure mortal times afford, 

Is ſpotleſs reputation; that away, | 
Men are but gilded loam, or painted clay 
A jewel in a ten-times-barr'd-up cheſt, 

Is a bold ſpirit in a loyal breaſt. 

Mine honour is my life, both grow in one; 


Then, dear my Liege, mine honour let me try; 


K. Rich. Coufin, throw down your gage; do you begin. 
Boling. Oh, heaven defend my ſoul from fuch foul fin ! 
Shall I ſeem creſt-falPn in my father's ſight, 
Or;with pale beggar face impeach my height, 
Before this. out-dar'd daſtard? Ere my tongue 
Shall wound my honour with fuch feeble wrong, 
Or ſound fo baſe a parle, my teeth ſhall tear 
The ſtaviſh motive þ of recanting fear, 
And ſpit it bleeding, in his high difgrace, 
Where ſhame doth harbour, ev'n in Mowbray's face. 
Sag [ Exit Gaunt. 
K. Rich. We were not born to ſue, but to command; 
Which ſince we cannot do to make you friends, 
Be ready, as your lives ſhall anſwer it, 
At Coventry upon Saint Lambert's day. 


The ſwelling diff'rence of your ſettled hate: 
8 Since 


I Mtive for inſtrument. 


Sc. 3. KING RICHARD It. — 


Since we cannot atone you, you ſhall fee 57 1 
Juſtice decide the victor's chivalry. 

Lord Marſhal, bid our officers at arms bs 
Be ready to direct theſe home alarms. [Exeunt. 


SCENE 111. 


Changes to the Duke of Lancafter”s palace, 


Enter Gaunt, and Dutcheſs of Glouceſter. 
Gaunt. Alas! the part I had in Glo'ſter's blood + 


Doth more ſolicit me than your exclaims, 


To ſtir againſt the butchers of his life. 
But ſince correction heth in thoſe hands, 
Which made the fault that we cannot correct, 
Put we our quarrel to the will of Heav'n; 
Who when it ſees the hours ripe ow earth, 
Will rain hot vengeance on offenders” heads. 

Dutch. Finds brotherhood in thee no ſharper ſpur ? 
Hath love in thy old blood no living fire? 
Edward's ſev'n ſons, whereof thyſelf art one, 
Were as ſev'n vials of his ſacred blood, 
Or ſev'n fair branches ſpringing from one root: 
Some of thoſe ſev'n are dry*d by Nature's courſe; 
Spme of thoſe branches by the deſt'nies cut: | 
But Thomas, my dear Lord, my life, my Gloſter, + 
(One vial full of Edward's ſacred blood, 
One flouriſhing branch of his moſt Royal root,) 
Is crack'd, and all the precious liquor ſpilt; 
Is hack'd down, and his ſummer-leaves all faded, 
By Envy's hand, and Murder's bloody axe! | 
Ah, Gaunt ! his blood was thine: that bed, that womb, 
That metal, that ſelf- mould that faſhion'd thee, 
Made him a man; and though thou liv' and breath'ſt, 
Yet art thou ſlain in him; thou doſt conſent _ 


In ſome large meaſure to thy father's death; 


In that thou ſeeſt thy wretched brother die, 
Who was the model of thy father's life. 
Call it not e Gaunt, it is deſpair, 
In 
Meaning the relation he had to it. | 


8 KING RICHARD IL. Ac l. 


In ſuff ' ring thus thy brother to be ſlaughter'd, 
Thou ſhew'ſt the naked path-way to thy life, 
Teaching ſtern Murther how to butcher thee. 
That which in mean men we intitle patience, 

Is pale cold cowardice in noble breaſts. 
What ſhall I ſay? to ſafeguard thine own life, 
The belt way is to *venge my Glo'ſter's death. 

Gaunt. God's is the quarrel; for God's ſubſtitute, 
His deputy anointed in his fight, 

Hath caus'd his death: the which if wrongfully, 
Let God revenge: for I may never lift 
An angry arm againſt his miniſter. 

Dutch. Where then, alas, may I complain myſelf? 

Gaunt. To — the widow's champion and de- 

ence. 

Dutch. Why then, I will: farewell, old Gaunt, farewell. 
Thou go'ſt to Coventry, there to behold 
Our couſin Hereford and fell Mowbray fight. 

O, ſit my huſband's wrongs on Hereford's ſpear, 

That it may enter butcher Mowbray's breait ! 

Or, if misfortune miſs the firſt career, 

Be Mowbray's ſins ſo heavy in his boſom, 

That they may break his foaming courfer's back, 

And throw the rider headlong in the liſts, 

A caitiff recreant to my coufin Hereford ! | 

Farewell, old Gaunt; thy ſometime + brother's wif 

With her companion grief muſt end her life. 
Gaunt. Siſter, farewell; I muſt to Coventry. 

As much good ſtay with thee, as go with me! 

Dutch. Yet one word more; grief boundeth where it 
Not with the empty hollowneſs, but weight: [falls, 
I take my leave before l have begun; | | 
For ſorrow ends not when it ſeemeth done. 

Commend me to my brother, Edmund Vork: 
Lo, this is all ——nay, yet depart not ſo; | 
Though this be all, do not ſo quickly go: : 
I ſhall remember more. Bid him oh, what? 4 
With all good ſpeed at Plaſhie vifit me. 
Alack, and what ſhall good old York ſee there, 

But empty lodgings, and unfurniſh'd walls, 


+ i. e. Formerly. 


Sc. 4. KING RICHARD n. 9 


Unpeopled offices, untrodden ſtones? 
And what hear there for welcome, but my groans? 
Therefore commend me,—let him not come there 
To ſeek ont ſorrow that dwells every where 
All deſolate will I from hence, and die; 
The laſt leave of thee takes my weeping eye. 

[Exennt, 


SCENE IV. The lift at Coventry. 


Z nter the Lord Marſhal, and the Duke of Aker 


Mar. My Lord Aumerle, is Harry Hereford arm'd? 

Aum. Vea, at all points, and longs to enter in. 

Mar. The Duke of Norfolk, ſprightfully and bold, 
Stays but the ſummons of th” appellant's trumpet. 

Aum. Why then, the champions are prepar'd, and ſtay 
For nothing but his Majeſty's approach, [ #louriſh. 


The trumpets ſound, and the King enters with his Nobles e 
when they are ſet, enter the Duke of Norfolk in arme, * 
fendant. 


K. Rich. Marſhal, demand of yonder ane | 
The' caufe of his arrival here in arms; 

Aſk him his name; and orderly proceed 
To ſwear him in the juſtice of his cauſe. 

Mar. In God's name and the King's, ſay who thon 

art? [To Mob, 
And why thou com'ſt thus knightly clad in arms? 
Againſt what man thou com'ſt, and what thy quarrel? 
Speak truly on thy knighthood, and thine oath, 
And ſo defend thee Heav* n, and thy valour! 

Mowb. My name is Thomas 'Mowbray, Dube of Norfolk 
Who hither come, engaged by my oath, 
(Which Heav'n defend a knight would violate!) 
Both to defend my loyalty and truth, 

To God, my. King, and my ſuceeeding iſſue, 
Againſt the Duke of Hereford, that appeals me; 
And by the grace of God, and this mine arm, 
To prove him, in defending of myſelf, 

A traitor to my' God, my King, and me? 

And, as I ul fight, defend me Heav'n ! 2 
f e 
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1 


The trumpets ſound. Enter an elan, in 


armour. 


K. Rich. Marſhal, aſk yonder knight in arms, 

Both who he is, and why he cometh hither, 

Thus plated in habiliments of war: 

And formally „according to our law, 

Depoſe him in the juſtice of his cauſe. . Chither, 70 
Mar. What is thy name, and wherefore comꝭſt thou 3 

Before King Richard, in his Royal liſts ? [To Boling. a3 

Againſt whom comelt thou? and what's thy quarrel? 2 

Speak like a true knight, ſo defend thee Heav'n! $8 
Boling. Harry of Hereford, Lancafter, and Derly, © 

Am 1, who ready to ſtand here in arms, 

To prove, by Heav'n's grace and my body's valour, 

In lifts, on Thomas Mowbray Duke of Norfolk, 

'That he's a traitor foul and dangerous, 

To God of heav'n, King Richard, and to me; 

And, as I truly fight, defend me Heav'n! 
Mar. On pain of death, no perſon be ſo bold, 

Or daring-hardy, as to touch the liſts, 

Except the Marſhal, and ſuch officers 

Appointed to direct theſe fair deſigns. 
Boling. Lord Marſhal, let me kiſs my Sovereign” 8 _ 

And bow my knee before his Majeſty : 

For Mowbray and myſelf are like two men 

That vow a long and weary pilgrimage; 

Then let us take a ceremonious leave, 

And loving farewell, of our ſeveral friends. 


Mar. TW ran! in all duty greets your High 
Als : To K Nad. 

And craves to kiſs your band, and take his leave. 
K. Rich. We will deſeend, and fold him in our arms. 
Couſin of Hereford, as thy cauſe is right, 
So be thy fortune in this Royal fight! | 
Farewell, my blood; which if to-day thou ſhed, 
Lament we may, but not revenge thee dead. 

Boling. Oh, let no noble eye profane a tear 
For me; if I be gor'd with 1 17 ol » {pears 
As confident, as 18 the faulcon's flig 
Againſt a bird, do I with Mowbray fight. 
My loving Lord, I take my leave of you; 


1 
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Of you, my noble couſin, Lord Aumerle *. 
Oh thou! the earthly author of my blood, [To Caum. 
Whoſe youthful ſpirit, in me regenerate, 
Doth with a twofold vigour lift me up 
To reach at victory above my head, 
Add proof unto mine armour with thy prayers ; 
And with thy bleſſings ſteel my lance's point, 
That it may enter Mowbray's waxen coat, 
And furbiſh new the name of John o' Gaunt 
Ev'n in the luſty *haviour of his ſon. | 
Gaunt. Heav'n in thy good cauſe make thee proſperous! 
Be ſwift like lightning in the execution; 
And let thy blows, doubly redoubled, 
Fall like amazing thunder on the caſk 
Of thy adverſe pernicious enem 
Rouſe up thy youthful blood, be brave, and 7 e. 
Boling. Mine innocence, God and St. George to thrive! 
Mowb. However Heav'n or Fortune caſt my lot, 
There lives, or dies, true to King Richard's throne, 
A loyal, juſt, and upright gentleman. 
Never did captive with a freer heart 
Caſt off his chains of bondage, and embrace 
His golden uncontroul'd enfranchiſement, 
More than my dancing ſoul doth celebrate 
This feaſt of battle with mine adverſary. 
Moſt mighty Liege, and my companion Peers, 
Take from my month the wiſh of happy years; 
As pou _ as jocund, as to juſt, 
Gol to fi Truth hath a quiet breaſt. 
K. Rich, Farewell my Lord; ſecurely I eſpy 
Virtue with valour couched in thine eye. 
Order the trial, Marſhal, and begin. 
Mar. Harry of Hereford, Lancaſter and Derby, 
Receive thy lance; and Heav*n defend thy right! 
Boling. Strong as a tower in hope, I cry, Amen. 


Mar. Go bear this lance to o Thomas Duke of Norfolk. 
1 Her. 

Mars rd 
Not ſick, although I have to do with death; 


But luſty, young, and chearly drawing breath. 
Lo, as at En liſh feaſts, ſo I regret 


The daintie lat, eo make the end moſt [weet; 
Oh thou, Ke. 


| ta KING RICHARD H. AR I. 


1 Her. Harry of Hereford, Lancaſter, and Derby, 
Stands here for God, his Sovereign, and himſelf, , 
On pain to be found falſe and recreant, | 
To prove the Duke of Norfolk, 'Thomas Mowbray, 
| A traitor to his God, his King, and him; 6 
And dares him to ſet forward to the fight. 
| 2 Fler. Here ſtandeth Thomas Mowbray, Duke of 
[ On pain to be found falſe and recreant, Norfolk, 
Both to defend himſelf, and to approve 
Henry of Hereford, Lancaſter, and Derby, 
| To God, his Sovereign, and to him, diſloyal; 
[ Courageouſly, and with a free deſire, ; 
Attending but the ſignal te begin. [A charge ſounded. 
| Mar. Sound, trumpets; and ſet forward, combatants. 
— But itay, the King hath thrown his warder down. 
K. Rich. Let them lay by their helmets and their ſpears, 
3 And both return back to the charge again: 
Withdraw with us, and let the trumpets ſound, 
, While we return theſe Dukes what we decree. 
[LA long flouriſh ; after which the King 
| ſpeaks to the combatants, 
Draw near | 
And liſt, what with our council we have done. 
For that our kingdom's earth ſhould not be ſoil'd 
With that dear blood which it hath foſtered; 
| And for our eyes do hate the dire aſpect 


| Of civil wounds plough'd up with neighbour ſwords ; 
: And for we think, the eagle-winged pride 

Of ſky-aſpiring and ambitious thoughts | 
: With rival-hating Envy ſet you on, 
To wake our peace, which in our country's cradle 
| | Draws the ſweet infant-breath of gentle fleep * ;] 
4 Which thus rous'd up with boiſt'rous untun'd drums, 
4 And harſh-reſounding trumpets” dreadful bray, 
3 And grating ſhock of wrathfuliron-arms, 

Might from our quiet confines fright fair Peace, 

And make us wade ev'n in our kindred's blood: 


1 * '2 | * 
* * The five lines incloſed within crotchets, were inſerted, from the 
; firſt edition in 1598, by Mr. Pope: but inadvertently; for they were 
afterwards omitted by Shakeſpeare, as not agreeing to the reſt of the 

context ; which, on reviſe, he thought fit to alter. Mr. Warburton- 
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Therefore we baniſh you our territories, 
You, couſin Hereford, on pain of death, 
Till twice five ſummers, have enrich'd our fields, 
Shall not regreet our fair dominion, - ; 
But tread the ſtranger of bamſhment, | 
Bling. Your will be done t this muſt my comfort be, 
That ſun that warms you here, ſhall ſhine on me; 
And thoſe his golden beams to you here lent, 
Shall point, on me, and gild my baniſhment. 
X. Rich, Norfolk, for thee remains a heavier doom, 
Which I with ſome unwillingaeſs * 
The fly-ſlow hours ſhall not determinate}. 
'The Jteleſs limit of thy dear exile: 
The hopeleſs word, of newer to return, 
Breathe I agaiaſt thee, upon pain of life. 
Marob. A heavy ſentence, my moſt ſovereign Liedys, 
And all unlock d for from your Highneſs mouth: 9610 
A dearer merit, not ſo deep a maim, bh 
As to be caſt fqrthiin the common air, 
Have I deſerved at, your Highneſs' hands. 
The language I havelearn'd theſe forty years, 
My native Engliſh, now I muſt ſorego; 
„And now my tongue's ule. is to me no more, 
„Than an unſtringed viol, or a harp; ; | ** 
Or like a cunning inſtrument cas d up. | 
«« Or being open, put into his hands 
© That knows no touch to tune the harmony *, 
I am too old to fawn,upan a nurſe, 
Too far in years to be a pupil now; 
What is thy ſentence, then, but ſpeechleſs 8 
Which robs my tongue from breathing native breath? 
K. Rich. It 2 thee not to be cotnpaſſionate +; > 
Aer aur . plaining comes too late. 
en thus 1 turn me e en s light 
rad — in ſnades of endleſs nig 
K. Rich. again, r Wirw ae rade 
Vor. IV. . B 
9 — —t een 4 8 
wel my mouth ns have en Gal) my to eg 


* : *t 152. 5 
* , unf De 2 At 
me. ES 2909 


— — 
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I am too old &c. . 
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Lay on our Royal ſword your baniſh'd hand: 
Swear by the duty that you owe to Hevn. 
Our part therein we baniſh with yourſelves,) 
To keep the oath that we adminiſter: * 
You never ſhall {ſo help you truth, and heav'n! * 

Embrace each other's love in baniſhment ; 

Nor ever look upon eaclLother's face, 

Nor ever write, regreet, or reconcile | 
This low'ring tempeſt of your home-bred hate; 

Nor ever by adviſed purpoſe meet, 

To plot, contrive, or complot any ill, 

*Gainſt us, our Rate, our ſubjedts, or our r land. 8 
Boling. 1 ſwear. N 4 
Mob. And I, to keep all this. 22888 
Boling. Norfolk, ſo far, as to mine enemy i= 

By chis time, had the Kivg permitted us, Ts eee 

Oh of our ſouls had wander'd in the air, 

Baniſh'd this frail ſepulchre of our fleſh, 

As now our fleſh is baniſh*d from this nd. 
Confeſs thy treaſons, ere thou fly this rralm; 

Since thou haſt far to go, bear not along 
ba, clogging burthen of a guilty ſoul. 

No, Balingbroke: if ever I were traitor, 

3 name be blotted from the book of life, 

And I from heav'n baniſh'd as from hence! 
But what thou art, heav*n, thou, and 1 do know, 
And all too foon, I fear, the King ſhall rue. 
Farewell, my Liege; now no way can I tray; | - 
Save deckt to England; * the world's my way. . 

A 


4 " - 


"SCENE. V. 


ol K. Rich. Uncle, even in the glaſſes of ungen 
I ſee thy grieved heart, th ſad aſpect =— ” 
Hath Rom the number of his baniffid y un 1 : 
Pluck'd four away; fix frozen winter's 2 
Return with welcome home from baniſnment. * | 
Boling. How long a time lies in one "Fittle word! 4 
Four lagging winters and four wanton. ; vi 1. 
End in a word; ſuch is the breath of kings. 999 
Gaunt. I thank my Liege, — — "I 1 
He ſhortens four Fs of my ſon's ene: VHS 5 as 
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But little vantage ſhall. I reap. thereby: 
For.eve the fix years that he hann ert 70 
Can change their moons, and 8 188 
My oil-dry'd lamp and time-bew 
Shall be extinct with age EIS. . 

My inch of taper will be burnt. and done, 


| A bliadfold death not let me ſer : my fon 


K. Rich. Why, uncle? Thou haſt masy years to live 
Gaunt. But not a minute, King, that thou cauſt eine 3 
Shorten my days thoweanſt with. ſullen ſorrow, | 
And pluck nights from me, but. not lend a morrow; . 0 
Thou canſt help Time to furrow.me-with age, 
But ſtop no wrinkle in his pilgrimage: 
Thy word is current with him, for my death. 
But dead thy kiagdom cannot buy my breaths, 
K. Rich. Thy fon is baniſh'd-upon good advios, 
Whereto iy tongue æ party-verdict ares 
Why atiour juſtice ſeemiſt thou then to or? 
Gaunt... Things ſweet to taſte, prove in Gigetion four. 
You urg'd me as a judge: but. I had rather — 
You would have bid me argue like a fathet. 
O, had it been a ſtranger, not my child, 
To ſmooth his fault I would — been more mild. 
Alas, I look'd when ſome of you ſhould ſay, 
T was too ſtrict ta make mine own away. EO 
But you gave leave to my unwilling tongue, p 
Againſt my will. to du myſelf this wrong. | 
A partial ſlander ſought I to avoid, 
And in the ſentence my.own life deſtroy'd: 
K. Rich. Couſin, farewell; and, uncle, bid him ſo. 
gin years. we aniſh. him, and be ſhall go. U. 


Aum. Couſin, farewell; what preſence muſt not bor, 
From where yoo do remain let paper ſhow.  __ 
Mar. My Lord, no leave take I; for I will ride 
As far as land will let me, by your fide. 

Gaunt, Oh, to what — doſt thou hoard thy words, 
That thou return'ſt no greeting to thy friends? 

Boling. I have too few to take my leave of you, 
e n 


. 


To 


1 l enn I. 441. 
To breathe th' abuntent Golcur oftttie Reürt. 0008 200 

_ Gaunt, Thy grieftisbut thy abſence ſöt à vi Ages HZ 
Joy abſent, grief 18 * preſent Br thi . 1 3 g 

Gann: What is fix winters? they are qui V gone 

Boling. To men in joy; but Seer maker one hove 100 

Gaunt. Call it a travel that thou tak' t for pleaſure: * 

Bolirg. My- heart wilt gh when I mifcall * — 

Which finds it an inforced pilgrimage. 

Oaunt. The ſullen paſſage of thy wer les + 
Eſteem a foil, wherein thou art to ſet 15 1 
The precious jewel of my home: return. m 22 * 1 

Boling. Nay, rather, ry tedious firide'T make 1 
Will but remember me, what a deaf of world © 7 
I wander from the jewels that I'love. © 
Mult I not ferve a long apprenticehood” © 
To foreign paſſages, and in the end 
Having my freedom, boaſt of nothing elle. aer 
But that I was a jourueyman to gtief f; * 

_ "Gaunt. All places that the of of __ 4 

Are to a wiſe mai ports ànd Ha 22 
Teach thy neeflity'th reaſot . 

There is no virtue like neceſſity. © 
Think net the Kidg did banliifi the; 
But thou the King: Wos deth the en 6. 
Where it perceives. it is hut e 


u uU 


518 pe 145 D 1343.4 
1 
. + 4 


* 
1 WJ A 


Go fay, 1 ſent Wee oth tb = * au 
And not, the King exA'd' Ot up FEI was 1 
Devouring peſtilence hange i der 7 So 2 Fn 
And thou art flyiag tea freſhet' cke. 2 * ne DCA 
Look what thy foul holds dear, imagine it 


Po lie that way dust. go; not vhefer thou com ft. As 
e the ſinging birds, muſicians; 

The graſs whereon thou treat, the preſence- floor; 

The flow'rs, fair ladies; and thy Reps, no mos 

Fas- a- delightful menſufe. or a dance. 5 oof 

For gnarling Sore Nath Is pow to bite. 3 

The pres that mocks at it, and ſets it Iight. 


Boling. Oh, who can hold à fire in tos N 4 
By Anatas on the froſty Cauraſus? wr 
Or cloy the hungry edge of appetite, © ae wal. 1 93 
By bas agen of à fcaſt? 3 

91 wallow nake@ in Deceitbef üg 


| "By 


7 af " 
Fy cet,” 
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By thinking on fantaſtic ſuramer's heat? 
Oh, no! the apprehenſion of the good 
Gives but the greater feeling to the worſe 
Fell Sorrow's tooth doth never rankle more 
Than when it bites, but lanceth not the ſore. 
Gaunt. Come, come, my ſon, LU bri: ng thee on thy 


Had 1 thy youth, and cauſe, I would not ſtay. [way. 


Boling. Then, England's ground, farewell;, ſweet ſoil, . 
adieu, 
My mother :and my nurſe, which bears me yet. 
Where-e&er-I wander, boaſt of this 1 can, X 
Though baniſh” . yet a rden Englichman. 


LZxeunt. 
SCENE vrt. Changes to the” court. 


Burr King Richard, and Bagot, Ic. at one door ;. and the 
. Lord Aumerle,. at the other. - 


K: Rith. We re indeed, obſerve——Coaſin Aumetle; . 
How far brought high Hereford on his way? 

Aum. I broug _y dich ereford, if you call him ſo, 
But to he wane] highway, and there I left him, 

K. Rich. A ig. wh. ſtore of parting tears were : 

e 4 

Aum. Faith, none by me; except the vorth-ealt, wind. 
(Which then blew bitterly againſt our Nude 
Awak'd, the leepy theum; and ſotby. chance. | 
Did grage our hollow paxting with a tea. 

X. Nich. What ſaid your couſin, vhen-yos aue, . 
Aum. Farewell.) 1 [him?- : 
And, for my-hteart diſdained that my tongue 

Should ſo profane the word, that taught me N 8 

To counterfeit oppreſſion of ſuch, griet, . . 
That worgs ſeem buried in my. ſorrow's 8 © i 
Marry, would the (yard yarezrll/haye. lengthen? d hours, 
And added years to his dhoxt. baniſhmeng. .... 
He ſhould have had à volume of faremellsz.; - * * 
But, fince it would not, he had none gf me. | 


ö X. Rieb. He is our kinſman, conſin; neee 
Wien 


time ſhall call him home from baniſhmeat; ., iT 
Whether our kinſman;come. to: fee his friends. 4 


Ourſelf, and Latte ho and es. 2565 


n 
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Obſcrv'd his courtſhip to the common people: 1 N 
How he did ſeem to dive into their hearts, , ; 
With humble and familiar conrteſy ; by 9007 1607-3. 141%] 
What reverence he did throw awiy on ſlaves ; | 


Wooing poor eraftſmen with the craft of files, * þ 
And patient wunder-bearing of bis fortuneg' oO. 
As 'twere to banith their affects with TRE | 13 a 
Of goes his bonnet to an oyſter-weneh; 1 811 0 


A trace of dray- men bid, God ſpeed him well! 
And had the tribute of his ſupple knee 
With, Thanks, my countrymen, my Nis. friends; 
As were our England m-veverſtsn- bis, a | 
And he our ſubjectsꝰ next degree in hope. 

Green, Well, he is gore, and unh. him go theſe 

thoughts. 

Now for the rebels, which ſtand out in Iteland. 
Expedient manage muſt be made, my Liege, 
Ere further leifure yield them further means 
For their advantage, and your Highneſs ofs. : 

K. Rich. We wilt ourſelf im perſon to this wir 5 
Andy for our coffers with too great a court. nog nf 
And liberal Jargeſs, are grown 3 * 1 2 
We are inforc'd' to farm our SIM 
The revenue whereof ſhall furniſh us 5 
For our affairs in hand; if they come ort, 
Our ſubſtitutes at home Mall have Blank Ates: i if) 
Whereto, when they {kl know what men batter 14 
They ſhall ſubſeribe them for large W of n mou 
And fend them. after to ſupply our wants; 7 


yo will make for Ireland preſently. 
A d, nb. 0! blade 
K. Rich. 1 Buſy, what wewy 2 31 LED 
3 and hath ſent poſt water Daa e mort 
7 'inreat your Hae 07 8 Led at bb N'. H 
| . Av E- heeft: od en Eat 11 2. n uk 
To help Kit be be ve itnincaiaed ) 2 phyin n — 
The lining of Ne &v po gg aug 1H 


1D 37:97 Fr yu 
48 Old Jahn's® Ouaae i icky th re 
ee e en 
i 505 
Ne put it, heavl;/ ic Rip phy Rriab- wi, 
nales bor elt NM ee * 
Feen 4 422 ðͤ 114, Gy 


*.. Nin En m | S 
Come, Gentlemen, let's att go viſit him 
Pray Heav'n we may Nr Nun a wage too late! 


4% . 1 11 Eu. 
er Ar. SCENE 1 1. 1 tt me 


t* | 
Gaunt ada in An with the Ds « 7 ork., 


V * 2 
Gaunt. Il. he Kings come, (Lt breathe 
m * 
In wholeſome connlel ihr. TY bis: pollay/J y6 Ich? | 
York. Vex not yourle 12 ſtvrixe x 1 ek era, 
For all in vain comes counſeh to his, ear | "= 
Gaunt. Oh but, they ſay, the, tongues « of f dyivg. 5 
Inforce attention, like deep armen 
Where words are ſcarce, they're ſeldom. ſpe te in wid! 
For they breathe truth thet breathe thei ir * N in. 255 
York. His ear is opt with' ot et te ring charms, arne, 
As praiſes, f his ſates. there,are, beſide 1 12 S 


Laſcicious maſher to wheſe; venoln'd-found. * 
The open ear 0 youth doth Perk liſten; HTTDN 
Report of faſhions't in. proud It F 
Whoſe manners ſtill dur nj, in nation. ps 5 
Limps after, in baſe a d . 25 5 * ” iT 
Where doth the world.ghnvlf for torth 2 vanity My 3 * 


ARR there's 5 [ob LH ln 


hat is not quickly b 1 985 Tory 
Then all too late, eng oh 2 


od. Lit 2 5 
Where wil doth mpring. pi . wi 


TR 418. ui ringed t +10 34 70 _ 
— words in pain 


He that ns more wöff y, iu r mate | 1 5 


Than they whom peut wid ele have Seelen ad 
More are mens” en 1 their "RAY os it 


The e 200 nn A 
As the laſt ta 


[weets j 15 : 
Writ in a ally poi mores t Re things BB jr 2 bf 15 4 wall 


Though Richard my lifq's cennfeh dec pull not hear, 
- death's ſad. tale may 5 


+His ede Roph, the. 8s ng IAB ri. nk 


rs Ta el. 


Methinks, &c. 


Againſt infection, an 


Whoſe rock 
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Gaunt. Methinks I am a prophet new-inſpir'd, 
And, thus expiring, do foretel of him, 
His raſh, fierce blaze of riot cannot laſt ; 
For riclent fires ſoon burn out themſelves. 
Small ſhow'rs laſt long, but ſudden ſtorms are ſhort. 
He tires betimes, that ſpurs too faſt betimes; 
With eager feeding, food doth choke the feeder ; $ 
Light: vanity, inſatiate cormorant, 
Conſuming means, ſoon preys upon itſelf. 


The royal throne of Kings, this. ſcepter'd ifle, 


This earth of Majeſty, this ſeat of Mars, 


This other Eden,.demi-paradiſ 
This fortreſs, built by Nature fr herſelf, 

d the hand of war; po. 
This happy breed of. men, this little world, | 
This precious ſtone ſet in the filver ſea, | 
Which ſerves it. in the office of a wall, 
Or. as a moat defenſive to a houſe, 


'Azaiditthe envy of. leſs happier land: | ' © . 


This hutſe, this teeming womb of royal — 3 
Fear'd for their breed; and famous by their birth, | 
Renowned for their deeds, as far from homey” * N 
For Chriſtian ſervice and true chivalry, a 3 
As is the ſepulchre in ſtubborn Jewry,, 3 
Of the world's ranfom, Bleſſed Mary's fon; ;: 


This land of ſuch dear ſauls, this dear dear land.. 2 [431.4 
Dear for her r putati6a through'the rn * 
Is now leas'd vut, (I die pro 8 ing ity). 0-474 Ol 
12 a ten hays dy Pe pe en ION 2 
England, bo wo n With chef Fob kunt e: is ag 
1 dre Beats back -The dhvious Ke: „ 
Or watery Neptune, is bound in with ſhame, 
With inky blots, and rotten, parchment. bonds. 
That England that was wont, te onquer abe. 
Hath made a chameful conqueſt” of it a 970M 
Ah! would the ſcandal _ g lie, 2 off 


How happy gen were my enſuing death! . *. KL 
42834 33% SCENE. II. n bi FP gbr 


Euler *r Richard, Qucen, ner By 38 © 2H 
Tori. Thb 
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Nee * 1 


Se deal n wi hi | opt; 
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For young hot cdllty, hein rug d db rage the more. 
Queen. Hum fores vun noble undle, Bancaſter? 
K. Rich. IN man? How! is? with ard 
aunt *? — 0 1 
Gaunl. Blas my ſeif, but ſeding thee tod 1 7 4 
Thy death-bed is no leſſer than the ladd, 1G Au. bh ate 
Wherein thou lieſt in reputation ſicx ; I Fw 
And thouſtaddchrgieſoparimds Go themen,7 1 j ai | 
Giv'ſt thy anointed body to the cure url MG A: ni 


r % AN n,ꝭmↄůx RE n 21 
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1 0 Of thoſe phyſicians that firſt embed 179 
* 1 A thouſand flatrers fit within«thy ere 11 343 wu 
= Whoſe compaſs is yo bigger than t As a 
267 And yet encagett in ſo ſmall. verge nne 


Thy waſte is nd whit leſſer han thy us. | 
Oh, had thy grandfire,. with.a prophet*s eye, | 1 
* how his Fon s ſors ſhould dſtroy nis fen, 5 
From forth thy reactvhe would have laid'thy ſome, 8 
Depoſing thee befor thou wert poſſeſi d, 
Who artepuſſefs d no / to depoſe thyſelf - — * 9 
Why, couſin, wert thou vegent bi ae een beet he 
It were aiſhaniets let this land hn leafe. = 2 
But for thy eee bur this. una, 


® witha „ T% SF 7. 


2 


Gaunt! "Dh tow chat name be fic — 1 
Old Gaunt, indeed, and gaunt in bei ** Lebte 

Within me grief hath kept a 8 

And who abſtai "from | meat that i or Td Kev 


For ſleeping En * time Have 1 
e leanneſs, mee is all 8 


344 


\ 
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Gaunt am 1 for 22 105 aunt 7 a grave, 1 1 
Whoſe hollow 'wamb rovght But Danes. 
K. Rich: „Ein Sale der play fo nein e ver 1. 
Gaunt, Nonmibery makes ſjjore to. woch it,. 
rr latk to * my name in we, A 
ock my name, great Kings to flatter thee. + tak 
1 Rich. Should dyigg men my thofe that hve 17 


Gaunt No, no; me ding atter thoſe that die. 

. Rich. Thou, nw a- dying, ſey'ft, thou flatter'ſt me. 
Genn Oh! v thou qe ſt, thqugh kicker wal N 
. Rich. I am in health, I breathe, 40. 

L WAS . be that made me knows t { 2 93 

5 Win rlelf. Ke. 
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Is it not moe than ſhame to ſhame it ſo? 
Landlord, of E art thou now, not 
** y ſtate of law is bondſlave to the lar 
d thou 
A. Rich. And thou, a FRO: lean-witted fool, 
Preſuming on an ague's privilege, _ = 
Dar'ft with thy frozen admonition 
Make pale our check; the royal blood 
With fury from his native refidence. 
Now, by my feat's right-royal majeſty, 
Wert thou not brother to great Edward's fe. Ns K 
This tongu . runs ſo roundly in thy head, T 
Should run thy head from thy unreverend 1 a 
Gaunt. Oh, 48 me not, my brother Edward's fon, 
For that I was his father Edward's ſon. 
That blood already, like the pelican, 
Haſt thou tapt out, and d 1 Wa 511 
My brother Glo'ſter, plain well-meaning ſoul, os 
Whom fair befal in heav'n mong ' ſt happy foul!) | 
ay be a pregedent and witneſs good, 2 
That thou ref peQt not ſpilling ward's blood. 5 * 
Join with the — ſickneſs NT I harre, 
And thy unkindneſs be like crooked _ 
To crop at once a too long wither'd 
Live in thy-ſhame; dat che wht ſhame vrith derb. — 
Theſe words hereafter thy tormentors bes: n 
Convey me to my bed, then to my grave: 
Love they to live, that love and honour — | 
- [Exat, borne out. 
A. Rich. And let them Lie, that age and ſullens have; 
For both haſt thou, and both become the bas 1 
Terk. I do beſeech your Maj ety, Impute. . 73 
His words to way ward ft ficklinels, and age: - 7 
He loves you, on my life; and holds. you dear 
As Harry Duke of Hereford, were — here. 
X. Rich. Right, you ſay true; as Hereford's love, ſo- 
As theirs, ſo. mine; and all be as it is...  [bis;: 
_ SCENE III. | 
Eur Northumberland.” 
North, My Liege, old Gaunt commends tom to your: 


- IS... * Rich. 


© » * p * 
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K. Rich. What ſays old Gaunt ? 
North. Nay, nothing; all is ſaid: 
His tongue is now a ſtringleſs inſtrument; 
Words, life, and all, old Lancaſter hath ſpent. = 
York. Be York the next that muſt be bankrupt fol / 
Though death be poor, it ends a mortal woe, ö 
K. Rich. The ripeſt fruit firſt falls, and fo doth he; 
His time.is ſpent, our pilgrimage muſt be: 
So much for that. Now for our Iriſi wars; 
We muit ſupplant thoſe rough rug-headed kerns, | 28 
Which live like venom, where no venom elſe, 
But only they, have privilege to live; | 
And, for theſe t affairs do aſk ſome charge, 
Towards our aſſiſtance we do ſeize to us 
The plate, coin, revenues, and moveables, 
Whereof our uncle Gaunt did ſtand poſſeſs'd. k 
York, How long ſhall I be — Ob, how ag 
Shall tender duty aſks me falle wrong! 
Not Glo'ſter's death, not Hereford's baniſhment, | on 
Not Gaunt's rebukes, nor England's private wrongs, ' 
Nor the prevention of poor Bolingbroke 
About his marriage, nor-my own diſgrace, 
Have ever made me four my patient cheek, 
Or bend one wrinkle on my Sovereigu's face. 
I am the laſt of noble Edward's ſons, * 
Of whom thy father, Prince of Wales, was firſt : 41A 
In war, was never lion rag d more fierce; 15 BA. 
In peace, was never gentle lamb more mild. 
Than was that young and princely gentleman; ——— © 
His face thou haſt, for even fo look'd he, > 219” oP) 
Accompliſh'd with the number of thy hours. 
But wha he frown'd, it was againft the French, 
And not ainſt his friends} his noble hand 
Did win what he did ſpend; and ſpent not that 4 
Which his triumphant father's hand had won. * 44 
Eis hands were guilty of no kindred's blood, 
But bioody with the enemies of his kin. | 
Oh, Richard! York is too far gone with grief, 
Orelſe he never would compare between. 


K. Rich, Why, uncle, what's the ae? 7 


n= 
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You * a thouſand dan 
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York. O my Liege“, 8 
Seek you to ſeize, and, gripe into 1 * 
The royalties and rights of baniſh'd Hereford? 
Is not Gaunt dead, and doth not Hereford live? 
Was not Gaunt juſt, and is not Harry. true? 

Did not the one deſerve to have an heir? 

Is not his heir a well-deſerving ſon ? 

Take Hereford's rights away, and take from time 
His charters, and his cuſtomary. rights. + 

Let not to-morroiy then enſue to-day ; f | 
Be not thyſelf. ——For, how art thou a King, - 4 1-697 
But by fair ſequence and ſucceſſion? | * jv] 
Tf ou 12 wrongfully, ſeize Hereford's right, 

Call in his letters patents that he hath, 

By his attorneys-general, to ſue 4-54 

His livery, and deny his offer'd homage; 

on your head; 
You loſe a thouſand well · diſpoſed hearts ; 

And prick my tender ꝓatience to thoſe thoughts, 
Which honour and allegiance cannot think. 

X. Rich. Think what you will; we ſeize into our hands 
His plate, his goods, his money, and his lands. | 
Wer 4 22 I'll not be bye the while ;, my Liege, farewell: 
What will enſue hereof there's none, can tell. 1 
But by bad courſes may be haderſtdod, a! 
That their events can never fall out good. [Hit. 


K. Rich. Go, Buſhy, to the Earl, of Wilſhire she, 
Bid him repair to he to Ely-houſe, , , +. } 200 43. Tit! 
To ſee this buſineſs done; tomorrow next 7 nail T 


We will ſor Ireland; and *tis time, I trows + 
And we create, in abſence of ourſell . 
Our uncle Vork Lord- Governor of Kugland {19d Hl 
For he is juſt, and always loy'd us ws nies 3on buf. 
Come on, ai (Queens to-morrow an ee, big 
Be merry, for gur time af ſtay is Mort. Ke 
bee t int | 
int in wile i fs (bag. Pick 


— e 
to be pardon d, am content 
you to ſcize, &c. 
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SCENE IV. | 
Manent Northumberland, Willoughby, and Roſs. 


North. Well, Lords, the Duke of Lancaſter is dead. 
Roſe. And living too, for now his fon is Duke. 
IWillo. Barely in title, not in revenue. 

North. Richly in both, if juſtice had her right. 

Roſs. My heart is great; but, it muſt break with filence, 
Ere't be diſburthen'd with a lib'ral tongue. 

North. Nay, ſpeak thy mind; and let him ne'er ſpeak 
That ſpeaks thy words again to do thee harm. I more. 

Willo. Tends what you'd ſpeak to the Duke of Here- 
If it be ſo, out with it boldly, man: [ford 

wick is mine ear to hear of good towards him. | 

Roſs. No good at all that I can do for him, 

Unleſs yon call it good to pity him, 
Bereft and gelded of his patrimony. 

North. Now, afore heav'n, it's ſhame ſuch wrongs are 
In him a royal prince, and many more [borne 
Of noble blood in this dechning land. 

The Kang 1s not himſelf, but baſely led 

By flatterers; and what they will inform 

Merely in hate *gainft any of us all, 

That will the Kang ſeverely proſecute 

»Gainſt us, our lives, our children, and our heirs. | 

Roſs. The Commons hath he pill'd with grievous taxes, 
And loſt their hearts; the Nobles he hath fin'd | 
For ancient quarrels,-and quite loft their hearts. 

Willd. And daily new exactions are devis'd; 

As blanks, benevolences, [ wot not what: 5 
But what o' God's name doth become of this? 

North. Wars have not waſted it, for warr'd he hath not, 
But baſely yielded upon compromiſe +. | 
That which his anceſtors atchiev'd with blows: 

More hath he ſpent in peace, than they in wars. 

Roſs. The Earl of Wiltſhire hath the realm in farm. 

Willo. The King's grown bankrupt, like a broken man. 

North. Reproach and diſſolution hangeth over him. 

Roſs. He hath not money for theſe Iriſh wars, 

His burthenous taxations notwithſtanding, ) 
ut by the robbing of the baniſh'd Duke. 
Vor. IV. C North, 
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North. His noble kinſman—moſt degenerate King! 
But, Lords, we hear this fearful tempeſt ſing, 
Yet ſeek no ſhelter to avoid the ſtorm : 
We ſee the wind fit fore upon our ſails, 
And yet we ſtrike not, but ſecurely periſh. 
Roſs. We ſee the very wreck that we mult ſuffer 
And unavoided is the danger now, 
For ſuff®ring ſo the cauſes of our wreck. 
. North. Not ſo: eyn through the hollow eyes of death 
I ſpy life peering ; but I dare not ſay 
How near the tidings of-qur comfort is. 
Willo. Nay, let us ſhare thy thoughts, as thou doſt ours, 
Roſs. Be confident to ſpeak, Northumberland; | 
We three are but thyſelf, and ſpeaking ſo, 
Thy words are but as thoughts, therefore be bold. | 
North. Then thus, my friends. I have from Port le 
A bay in Bretagne, had intelligence, [Blanc, 
That Harry Hereford, Rainald Lord Cobham, 
That late broke from the Duke of Exeter, 
His brother, Archbiſhop late of Canterbury, 
Sir Thomas Erpingham, Sir John Rainſton, 
Sir John Norberie, Sir Robert Waterton, and Francis 
Coines, 3 
All theſe well furniſh'd by the Duke of Bretagne, 
With eight tall ſhips, three thouſaud men of war, 
Are making hither with all due expedience, 
And ſhortly mean to touch our northern ſhore; 
Perhaps they had ere this, but that they ſtay 
The firſt departing of the King for Ireland. 
If then we ſhall ſhake off our laviſh yoke, 
Imp out our drooping country's broken wing, 
Redeem from broking pawn the blemiſh'd crown, 
Wipe off the duſt that hides our ſceptre's gilt, 
And make high majeſty look like itſelf; 
Away with me in poſt to Ravenſpurg. 
But if you faint, as fearing to do ſo, 
Stay, and be ſecret, and myſelf will go. 
Roſs. To horſe, to horſe; urge doubts to them that fear. 
Wille. Hold out my horſe, aud I will firſt be there. 
Fog | 55 [ Exeunt. 


SCENE 
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SCENE V. The court. 
Enter uren, Buſhy, and Bagot. 


Buſhy. Madam, your Majefty is much too fad: 
You promis'd, when you parted with the King, 
To lay afide ſelf-harming heavineſs, 
And entertain a chearful diſpoſition. 
Quern. Fo pleaſe the King, I did; to pleaſe myſelf, 
cannot do it. Yet I know no caufe 
Why I ſhould welcome ſuch a gueſt as grief; 
Save bidding farewell to ſo ſweet a gueſt 
As my ſweet Richard: yet again, methinks, 
Some unborn ſorrow, ripe in Fortune's womb, 
Is coming tow'rd me; and my inward ſoul 
With ſomething trembles, yet at nothing grieves, 
More than with parting from my Lord the King. 
Buſhy. Each ſubſtance of a grief hath twenty ſhadows, 
Which ſhew like grief itſelf, but are not ſo. 
For Sorrow's eye, glaz'd with blinding tears, 
Divides one thing entire, to many objects; 
Like perſpectives, which, rightly gaz d upon, 
Shew nothing but confuſion; ey*d awry, | 
Diltinguiſh form. So your ſweet Majeſty, 
Looking awry upon your Lord's departure, 
Finds ſhapes of grief, more than himſelf, to wail; 
Which look'd on, as it is, is nought but ſhadows 
Of what it is not. Gracious Queen, then weep not 
More than your Lord's departure; more's not ſeen; 
Or if it be, *tis with falſe Sorrow's eye, X 
Which, for things true, weeps things imaginary. 
Queen. It may be ſo, but yet my inward ſoul 
Perſuades me otherwiſe : howe'er it be, 
I cannot but be ſad; fo heavy-ſad *. 
Buſhy. *Tis nothing but conceit, my gracious Lady. 
Queen, Tis nothing leſs z conceit is ſtill deriv'd 
From ſome forefather grief: mine is not ſo t; | 
C 2 SCENE 
1 ſo heavy - ſad, 
As though, on thinking, on no thought I think, 
Makes me with heavy nothing faint and ſhrink, 
Buſhy. Tis nothing, &c. : 
7 mine is not ſo; 


For nothing hath begot my ſomething grief, 


Or 


- 
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SCENE VI. Enter Green. 


Green, Heav'n ſave your Majeſty ! and well met» 
Gentlemen. 
J hope the King is not yet ſhipp'd for Ireland. 
Queen. Why hop'ſt thou ſo? 'tis better hope he is: 
For his deſigns crave haſte, his haſte good hope. 
Then wherefore doſt thou hope he is not ſhipp'd? _ 
Green. That he, our hope, might have retir'd his pow'r; 
And driven into deſpair an enemy's hope, 
Who ſtrongly hath ſet footing in this land. 
The baniſh'd Bolingbroke repeals himſelf ;. 
And with uplifted arms is ſafe arriv'd. 
At Ravenſpurg. | 
Queen. Now God in heav'n forbid! 
Green. O, Madam, tis too true; and what is worſe, 
The Lord Northumberland, his young ſon Percy, 
The Lords of Roſs, Beaumond, and Willoughby, 
With all their pow'rful friends, are fled to him. 
Buſhy. Why have you not proclaim'd Northumberland, 
And all of that revolted faction, traitors ? 
Green, We have: whereon the Earl of Worceſter 
Hath broke his ſtaff, reſign'd his ſtewardſhip ; 
And all the houſhold-ſervants fled with him 
To Bolingbroke. | 
Queen. So, Green, thou art the midwife of my woe, 
And Bolingbroke my Sorrow's diſmal heir. 
| Now hath my ſoul brought forth her prodigy, 
And I, a gaſping new-dehver'd mother, 
Have woe to woe, ſorrow to ſorrow join'd. 
Buſby. Deſpair not, Madam. | 
Queen. Who ſhall hinder me:? 
I will deſpair, and be.at enmity 
With cozening Hope: he is a flatterer, 
A paraſite, a keeper back of death; 
Who gently would diſſolve the bands of life, 
Which falſe hopes linger, in extremity. 
| SCENE. 
Or ſomething hath the nothing that I grieve; 
'Tis in — that I do peſleſs; 
But what it is, that is not yet known, what 
I capnot name, tis nameleſs woe, I wot. 
SCENE, &c, 


Sc. 7. KING RICHARD II. 


SCENE VII. Enter York. 


Green. Here comes the Duke of York. 

Qucen. With ſigns of war about his aged neck; 
Oh, full of careful bufineſs are his looks ! 
Uncle, for heav'n's ſake, comfortable words. 

York. Should I do fo, I ſhould belie my thoughts; 
Comfort's in heav'n, and we are on the earth, 
Where nothing lives but croſſes, care and grief. 
Your huſband he is gone to fave far off, 
Whilſt others come to make him loſe at home. 
Here am I left to underprop this land; 
Who weak with age, cannot ſupport myſelf. 
Now comes the ſick hour, that his ſurfeit made; 
Now ſhall he try his friends that flatter'd him. 


Enter a Servant. 


Serv. My Lord, your ſon was gone before I came. 
York. He was; why, ſo, go all which way it will! 
The Nobles they are fled, the Commons cold, 
And will I fear revolt on Hereford's fide. 
Get thee to Plaſhie, to my fiſter Glo'ſter; 
Bid her ſend preſently a thouſand pound: 
Hold, take my ring. | 
Serv. My Lord, I had forgot { 
To tell, to-day I came by, and call'd there; 
But I ſhall grieve you to report the rett. 
York. What is't? 
Serv. An hour before I came the Dutcheſs dy'd. 
York. Heav'n for lis mercy, what a tide of woes 
Come ruſhing on this woful land at once! 
I know not what te do: I would to heav'n 
(So my untruth had not provok'd him to it) 
The King had cut off my head with my brother's. 
What, are there poſts diſpatch'd for Ireland? 
How ſhall we do for money for theſe wars? 
Come, lifter , (couſin, I would ſay,) pray, pardon me. 
Go, fellow, get thee home, provide ſome carts, 
. £4503 1-5-4 [To the ſervant. 
And bring away the armour that is there. ö 
Gentlemen, — flora go and muſter mem 


If I know how to order theſe affairs, pom: 
MILE C 3 Diſorderly 
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Diſorderly thus thruſt into my hands, 
Never believe me. They are both my kinſmen; 
The one my Sovereign, whom both by my oath 
And duty bids defend; th* other again 
My kin{man is, one whom the King hath wrong'd; 
Whom conſcience and my kindred bids to right. 
Well, ſomewhat we muſt do: come, couſin, I'll 
Diſpoſe of you. Go muſter up your men, 
And meet me preſently at Berkely caſtle. 
I ſhould to Plaſhie too; 
But time will not permit. Allis uneven, 
And every thing is left at fix and ſeven. 

[ Exeunt York and Queen. 


SCENE VIII. 


Buſhy. The wind ſits fair for news to go to Ireland, 
But none returns; for us to levy power, 
Proportionable to the enemy, 

Is all impoſſible. 

Green. Beſides, our nearneſs to the King in love, 
Is near the hate of thoſe love not the King. 

Bagot. And that's the wav'ring Commons; for their 
Lies in their purſes; and who empties them, [love 
By ſo much fills their hearts with deadly hate. 

Buſby. Wherein the King ſtands generally condemn'd. 

Bagot. If judgment lie in them, then ſo do we; 
Becauſe we have been ever near the King. 

Green. Well; I'll for refuge ſtraight to Briſtol caſtle : 
The Earl of Wiltſhire is already there. 

Buſby. Thither will I with you; for little office 
The hateful Commons will perform for us; 

Except, like curs, to tear us all in pieces. 
Will you go with us? | 
| Bagot. No: I'll to Ireland to his Majeſty. 
Farewell: if heart's preſages be not vain, 
We three here part, that neꝰ er ſhall meet agam. 
* Buſby. TRE. op York thrives, to beat back Boling- 
e. 1257 

Green. Alas, poor Duke! the taſk he undertakes 

Is numb'ring ſands, and drinking oceans dry; 
Where one on his fide fights, thouſands will fly. 
Buſby. Farewell at once, for once, for all, and ever. 


Green, 


-- 
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Green, Well, we may meet again, 
Bagot. I tear me, never. [ Exeunt. 


- SCENE IX, 


Changes to a wild proſpect in Gloncpfi ire. 
Enter Bolingbroke and Northumberland, 


Boling. How far is it, my Lord, to Berkley now? 
North. IT am a ſtranger here in Glo'ſterſhire: 
Theſe high wild halls, and rough uneven ways, 
Draw out our miles, and make them wearifome : 
And yet your fair diſcourſe has been as ſugar, 
Making the hard way ſweet and delectable. 
But I bethink me what a weary way, 
From Ravenſpurg to Cotſheld, will be found 
In Roſs and Willoughby, wanting your company, 
Which, I proteſt, hath very much beguil'd 
The tediouſneſs aud proceſs of my travel; 
But theirs is ſweet'ned with the hope to have 
The preſent benefit that I poſſeſs: 
And hope to joy, is little leſs in joy 
Than hope enjoy'd. By this the weary Lords 
Shall make their way ſeem ſhort, as mine hath done, 
By fight of what I have, your noble company. 
Boling. Of much leſs value is my company, 
Than your good words. But who comes here ? 


Enter Perey. 


North. It is my ſon, young Harry Percy, 
Sent from my brother Worceſter. Whenceſoever, 
Harry, how fares your uncle? 


„Percy. I thought, my Lord, t'have leara'd his health 
North. Why, 1s he not with the Queen ? [of you. 
Percy. No, my good Lord, he hath forſook the court, 

Broken his ſtaff of office, and diſpers'd e 

The houſhold of the King. . 

North. What was his reaſon? | 

He was not fo reſolv'd when laft we ſpake together. 
Percy. Becauſe your Lordſhip was proclaimed traitor. 

But he, my Lord, is gone to Ravenſpurg, 

To offer ſervice to the Duke of Hereford; 

And ſent me o'er by Berkley, to diſcover 


Wha 
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What pow'r the Duke of Vork had levy'd there; 
Then with directions to repair to Ravenſpurg. 
North. Have you forgot the Duke of Hereford, boy? 
Percy. No, my good Lord; for that is not forgot, 
Which ne'er L did remember; to my knowledge, 
I never in my life did look on him. 
North. Then learn to know him now; this is the Duke. 
Percy. My gracious Lord, I tender you my ſervice, 
Such as it is, being tender, raw, and young, 
Which elder days ſhall ripen and confirm 
To more approved ſervice and deſert. 
Boling. 1 thank thee, gentle Percy; and be ſure, 
IT count myſelf in nothing elſe fo happy, 
As in a ſoul rememb'ring my good friends; 
And as my fortune ripens with thy love, 
It ſhall be ſtill thy true love's recompence. 
My heart this cov'nant makes, my hand thus ſeals it. 
North. How far is it to Berkley? and what ſtir 
Keeps good old York there with his men of war? 
Percy. There ſtands the caſtle by yond tuft of trees, 
Mann'd with three hundred men, as I have heard ; 
And in it are the Lords, York, Berkley, Seymour; 
None elſe of name and noble eſtimate. 


Enter Roſs and Willoughby. 


North. Here come the Lords of Roſs and Willoughby, 
Bloody with ſpurring, fiery-red with haſte. 
Boling. Welcome, my Lords; I wot, your love purſues 
A baniſh'd traitor; all my treaſury 
Is yet but unfelt thanks, which, more enrich'd, 
Shall be your love and labour's recompence. 
Roſs. Your preſence makes us rich, moſt noble Lords 
Hills. And far ſurmounts our labour to attain it. 
Baling. Evermore, thanks; (th' exchequerof the poor) 
Which, till my infant-fortune comes to years, 
Stands for my bounty. But who now comes here? 


Enter Berkley. 


"North. It is my Lord of Berkley, as J gueſs. 
Berk. My Lord of Hereford, my meſſage is to you. 
Boling. My Lord, my anſwer is to Lancaſter 

And I am come to ſeek that name in England, 


And 
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And I muſt find that title in your tongue, 

Before I make reply to aught you ſay. | 
Berk. Miſtake me not, my Lord; 'tis not my meaning 

To raze one title of your honour out. 

To you, my Lord, I come, (what Lord you will,) 

From the molt glorious of this land, 

The Duke of York, to know what pricks you on 

To take advantage of the abſent * time, 

And fright our native peace with ſclt-born arms. 


SCENE X. Enter York. 


Boing. I ſhall not need tranſport my words by you. 
Here comes his Grace in perſon. Noble uncle! 
: | | Kneels. 
York. Shew me thy humble heart, and not thy knee, 
Whoſe duty is deceivable and falſe. - 
Boling. My gracious uncle! 
York. Tut, tut? Grace me no grace, nor uncle me no 
uncle: 8 
I am no traitor's uncle; and that word Grace, 
In an ungracious mouth, 1s but profane. 
Why have thofe banifl'd and forbidden legs 
Dar'd once to touch a duſt of England's ground? 
But more than, — why, why, have they dar'd to march 
So many miles upon her peaceful boſom, 
Frighting her pale-fac'd villages with war, 
And oſtentation of diſpoſed arms? | 
Com'ſt thou becauſe th” anointed King is hence? 
Why, fooliſh boy, the King is left behind; 
And in my loyal boſom lies his power. 
Were I but now the lord of ſuch hot youth, 
As when brave Gaunt, thy father, and myſelf 
Reſcu'd the Black Prince, that young Mars of men, 
From forth the ranks of many thouſand French; 
Oh! then, how quickly ſhould this arm of mine, 
Now priſoner to the palſy, chaſtiſe thee, 
And miniſter correction to thy fault. 
Boling. My gracious uncle, let me know my fault; 
On what condition ſtands it, and wherein? | 
York. Ev'n in condition of the worſt degree, 
In groſs rebellion, and deteſted treaſon, 


Thou 


© Unprepared, 


34 KING RICHARD 11. AR 11. 


Thou art a baniſh'd man, and here art come, 
Before the expiration of thy time, 
In braving arms againf thy ſovereign. 
Boling. As I was baniſh'd, I was baniſh'd Hereford; | 
But as I come, I come for Lancaſter. 
And, noble uncle, I beſeech your Grace, 
Look on my wrongs with an indifferent eye. 
You are my father; for, methinks in you 
I ſee old Gaunt alive. O then, my father! 
Will you permit that I ſhall ſtand condemn'd 
A wand'ring vagabond; my nights and royalties 
Pluck'd from my arms perforce, and giv'n away 
To upſtart unthrifts? Wherefore was I born? 
If that my couſin King be King of England, 
It muſt be granted I am Duke of Lancaſter. 
You have a ſon, Aumerle, my noble kinſman. 
Had you firſt dy'd, and he been thus trod down, 
He ſhould have found his uncle Gaunt a father, 
To rouſe his wrongs, and chaſe them to the bay. 
I am deny'd to fue my livery here, 
And yet my letters patents give me leave. 
My father's goods are all diltrain'd.and ſold, 
And theſe, and all, are all amiſs employ'd. 
What would you have me do? Jam a ſubject, 
And challenge law; attorneys are deny'd me: 
And therefore perſonally I lay my claim 
To mine inheritance of free deſcent. 
North. The noble Duke hath been too much abus d. 
Roſs. It ſtands your Grace upon to do him right. 
Iillo. Baſe men by his endowments are made great 
York. My Lords of England, let me tell you this, 
I have had feeling of my couſin's wrongs, 
And labour'd all I could to do him right. 
But, in this kind, to come in braving arms, 
Be his own carver, and cut out his way, 
To find out right with wrongs, it may not be; 
And you that do abet him in this kind, 
Cheriſh rebellion, and are rebels all. 
North. The noble Duke hath ſworn, his coming is 
But for his own; and, for the right of that, 
We all have ſtrongly ſworn to give him aid; 
And let him neꝰer ſee joy that breaks that oath. N 
ork. 
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York. Well, well, I ſee the iſſue of theſe arms. 


I cannot mend it, I muſt needs confeſs, 
Becauſe my pow'r is weak, and all ill left. 
But if I could, by him that gave me life, 

I would attach you all, and make you ſtoop 
Unto the ſovereign mercy of the King. 
But fince I cannot, be it known to you, 

I do remain as neuter. So, farewell; 
Unleſs you pleaſe to enter 1n the caſtle, 


; And there repoſe you for this night. 


Boling. An offer, uncle, that we will accept; 
But we muft win your Grace to go with us 
To Briſtol caſtle, which, they ſay, is held 
By Buſhy, 'Bagot, and their complices 
'The caterpillars of the commonwealth, 


F Which I have ſworn to weed, and pluck away. 
TY York. It may be J will go: but yet I'll pauſe; 


For I am loath to break our country's laws: 
Nor friends, nor foes, to me welcome you are; 
Things palt redreſs are now with me palt care. 


SCENE XI. In Wat. 
Enter Sal;foury, and a Captain. 


 Excunt. 


Cap. My Lord of Saliſbury, we have ftaid ten days, 


And hardly kept our countrymen together, 
And yet we hear no tidings from the King: 
Therefore we will diſperſe ourſelves. Farewell, 


Sali. Stay yet another day, thou truſty Welchman: 


The King repoſeth all his truſt in thee. 


Cap. "Tis thought the King is dead: we will not ſtay. 


The bay-trees in our country all are wither'd, 


And meteors fright the fixed ſtars of heay'n; _ 
The pale-fac'd moon looks bloody on the earth, 
And lean-look'd prophets whiſper fearful change. 
© Rich men look ſad, and ruffians dance and leap:“ 


The one, in fear to loſe what they enjoy; 

Th' other, in hope t'enjoy by rage and war. 
Theſe ſigns forerun the death of Kings—— * 
Farewell; our countrymen are gone and fled, 


As well aſſur'd Richard. their King is dead. 


. [ Exit. 


Sal, 
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Saliſ. Ah, Richard, ah! with eyes of heavy mind, 
I fee thy glory, like a ſhooting ſtar, 
Fall to the baſe earth from the firmament : 
Thy ſun ſets weeping in the lowly weſt, 
Witneſſing ſtorms to come, woe, and unreſt : 
Thy friends are fled to wait upon thy foes, 
And croſsly to thy good all fortune goes. Ext. 


ACT III. SCENE I. 
Bolingbroke's camp at Briſtol. 


Enter Bolingbroke, York, Northumberland, Roſs, Percy, 
Willoughby, wwith Buſhy and Green priſoners. 


Bobng. Bamo forth theſe men. 
- Buſhy, and Green, I will not vex your ſouls 

(Since preſently yout ſouls muſt part your bodies) 
With too much urging your pernicious lives; 

For *twere no charity; yet to waſh your blood 
From off my hands, here, in the view of men, 

I will unfold ſome cauſes of your deaths. 

You have miſled a Prince, a royal King, 

A happy gentleman in blood and lineaments, 

By you unhappy'd, and disfigur'd clean. 

You have, in manner, with your ſinful hours 

Made a divorce betwixt his Queen and him; 
Broke the poſſeſſion of a royal bed, 

And ſtain'd the beauty of a fair Queen's cheeks 
With tears drawn from her eyes, with your foul wrongs, 
Myſelf, a prince, by fortune of my birth, 

Near to the King in blood, (and near in love, 

Till you did make him miſinterpret me,) 

Have ſtoop'd my neck under your injuries, 

And ſigh'd my Engliſh breath in foreign clouds, 
Eating the bitter bread of baniſhment 

While you have fed upon my figmories; 
Diſpark'd my parks, and fell'd my foreſt- woods; 
From mine own windows torn my houſhold coat, 
Raz'd out my impreſs; leaving me no ſign, 

Save mens” opinions, and my living blood, 


To ſhew the world I am a gentleman, 


This, 


. 


15, 
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This, and much more, much more than twice all this, 
Condemns you to the death. See them deliver'd 
T' execution, and the hand of death. 
Buſhy. More welcome is the ſtroke of death to me, 
Than Bolingbroke to England. Lords, farewell. 
Green. My comfort is, that heav'n will take our ſouls, 
And plague injuſtice with the pains of hell. 
Boling. My Lord Northumberland, ſee them diſpatch'd. 
Uncle, you ſay the N is at your houſe; 
For heav'n's ſake, fairly let her be intreated. 
Tell her, I ſend to her my kind commends; 
Take ſpecial care my greetings be deliver'd. 
York. A gentleman of mine I have diſpatch'd 
With letters of your love to her at large. 
Boling. Thanks, gentle uncle: come, my Lords, away, 
To fight with Glendower and his complices ; 
A whule to work, and, after, holiday. [Exeunt. 


SCENE II. Changes to the coaft of Wales. 


Flouriſh : Drums, and Trumpets. 


Enter King Richard, Aumerle, Biſhop of Carliſle, and 
Soldiers. 


HK. Rich. Barkloughly caſtle call you this at hand? 
Aum. Yea, my good Lord; how brooks your Grace 
After your toſſing on the breaking ſeas? the air, 


„K. Rich. Needs mult I like it well. I weep for joy 


To ſtand upon my kingdom once again. 
Dear earth, I do falute thee with my hand, 
Though rebels wound thee with their horſes? hoofs. 
As a long-parted mot her. with her child 
Plays fondly with her tears, and {miles in meeting; 
50 weeping, ſmiling, greet I thee my earth, 
And do thee favour with my royal hands. 
Feed not thy ſovereign's foe, my gentle earth, 
Nor with thy ſweets comfort his rav*nous ſenſe: 
But let thy ſpiders that ſuck up thy venom, 
And heavy-gaited toads, lie in their way 
Doing annoyance to the treacherous feet, . 
Which with uſurping ſteps do trample thee. 
Tield ſtinging nettles to mine enemies; 
And, when they from thy boſom pluck a flower, 
Vol. IV. D Guard . 
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Guard it, I pr'ythee, with a lurking adder; 


2 

Whoſe double tongue may with a mortal touch 17 
Throw death upon thy ſovereign's enemies. #7, 
Mock not my ſenſeleſs conjuration, Lords: $511 
This earth ſhall have a feeling; and theſe tones 1 ii 
Prove armed ſoldiers, ere her native Kin : 3980 
Shall faulter under foul rebellious arms. 48 
Carl. Fear not, my Lord; that pow'r that made you 4 4 
King, 1 

Hath pow'r to keep you King, in ſpight of all. i 
The means that heaven yields muſt be embrac'd, 8 


And not neglected: elſe if heaven would, 
And we would uot heav'n's offer, we refuſe 
The proffer'd means of ſuccour and redreſs. 
Aum. He means, my Lord, that we are too remiſs ; 
Whilſt Bolingbroke, through our ſecurity, 
Grows ſtrong and great, in ſubſtance and in power. 
K. Rich. Diſcomfortable couſin, know'ſt thou not, 
« That when the ſearching eye of heav'n is hid 
« Behind the globe, and lights the lower world; 
« 'T hen thieves and robbers range abroad unſeen, 
„ In murders, and in outrage bloody here? 
« But when from under this terreſtrial ball 
„He fires the proud tops of the eaſtern pines, 
« And darts his light through ev'ry guilty hole; 
« Then murders, treaſons, and deteſted fins, 
The cloak of night being pluck'd from off their back 
Stand bare and naked, trembling at themſelves.” 
So when this thief this traitor Bolingbroke, 
Who all this while hath revell'd in the night, 
Whilſt we were wand'ring with th' antipodes, 
Shall ſee us riſing in our throne, the eaſt ; 
His treaſons will fit bluſhing in his face, 
Not able to endure the ſight of day; 
But, ſelf-affrighted, tremble at his fin. 
Not all the water in the rough rude ſea 
Can waſh the balm from an anointed King; 
The breath of worldly men cannot depoſe 
The deputy elected by the Lord. 
For every man that Bolingbroke hath preſs'd, 
To lift ſharp ſteel againſt our golden-crown, 
| Heav'n for his Richard hath in heav'nly pay 
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A glorious angel; then if angels fight, 
Weak men mult fall, for heav'n ſtill guards the right. 


SCENE III. Enter Saliſbury. 


Welcome, my Lord, how far off lies your power? 
Saliſ. Nor near, nor farther off, my gracious Lord, 

Than this weak arm. Diſcomfort guides my tongue, 

And bids me {peak of nothing but deſpair. 

One day too late, I fear, my noble Lord, 

Hath clouded all thy happy days on earth. 

Oh, call back yeſterday, bid time return, 

And thou ſhalt have twelve thouſand fighting men. 

To-day, to-day, unhappy day too late 

O'erthrows thy joys, friends, fortune, and thy ſtate. 

For all the Welehmen, hearing thcu wert dead, 

Are gone to Bolingbroke, difpers'd and fled. 

Aum. Comfort, my Liege, why looks your Grace fo 
pale? | 
N. Nich. But now the blood of twenty thouſand men 

Did triumph in my face, and they are fled *. 

All ſouls that will be ſafe, fly from my fide; 

For time hath ſet a blot upon my pride. | 
Aum. Comfort, my Liege; remember who you are. 
K. Rich. I had forgot myſelf. Am I not King? 

Awake, thou coward majeſty, thou fleepeſt. 

Is not the King's name forty thouſand names? 

Arm, arm, my name; a puny ſubje& ſtrikes 

At thy great glory. Look not to the ground, 

Ye fav'rites of a King! are we not high? 

High be our thoughts. I know my uncle York 

Hath pow'r to ſerve our turn. But who comes here? 


SCENE IV. Enter Scroop. 
Scrvop. More health and happineſs betide my Liege, 
Than can my care-tun'd' tongue deliver him! 
K. Rich. Mine ear is open, and my heart prepar'd: 
The worſt is worldly loſs thou canft unfold. 
Say, is my kingdom loſt? why, *twas my care; 


D 2 And 


* And they are fled. 


And till ſo much blood thither come again, 


Have | not reaſon to look pale, and dead? — 
All ſouls, &c. | 
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Ard what loſs is it, to be rid of care? 

Striees Bolingbroke to be as great as we? 
Greater he ſhall not be; if he ſerve God, 

We'll ſerve him too, and be his fellow ſo. 
Revolt our ſubjects! that we cannot mend; 
They break their faith to God, as well as us. 
Cry, woe, deſtruction, ruin, loſs, decay; 

The worſt is death, and death will have his day. 

Scroop. Glad am I that your Highneſs is ſo arm'd 
To hear the tidings of calamity. 

Like an unſeaſonable and ſtormy day, 

Which makes the filver rivers drown their ſhores, 

As if the world were all diſſolv'd to tears; 

So high above his limits ſwells the rage 

Of Bolingbroke, cov'ring your fearful land 

With hard bright ſteel, and hearts more hard than ſteel. 
White beards have arm'd their thin and hairleſs. ſcalps 
Againſt thy Majeſty ; boys with womens? voices 
Strive to ſpeak big, and claſp their female joints 

In {tiff unwieldy arms, againſt thy crown. 

Thy very herdſmen learn to bend their bows 

Of double: fatal yew “, againſt thy ſtate: 

Yea, diſtaff women manage ruſty bills. 

Againſt thy ſeat both young and old rebel, 

And all gocs worſe than I have pow'r to tell. 

K. Rich. Too well, too well thou tell'ſt a tale fo ill. 
Where is the Earl of Wiltſhire? where is he got? 
What is become of Buſhy? where 1s Green ? 

That they have let the dang*rous enemy 
Meaſure our confines with ſuch peaceful ſteps? 

If we prevail, their heads ſhall pay for it. 

I warrant they've made peace with Bolingbroke. 

Scroop. Peace they have made with him, indeed, my 


Lord. | 
K. Rich. O villains, vipers, damn'd withont redemp- 
Dogs, eaſily won to fawn on any man! [tion ! 


Snakes in my heart-blood warm'd, that ſting my heart! 
Three Judaſſes, each one thrice worſe than Judas! 
Would they make peace? terrible hell make war 


Upon their ſpotted ſouls for this offence! 
Scroop. 


* Called ſo, becauſe the leaves of the yew are poiſon, and the 
wood is employed for inſtruments of death, | 
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Scroop. Sweet love, I ſee, changing his property, 


Turns to the ſoureſt and moſt deadly hate. 


Again uncurſe their fouls; their peace is made 
With heads, and not with hands: thoſe whom you curſe, 


Have felt the worſt of death's deſtroying hand, 


And lie full low, grav'd in the hallow'd ground. 
Aum. Is Buſhy, Green, and th' Earl of Wiltſhire dead? 
Scroop. Vea, all of them at Briſtol loſt their heads. 
Aum. Where is the Duke my father, with his power? 
K. Rich. No matter where; of comfort no wan fpeak. 

Let's talk of graves, of worms, and epitaphs, 

Make duft our paper, and with rainy eyes 

« Write ſorrow on the boſom of the earth! 

© Let's chuſe executors, and talk of wills; 

* And yet not ſo—for what ean we bequeath, 

* Save our depoſed bodies to the ground? 

Our lands, our lives, and all, are Bolingbroke's, 

* And nothing can we call our own, but death; 

And that ſmall model * of the barren earth, 

Which ſerves as paſte and cover to our bones. 

© For heav'ns ſake, let us fit upon the ground, 

And tell ſad ſtories of the death of Kings; 

How ſome have been depos'd, ſome ſlam in war; 

Some haunted by the Ghoſts they difpoſſeſs'd ; 

Some poiſon'd by their wives, ſome ſleeping kill'd; 

All murther'd. For within the hollow crown, 

That rounds the mortal temples of a king, 

© Keeps Death his court; and there the antic ſits, 

* dcoffing his ſtate, and grinning at his pomp; 

© Allowing him a breath, a little ſcene 

To monarchize, be fear'd, and kill with looks; 

« Infifing him with ſelf and vain conceit, 

* As if this fleſh which walls about our life, 

Were braſs impregnable ; and, hamour'd thus, 

Comes at the laſt, and with a little pin | 

* Bores through his caſtle- walls, and farewell King! 

* Cover your heads, and mock not fleſh and blood 

With ſolemn rev'rence: throw away reſpect, 

* Tradition, form, and ceremonious duty, 

6 For you have but miſtook me all this while. 

I hve on bread like you, feel want like you ; | 

%+ 9 Taſte, 


Model, for part, portion, 
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© Taſte grief, need friends, like you: ſubjected thus, 


How can you ſay to me I am a King?” 


Carl. My Lord, wiſe men ne'er wail their preſent woes, 


But preſently prevent the ways to wail. 
To fear the foe, ſince fear oppreſſeth ſtrength, 
Gives, in your weakneſs, {trength unto your foe; 


And ſo your follies fight againſt yourſelf “. 


K. Rich. Thou chid'it me well: proud Bolingbroke, 


I come 


Say, Scroop, where lies your uncle with his power 1 


Scroop. I play the torturer, by ſmall and ſmall 
To lengthen out the worſt, that muſt be ſpoken. 
Your uncle York 1s join'd with Bolingbroke, 
And all your northern caſtles yielded up, 
And all your ſouthern gentlemen in arms 
Upon this faction. 

K. Rich. Thou haſt ſaid enough. 

Beſhrew thee, couſin, which didſt lead me forth 


e 


[To Aumerle. 


Of that ſweet way I was into deſpair! 

What ſay you now? what comfort have we now? 
By heav'n I'll hate him everlaſtingly, 

That bids me be of comfort any more. 

Go to Flint-caftle, there I'll pine away; 

A King, woe's {lave, ſhall kingly woe obey : 


againſt yourſelf. | 
Fear, and be ſlain; no worſe can come from fight; 
And fight and die, is death deſtroying death : 
Where fearing dying, pays death's ſervile breath. 
Aum. My father hath a power, inquire of him, 
And learn to make a body of a limb. 
X. Rich. Thou chid'ſt me, &c. 


I come, 

To change blows with thee, for our day of doom ; 
This ague-fit of fear is overblown ; 

An eaſy taſk it is to win our own. . 

Say, Scroop, &c, | 


With his power? 

Speak ſweetly, man, although thy looks be ſour. 
Scroop. Men judge by the complexion of the ſky 
The ſtate and inclination of the day; 

So may you, by my dull and heavy eye, 

My tongue hath but a heavier tale to ſay. 

I play the torturer, &c. 


That 
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That pow'r I have, diſcharge; and let 'em go 
To ear * the land, that hath ſome hope to grow ; 
For I have none. Let no man ſpeak again 
To alter this, for counſel is but vain. 

Aum. My Liege, one word. 

K. Rich. He does me double wrong, 
That wounds me with the flatt*ries of his tongue. 
Diſcharge my followers : let them hence, away, 
From Richard's night to Bolingbroke's fair day. 

| [ Exeunt, 


SCENE V. Bolingbrokes camp near Flint. 


Enter with drum and colours, Bolingbrole, York, Northum- 
berland, and Attendants. 


Boling. So that by this intelligence we learn 
The Welchmen are diſpers'd; and Saliſbury 
Is gone to mect the King, who lately landed 
With ſome few private friends upon this coaſt, 

North. The news is very fair and good, my Lord; 
Richard, not far from hence, hath hid his head. 

York, It would befeem the Lord Northumberland, 
To ſay King Richard. Ah, the heavy day, | 
When ſuch a ſacred King ſhould hide his head! 7 

North. Your Grace miſtakes me; only to be bfief, 
Left I his title out. . 

Torf. The time hath been, 

Would you have been ſo brief with him, he would 

Have been ſo brief with you, to ſhorten you, 

For taking ſo the head, the whole head's length. 
Boling. Miſtake not, uncle, farther than you ſhould. 
York. Take not, good couſin, farther than you ſhould, 

Leſt you miſtake; the heav'ns are o'er your head, 
Boling. J know it, uncle, nor oppoſe myſelf 

Againſt their will. But who comes here? 


Enter Percy. 


Welcome, Harry ; what, will not this caſtle yield? 
Percy. The caſtle royally is mann'd, my Lord, 
Againſt your entrance. 
Boling. Royally? why, it contains no King? 
i Per CY« 


Far or are, from aro, to plow, 
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Percy. Yes, my good Lord, 
It doth contain a King: King Richard lies 
Within the limits of yond lime and ftone; 
And with him Lord Aumerle, Lord Saliſbury, 
Sir Stephen Scroop, beſides a clergyman 
Of holy reverence; who, | cannot learn. 

North, Belike it is the Biſhop of Carliſle, 

Boling. Noble Lord, [Te North. 
Go to the rude ribs of that ancient caſtle, 
Through brazen trumpet ſend the breath of parle 
Into his ruin'd ears, and thus deliver: 
Henry of Bolingbroke upon his knees 
Doth kiſs King Richard's hand, and ſends allegiance 
And faith of heart unto his royal perſon: 
Ev'n at his feet I lay my arms and pow'r, 
Provided that my baniſhment repeal'd, 
And lands reſtor'd again, be freely granted. 
If not, I'll uſe th' advantage of my pow'r, 
And lay the ſummer's duſt with ſhow'rs of blood, 
Rain'd from the wounds of flaughter'd Engliſhmen. 
The which, how far off from the mind of Bolingbroke 
It is, ſuch crimſon tempeſt ſhould bedrench 
The freſh green lap of fair King Richard's land, 
My ſtooping duty tenderly ſhall ſhew. 
Go ſignify as much, while here we march 
Upon the graſſy carpet of this plain; 
Let's march without the noiſe of threat*ning drum, 
That from this caſtle's tatter'd battlements 
Our fair appointments may be well perus'd. 
Methinks King Richard and myſelf ſhould meet 
With no leſs terror than the elements 
Of fire and water, when their thund'ring ſhock, 
At meeting, tears the cloudy cheeks of heav'n. + 
March on, and mark King Richard how he looks. 


. SCENE 


cheeks of heav'n. 

Be he the fire, I'll be the yielding water; 
Thy rage be hie, while on the earth I rain 
My waters; on the earth, and not on him. 
March on, &c. | 
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SCENE VI. 


Parle auilhout, and anſauer within; then a flouriſh. Enter, 
en the walls, King Richard, the Biſhop of Carliſle, Aus» 
merle, Scroop, and Saliſbury. , 

York. See! ſee! King Richard doth himſcif appear, 
«& As doth the bluſhing diſcontented fun, 

« From out the fiery portal of the eaſt, 

« When he perceives the envious clouds are bent 

« To dim his glory; and to ſtain the tract 

« Of his bright paſſage to the occident,” 

Yet looks he like a King: bchold his eye, 

As bright as is the eagle's, lightens forth 

Controlling majeſty! alack, for woe, 

That any harm ſhould itain ſo fair aſhow ! 

R. Rich. We are amaz'd, and thus long have we ſtood 
To watch the fearful bending of thy knee, [To North. 
Becauſe we thought ourſelf thy lawful King; 

And if we be, how dare thy joints forget 

To pay their awful duty to our preſence ? 

If we be not, ſhew us the hand of God, 

That hath diſmiſs'd us from our ſtewardſhip. 

For well we know, no hand of blood and bone 

Can gripe the ſacred handle of our ſceptre, 

Unleſs he do profane, ſteel, or uſurp. 

And though you think, that all, as you have done, 

Have torn their ſouls, by turning them from us, 

And we are barren, and bereft. of friends; 

Yet know, My maſter, God ommpotent, 

Is muſt'ring in his clouds on our behalf 

Armies of peſtilence; and they ſhall ſtrike 

Your cluldren yet unborn, and unbegot, 

That lift your vaſſal-hands againſt my head, 

And threat the glory of my precious crown. 

Tell Zolingbroke, (for yond, methinks, he is, ) 

That every ſtride he makes upon my land 

Is dangerous treaſon. He is come to ope 

The purple teſtament of bleeding war; 

But ere the crown he looks for, light in peace, 

Ten thouſand bloody crowns of mothers? ſons 


Shall ill become the flow'r of England's face; 


Change 
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Change the complexion of her maid-pale peace 1 
To ſcarlet indignation; and bedew 


Her paſture's graſs with faithful Engliſh blood. 


North. The King of heav'n forbid our Lord the King 
Should ſo with civil and uncivil arms 
Be ruſh'd upon! No; thy thrice-noble couſin, 
Harry of Bolingbroke, doth kiſs thy hand, 
And by the honourable tomb he ſwears, 
That ſtands upon your royal grandſire's bones, b 
And by the royalties of both your bloods, * 
(Currents that ſpring from one moſt gracious head,) 
And by the warlike hand of bury'd Gaunt, 
And by the worth and honour of himſelf, 
Compriting all that may be ſworn or ſaid, 
His coming hither hath no farther ſcope, 
Than for his lineal royalties, and to beg 
Infranchiſement immediate on his knees: 
Which on thy royal party granted once, 
His glitt'ring arms he will commend to ruſt; 
His barbed ſteeds to ſtables; and his heart 
To faithful ſervice of your Majeſty. 
This ſwears he, as he is a prince, is juſt 
And as I am a gentleman, I credit him. 
K. Rich. Northumberland, ſay, thus the King returns: 
Hie noble couſin is right welcome hither, 
And all the number of his fair demands 
Shall be accompliſh'd without contradiction. 
With all the gracious utterance thou haſt, 
Speak to his gentle hearing kind comments. 
We do debaſe ourſelf, couſin, do we not, [To Aum. 
To look ſo poorly, and to ſpeak ſo fair? 
Shall we call back Northumberland, and ſend 
Defiance to the traitor, and ſo die? 
Aum. No, good my Lord, let's fight with gon words, 
Till time lend friends, and friends their helpful ſwords. +» 
K. Rich. Oh God, oh God! that &'er this tongue of 
That laid the ſentence of dread baniſhment [mine, 
On yond proud man, ſhould take it off again 
With words of ſooth; oh that I were as great 
As is my grief, or leſſer than my name! 
Or that I could forget what I have been, 
Or not remember what I muſt be now ! 


SwelPit 
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Swell thou, proud heart? I'll give thee ſcope to beat. 
Since foes have ſcope to beat both thee and me. 
Aum. Northumberland comes back from Bolingbroke. 
K. Rich. What muſt the King do now? muſt heſubmit ? 
The King ſhall do it: mult he be depos'd? 
The King ſhall be contented : mult he loſe 
The name of King? o' God's name let it go. 
ll give my jewels for a ſet of heads; 
My gorgeous palace for a hermitage; 
My gay apparel for an alms-man's gown ; 
My figur'd goblets for a diſh of wood; 
My ſceptre for a palmer' s walking- -itaff; 
My ſubjects for a pair of carved ſaints; 
And my large kingdom for a little grave; 
A little, little grave; an obſcure grave. 
Or I'll be buried in the King's highway; 
Some way of common tread, where ſubjects? feet 
May hourly trample on their Sovercign's head “. 
Aumerle, thou weep'ſt, (my tender hearted couſin 1) 
We'll make foul weather with deſpiſed tears; 
Our ſighs, and they, ſhall lodge the ſummer-corn, 
And make a dearth in this revolting land. 
Or ſhall we play the wantons with our woes, 
And make ſome pretty match with ſhedding tears! 
As thus, to drop them {till upon one place, 
Till they have fretted us a pair of graves +? 
Moſt mighty Prince, my Lord Northumberland, 
What ſays King Bolingbroke? will his Majeſty 
Give Richard leave to live till Richard dic? 
You make a leg, and Bolingbroke ſays, Ay. 
North. My Lord, in the baſe court he "doth attend 
To ſpeak with you, may't pleaſe you to come down. 


K. Rich. 


Sovereign's head: | 
For on my heart they tread now, whillt 1 live; 
And, bury'd once, w hy not upon my bead — 
Aumerle, thou weep 't, &c. 

+ = — a pair of graves 5 
Within the earth; and therein laid, there lies 
Two kinſmen, digg J their graves with weeping eyes? 
Would not this ill do well? Well, well, 1 ſee 
I talk but idly, and you mock at me. 
Moſt mighty Prince. &c. 
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K. Rich. Down, down I come; like gliſt'ring Phæton, 
Wanting the manage of unruly x gas 
Boling. What ſays his Majeſty ? 
North. Sorrow and grief of heart 
Makes him ſpeak fondly, like a frantic man 
Yet 1s he come. 
Boling. Stand all apart, 
And ſhew fair duty to his Majeſty. 
My gracious Lord [ Kneels, 
K. Rich. Fair couſin, you debaſe your princely knee, 
To make the baſe earth proud with kiſſing it. 
Me rather had my heart might feel your love, 
Than my unpleas'd eye ſ{ce your courteſyÞ+. 
Loling. My gracious Lord, I come but for mine own. 
K. Rich. Your own is yours, and I am yours, and all. 
Boling. So far be mine, my moſt redoubted Lord, 
As my true ſervice ſhall deſerve your love. 
K. Rich. Well you deſerve: they well deferve to have, 
That know the ſtrong'ſt and ſureſt way to get. 
Uncle, give me your hand; nay, dry your eyes; [To York. 
Tears thow their love, but want their remedies. 
Couſin, I am too young to be your father, [To Boling. 
Though you are old enough to be my heir. 
What you will have I'II give, and willing too 
For do we muſt what force will have us do. 
Set on towards London. Couſin, is it ſo? 
Boling. Yea, my good Lord. 
K. Rich. Then I muſt not fay, No. [ Flouriſh. Exeunt. 
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SCENE VII. A garden in the Queen's court. 


Enter Queen and two Ladies. 
Queen. What ſport ſhall we deviſe here in this garden, 


To 


— —— of unruly jades. 
In the baſe court? baſe court, where kings grow baſe 
To come at traitors' calls, and do them grace. 
In the baſe court come down? down, court; down, King; 
For night-owls ſhrick where mounting larks ſhould ſing. 
Holing. What, &c. 
t your courteſy. 
Up, couſin, up; your heart is up, I know, 
Thus high at leaſt, although your knee be low. 
Beolirg. My gracious Lord, &c, 
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To drive away the heavy thought of care? 

Lady. Madam, we'll play at bowls. e 

Queen. Twill make me think, the world is full of rubs, 
And that my fortune runs againſt the bias. 

Lady. Madam, we'll dance. 

Qucen. My legs can keep no meaſure in delight, 
When my poor heart no meaſure keeps in grief, 
Therefore no dancing, girl; ſome other ſport. 

Lady. Madam, we'll tell tales. 

Deen. Of ſorrow, or of joy? 

Lady. Of either, Madam. 

Quien. Of neither, girl. 

For if of joy, being altogether wanting, 

It doth remember me the more of ſorrow : 

Or if of grief, being altogether had, 

It adds more ſorrow to my want of joy. 

For what I have, I need not to repeat; 

And what I want, it boots not to complain. 

Lady. Madam, VII ſing. | 

Queen. Tis well that thou haſt cauſe: 

But thou ſhould'ſt pleaſe me better would'ſt thou weep. 
Lady. J could weep, Madam, would it do you good. 
Qucen. And I could weep, would weeping do me good, 

And never borrow any tear of thee. 

But ſtay, here come the gardeners. 

Let's ſtep into the ſhadow of theſe trees 

My wretchedneſs unto a row of pines, | 


Enter a Gardener, and two Servants. 


They'll talk of ſtate; for every one doth ſo, 
Agaiuſt a chauge ; woe is fore-run with mocks. | 

| 3 Queen and Ladies retire, 

Gard. Go, bind thou up yond dangling apricocks, 

Which, like unruly children, make their ſire | 
Stoop with oppreſſion of their prodigal weight: 
Give ſome ſupportance to the bending twigs, 
Go thou, and, like an executioner, 
Cut off the heads of too-faſt-growing ſprays, 
'Fhat look too lofty in our commonwealth : 
All mult be even iu gur government. 
You thus employ'd, I ol ge root away 
The noiſome weeds, that 0 profit 
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The ſoil's fertility from wholeſome flowers. 

Serv. Why ſhould we, in the compaſs of a pale, 
Keep law, and form, and due proportion, 
Shewing, as in a model, a firm ſtate; 

When our ſea-walled garden (the whole land) 

Is full of weeds, her faireſt flowers choak'd up, 
Her fruit-trees all unprun'd, her hedges ruin'd, 
Her knots diſorder'd, and her wholeſome herbs 
Swarming with caterpillars? 

Gard. Hold thy peace. 

He that hath ſuffer'd this diſorder'd ſpring, 
Hath now himſelf met with the fall of leaf: 
The weeds that his broad-ſpreading leaves did ſhelter, 
(That ſeem'd, in eating him, to hold him up,) 

Are pull'd up, root and all, by Bolingbroke; 

I mean, the Earl of Wiltflire, Buſhy, Green, 

Serv. What, are they dead? 

Gard. They are, 

And Bolingbroke hath ſeiz'd the waſteful King. 

What pity is't, that he had not ſo trimm'd | 

And dreſs'd his land, as we this garden dreſs, 

And wound the bark, the ſkin, of our fruit-trees, 

Left, being over proud with ſap and blood, 

With too much riches it confound itſelf? 

Had he done fo to great and growing men, 

They might have liv'd to bear, and he to tafte _ 

Their fruits of duty. All ſuperfluous branches 

We lop away, that bearing boughs may live: 

Had he done ſo, himſelf had borne the crown, 

Which waſte and idle hours have quite thrown down. 

Serv. What, think you then the King ſhall be depos'd? 
Gard. Depreſs'd he is already; and depos'd, 

"Tis doubted, he will be. Letters laſt night 

Came to a dear friend of the Duke of York, | 

That tell black tidings. _ 2 ſpeaking : 

Queen. Oh, 1 am preſs'd to death, through want of 
Thou Adam's likeneſs, ſet to dreſs this garden, 

How dares thy tongue ſound this unpleafing news? 
What Eve, what ſerpent hath ſuggeſted thee, | 

To make a ſecond fall of curſed man? 

Why doſt thou ſay, King Richard is depos'd? 
Dar'ſt thou (thou little better thing than earth) 
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Divine his downfal? Say, where, when, and how 

Cam'ſt thou by theſe ill tidings ? ſpeak, thou wretch. 
Gard. Pardon me, Madam. Little joy have I 

To breathe theſe news; yet what I ſay is true. 

King Richard, he 1s in the mighty hold 

Of Bolingbroke; their fortunes both are werglyd ; 

In your Lord's ſcale is nothing but himſelf, 

And ſome few vanities that make him hght : 

But in the balance of great Bolingbroke, 

Beſides himfelf, are all the Engliſh Peers, 

And with that odds he weighs King Richard down. 

Poſt you to London, and you'll find it ſo; 

I ſpeak no more than every one doth know. 
Queen, Nimble Miſchance, that art fo light of foot, 

Doth not thy embaſſage belong to me? 

And am I laſt that know it? Oh, thou think'ſt 

To ſerve me laſt, that I may longeſt keep 

Thy ſorrow in my breaſt. Come, Ladies, go; 

To meet at London, London's King in woe. 

What was 1 born to this! that my fad look | 

Should grace the triumph of great Bolingbroke ! 

Gard*ner, for telling me theſe news of woe, 

I would the plants thou graft'ft may never grow. 

[Exeunt Queen and Lacher. 

Gard. Poor Queen, ſo that thy ſtate might be no worſe, 

I would my ſkill were ſubject to thy curſe. 

Here did the droop a tear; here, in this place, 

Ill fet a bank of rue, ſour herb of grace; 

Rue, ev'n for ruth, here ſhortly ſhall be ſeen, 


In the remembrance of a weeping Queen. 


Ex. Gar d. and Serv. 
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ACT IV. SCENE I. 
In London. 


Enter, as to the parliament, Bolingbroke, Aumerle, Northum- 
berland, Percy, Fitz vater, Surrey, Biſhop of Carliſle, 
Abbot of Weſtminſter, Herald, Officers and Bagot. 


Boling. Gan Bagot forth. Now freely ſpeak thy 
| mind, 
What thou doſt know of Noble Glo'ſter's death; 
Who wrought it with the King, and who perform'd 
The bloody office of his timeleſs * end. 
ZBagot. Then ſet before my face the Lord Aumerle, 
Boling. Couſin, ſtand forth, and look upon that man. 
Bagot. My Lord Aumerle, I know your daring tongue 
Scorns to unſay what it hath once dehver'd, 
In that dead time when Glo'fler's death was plotted, 
I heard you ſay, is not my arm of length, 
That reacheth from the reſtful Engliſh court 
As far as Calais to my uncle's head? 
Amongſt much other talk, that every time, 
I heard you ſay, You rather had refuſe 
The offer of an hundred thouſand crowns, 
Than Bolingbroke return to England; adding, 
How bleſs'd this land would be in this your couſin's death. 
Aum. Princes, and Noble Lords, 
What anſwer ſhall I make to this baſe man? 
Shall I ſo much diſhonour my fair ſtem, 
On equal terms to give him chaſtifement ? 
Either I muſt, or have mine honour ſoil'd 
With the attainder of his fland*rous lips. 
1 There is my gage, the manual ſeal of death, 
« That marks thee out for hell. Thou lyeſt; 
| And I'll maintain what thou haſt ſaid is falſe, 
1 In thy heart-blood, though being all too baſe 
To ſtain the temper of my knightly ſword. 
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| Boling. Bagot, forbear: thou ſhalt not take it up. 
| Aum. Excepting one, I-would he were the belt 
18 In all this preſence that hath mov'd me ſo. 


Fit . 
* Timeleſs, for untimely. 
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Fitzw. If that thy valour ſtand on ſympathies, 

There is my gage, Aumerle, in gage to thine. 
that fair ſun, that ſhews me where thou ſtand'ſt, 

I heard thee ſay, and vauntingly thou ſpak'ſt it, 
That thou wert cauſe of Noble Glo'ſter's death. 
If thou deny'ſt it, twenty times thou leſt; 
And I will turn thy falſehood to thy heart, 
Where it was forged, with thy rapier's point. 

Aum. Thou dar'ſt not, coward, hve to fee the day. 
Fitz. Now, by my ſoul, I would it were this hour. 
Aum. Vitzwater, thou art damn'd to hell for this. 
Percy. Aumerle, thou lieſt; his honour is as true, 

In this appeal, as thou art all unjuſt; 
And that thou art fo, there I throw my gage 
To prove it on thee, to th” extremeſt point 
Of mortal breathing. Seize it, if thou dar'ſt. 
Aum. And if I do not, may my hands rot off, 
And never brandiſh more revengeful ſteel 
Over the glittering helmet of my foe! 
Who ſets me elſe? by Heav'n, I'II throw at all. 
I have a thouſand ſpirits in my breaſt, 
To anſwer twenty thouſand ſuch as you. 
Surrey. My Lord Fitzwater, 1 remember well 
The very time Aumerle and you did talk. 
__ fFilzw., My Lord, 'tis true: you were in preſence then; 
And you can witneſs with me this 1s true. 
Surrey. As falſe, by heav'n, as heav'n itſelf is true. 
Fita u. Surrey, thou lieſt. | 
Surrey. Diſhonourable boy, 
That lie ſhall lie ſo heavy on my ſword, 
That it ſhall render vengeance and revenge, 
Till thou the lie-giver, and that lie, reſt 
In earth as quiet as thy father's ſcull. 
In proof whereof, there is mine honour's' pawn : 
Engage it to the trial, if thou dart. | 
— #itzww. How fondly doſt thou ſpur a forward horſc? 
If I dare eat, or drink, or breathe, or live, g 


Il dare meet Surrey in a wilderneſs, 


And ſpit upon him, whilſt I ſay he lies, 

And lies, and lies: there is my bond of faith, 

To tie thee to my ſtrong correction. Kail 

As I intend to chriye in this new world.. mh 
| | E 3 Aumetle 
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Aumerle 1s guilty of my truc appeal. 
Beſides, I heard the baniſh'd Norfolk ſay, 
"That thou, Aumerle, didit fend two of thy men 
To execute the Noble Duke at Calas. 
Aum. Some honeſt Chriſtian truſt me with a gage, 
That Norfolk lies: here do l throw down this, 
If he may be repeal'd, to try his honour. 
Boling. Theſe diff rencts ſhall all reſt under gage, 
Till Norfolk be repeal'd: repcal'd he ſhall be; 
And, though mine enemy, reſtor'd again 


Joo all his ſigniories; when he's return'd, 


Agaiaſt Aumerle we will enforce his trial. 
Carl. That honourable day ſhall ne'er be ſeem. 
Many a time hath baniſh'd Norfolk fought 
For Jeſu Chriſt, in glorious Chriſtian field 
Streaming the enſign of the Chriſtian croſs, 
Againſt black Pagans, Turks, and Saracens : 
Then, toiPd with works of war, retir'd hunfelf 
To Italy, and there at Venice gave 
His body to that pleaſant country's earth, 
And his pure ſoul unto his captain Chrift, 
Under whoſe colours he had fought ſo long. 
Boling. Why, Biſhop, is Norfolk dead? 
Carl. Sure as I live, my Lord. 
Baling. Sweet peace conduct his foul 
To th' boſom of good Abraham — Lords appellants, 
Your diff*rences hall all reſt under gage, 
Till we aſſign you to your days of trial. 


SCENE II. Enter York. 
York. Great Duke of Lancaſter, I come to thee 


From plume-pluck'd Richard, who with willing ſoul. 


Adopts thee heir, and his high ſceptre yields 

To the poſſeſſion of thy Royal hand. | 
Aſcend 5 throne, deſcendiug now from him, 
And long hve Henry, of that name the Fourth! 


Baling. In God's name, I'll aſcend the _ throne. | 


Carl. Marry, Heav'n forbid! | 
'Worlt in this Royal preſence! may 1 ſpeak, 
Yet beft beſeeming me to ſpeak the truth. 
Would God, that any in this Noble eee 
Were enough noble to be upright judge | 
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Of Noble Richard; then true nobleneſs would 


Learn him forbearance from fo foul a w n 

What ſubject can give ſentence on his Ring-: 

Ard who fits here that is not Richard's fu ject ? 

Thieves are not jullg*d, but they are by to hear, 

Although apparent guilt be ſcen in them. 

And hall the 6gure of God's Majeſty, 

His Captain, Steward, Deputy elect, 

Anointed, crawn'd, and planted many years, 

Be judg'd by ſubject and inferior breath, 

And he himſelf not preſent! Oh, forbid it! 

That, in a Chriſtian climate, ſouls reſin'd 

Should ſhew ſo heinous, black, obfcene a deed. 

I ſpeak to ſubjects, and a ſubject ſpeaks, 

Stirr'd up by Heav'n, thus boldly for his King. 

My Lord of Hereford here, whom yan call king, 

Is a foul traitor to proud Hereford's King. 

And if you crown him let me propheſy, 

The blood of Engliſh ſhall manure the ground, 

And future ages groan for this foul act. 

Peace ſhall go ſleep with Purks and Infidels, 

And in this ſeat of peace, tumultuous wars 

Shall Kin with kin, and kind with kind, confound. 

Diſorder, horror, fear and mutiny : 

Shall here inhabit, aud this land be call'd 

The field of Golgotha, and dead mens* ſculls., 

Oh, if you rear this houſe againſt this houſe, 

It will the wofulleſt diviſion prove, 

That ever fell upon this curſed earth. 

Prevent, refiſt it, let it not be fo, 

Leit childrens children cry againſt you, Woe. 
North. Well have you argu'd, Sir; and for your pains, 

Of capital treaſon we arreſt you here. 

My Lord of Weſtminſter; be it your charge, 

To keep bim ſafely till his day of trial. | 

Max't pleaſe you, Lords, to grant the Commang' ſuit? - 

Boling. Fetch hither Richard, that in cammos view 

He may ſurrender: ſo we thall . | 

Without ſuſpicion. j/ a 
York. J will be his condi ee | | "FE, 
Bolirg. Lords, you that EY are under our arreſt, 


Ne your ſureties for your days of anſwer: «17 
Little 
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Lattle are we beholden to your love, 


And little look'd for at your helping hands. 


SCENE III. Enter King Richard and York. 


K. Rich. Alack why am | ſent for to a King, 
Before I have ſhook off the regal thoughts 
Wherewith I reign'd? J hardly yet have learn'd 
T” inſinuate, flatter, bow, and bend my knee. 
Give ſorrow leave a while to tutor me 
To this ſubmiſſion. Yet I well remember 
The favours of theſe men: were they not mine? 
Did they not ſometime cry, All hail! to me? 
So Judas did to Chriſt: but he, in twelve, 
Found truth in all, but one; l, in twelve thouſand, none *. 
To do what ſervice, am I ſent for hither ? | 
York. To do that office of thine own good will, 
Which tired Majeſty did make thee offer; 
| The reſignation of thy ſtate and crown. 
4 K. Rich. Give me the crown. Here, couſin, ſeize 
4 the crown, 


Here, on this fide, wy hand; on thi age; thine +. 


Now 


— twelve 4 none. 
a God ſave the King! will no man fay, Amen ? 
| | Am | both prieft * clerk? well then, Amen. 


God ſave the King: altbough | be not be: 

And yet. Amen, if hcav'n do think him me. 
To do what ſervice, &c. I. 
1 sn that ſide, thine. 

Now is this golden crown like a deep well, 

That owes two buckets, filling one another; 

The emptier ever dancing in the air, 

The other down, unſeen and full of water; 

That bucket down: and. full of tears, am l; 

Drinking my grieſs whilſt you mount up on high. 

Boling I thought you had been willing co reſigo. 
K. Aich. My crown, 1 am; but ſtill my griefs are mine: 

You may my glories, and my fare depoſe, 

But not my griefs? ſtill am of King of thoſe: 
Boling. Part of your cares you give me with your crown. 
KX. Rich. Your cares ſet up. do not pluck my cares down. 

My care, is loſs of care, by old care done; 

Your care, is gain of care, by new care won, 

The cares | give, I have, though given away; 

They tend the crown, yet ſtill with me they ſtzy. 

944 ; Polirg. 
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Now mark me how I will undo myſelf: 
I give this heavy weight from off my head, 
And this unwieldy ſceptre from off my hand, 
The pride of kingly ſway from out my heart; 
With mine own tears I wath away my balm; 
With mine own hands | give away my crown; 
With mine own tongue deny my ſacred ſtate; 
With mine own breath releaſe all duteous oat!)3. 
All pomp and majeſty 1 do forfwear: 
My manors, rents, revenues, I forego ; 
My acts, decrees, and ftatutes I deny. 
God pardon all oaths that are broke to me! 
(rod keep all vows unbroke are made to thee! 
Make me, that nothing have, with nothing priev'd, 
And thou with all pleas'd, that haſt all atchuev'd* ! 
What more remains? 

North. No more; but that you read 
Theſe accuſations, and theſe grievous crimes 
Cornutted by your perſon, and your followers, 
Againſt the ſtate and profit of this land; 
That, by confeſſing them, the ſouls of men 
May deem that you are worthily depos'd, 

K. Rich. Muſt I do ſo? and muſt | ravel out 
My weav'd-up follies? Gentle Northumberland, 
If thy offences were upon record, 
Would it not ſhame thee, in ſo fair a troop, 
To read a lecture of them? if thou would'ſt, 
There ſhould'ſt thou find one heinous article, 
Containing the depoſing of a King; 
And cracking the ſtrong warrant of an oath, 
Mark'd with a blot, damn'd in the book of heav*n. 
Nay, all of you that ſtand and look upon me, 

Whil!t 


Bling. Are you contented to reſign the crown? 
X. Kich. Ay, no;—no, ay;—for | mult nothing be: 
Therefore no no; for | reſign to thee. 
Now, mark me, &c. © + 85 
" — — that haſt all atchiev'd! 
Long may'ſt thou live in Richard's ſeat to ſit, 
And ſoon lie Richard in an earthly pit! 
God fave King Henry, unking'd Richard ſays, 
And ſend him many years of ſun- Hint days! 
What mare, &c. 


| 
' 
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Whilſt that my wretchedneſs doth bait myſelf, 
Though ſome of you with Pilate waſh your hands, 
| Shewing an outward pity; yet. you Pilates 
| Have here deliver'd me to my four croſs, 
[ And water cannot wath away your lin, 
North. My Lord, diſpatch; read o'er theſc articles. 

K. Rich. Mine eyes are full of tears: I cannot ſee: 
| And yet ſilt-water blinds them not ſo much, 
| But they can ſce a ſort “ of traitors here. 

1 Nay, if I turn mine eyes upon myſelf, 

I find myſelf a traitor with the reſt: 
iy For I have given here my ſoul's conſent, 

| T' undeck the pompous body of a Kiag, 
Made glory baſe, a ſovereign a ſlave, 
Proud majeſty a ſubject, ſtate a peaſant. 

North. My Lord 
| K Rich. No lord of thine, thou hauglit- inſulting man; 
1 Nor no man's lord: I have no name, no title? | 
1 No, not that name was given me at the font, 

| But *tis uſurp'd. Alack, the heavy day, 

That I have worn fo many winters out, 

And know not now what name to call myſelf! ' 

Oh, that 1 were a mockery king of ſnow, 
Standing before the ſun of Bolingbroke, 
To melt myſelf away in water-drops f! | 
And if my word be ſterling yet in England, [To Boling. 
Let it command a mirror Ruther ſtraight, 
That it may fhew me what a face I have, 
Since it is bankrupt of his Majeſty. 

Beoling. Go ſome of you, and fetch a ohne 

North. Read o'er this paper while the glaſs doth come. 

KA. Rich Fiend; thou torment'ſt me ere I come ta hell. 
'Y Boling. Urge it no more, my Lord Northumberland. 
| North. The Commons will not then be fatisfy'd. 
| K. Rich. They ſhall be ſatisfy'd: I'll read enough 
F When I do ſee the very book, indeed, 


0 
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Where all my fins are writ, and that's myſelf. 
Enier 


| 
| 1. e. A pack, a company. 
+ in water-drops! | 
Good King,—great King,—(and yet not greatly good,) 
| And if my word, &c. | ; 
p 
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Enter one with a glaſs. 


Give me that glaſs, and therein will I read. 

No deeper wrinkles yet? hath forrow ſtruck 

So many blows upon this face of mine, 

And made no deeper wounds? Oh, flatt'ring glaſs! 
Like to my followers in proſperity, 

Thou doſt beguile me. Was this face the face 
That every day under his houſhold- roof 

Did keep ten thouſand men! was this the face, 
That, like the ſun, did make beholders wink * ? 
How ſoon my ſorrow hath deſtroy'd my face. 


Boling. The ſhadow of your ſorrow hath deſtroy'd 
The ſhadow of your face. 


K. Rich. Say that again. 
The ſhadow of my ſorrow! ha, let's ſee; 
"Tis very true, my grief lies all within; 
And theſe external manners of laments 
Are merely ſhadows to the unſeen grief, 
That ſwells with ſilence in the tortur'd ſoul. 
There hes the ſubſtance: and I thank thee, King, 
For thy great bounty, that not only giv'ſt 
Me cauſe to wail, but teacheſt me the wa 
How to lament the cauſe, I'll beg one boon; 
And then be gone, and trouble you no more, 
Shall I obtain it? 
Boling. Name it, fair couſin. | 
K. Rich. Fair couſin! I am greater than a King; 
For when I was a King, my flatterers 
Were then but ſubjects; being now a ſubject, 
| have a King here to my flatterer. 
Being fo great, I have no need to beg. | 
Boling. Yet aſk, _. b 
3 * Hind hall I [have *, 


— 


r 
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Is this the face whichfac'd ſo many follies, 

That was at laſt outfac'tby Bolingbroke? 

A brittle glory ſhineth in this ſace; 


Dajhes the laſs 0 a:nſt the ud. 
As brittle as the glory is ares 25 85 2 8 * . 


For there at: is crackid in an hundred ſhivers. ws 0 . 


Mark, ſilent King, the moral ofthis 8 1 8 ec 
How ſoon my ſorrow, &c. * 5 


a» ole — — — 3 EONS oY — — 


60 KING RICHARD 11, Adv. 


On Wedneſday next we ſolemnly ſet down 
Our coronation: Lords, prepare yourſelves. 


N We bim to 1 * 3 ei Wolz 2:11 26 2191:10 -, 
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Boling. You ſhall. 

K. Rich. Then give me leave to go. 

Baling. Whather ? 

R. Rich. Whither you will, ſo I were from your ſight. 
Boling. Go ſome of you convey him to the Tower *. 


[Ex. all but Abbot, Biſhop of Carliſle, and Aumerle. 


SCENE IV. 


Albot. & woeful pageant have we here beheld. 
Carl. The woe's to come; the children yet unborn 
Shall feel this day as ſharp to them as thorn. 
Aum. You holy clergymen, 1s there no plot, 
To rid the realm of this pernicious blot ? 
Abbot. Before I freely ſpeak my mind herein, 
You ſhall not ouly take the facrament, 
To bary mine intents, but to effect 
Whatever | ſhall happen to deviſe. 
I ſee your brows are full of diſcontent, 
Your hearts of ſorrow, and your eyes of tears. 
Come home with me to {upper, and I'll lay 
A plot thall ſhew us all a many day. [ Exeunt 


4 


ACT v. SCENE. I. 
A flreet in London. 
Enter e, and Lathes. 


Dueen, I HIS way the King wil come: this is 
the wax | 
To Julius Cæſar's ill aca tow” r3 * <2 12 4 
To whoſe flint boſom my condemned Lord 1 
Is doom'd a priſoner, by proud Bolingbroke. | 
Here let us reſt, if this rebellibus earti 


Have any reſting for her W Kink?! 8 Nen. 


ib 4492: rials Ener 


on 


X. Rich. Oh, good! coUVvey: = canveytrs are 8 all 
That riſe thus nimbly hy a n vail 1 4; 
Boling. On Wedncſday, Kc, 8 wonel in goo} wo: 


Emer King Richard and guards. | 


But ſoft, but ſee, or rather do not ſee, 
My fair roſe wither ; yet look up; behold, 
"That you in pity may diſſolve to dew, 
And waſh him freſh again with true-love tears, 
O thou, the model where old Troy did ſtand, 
75 King Nich. 
Thou map of honour, thou King Richard's tomb, 
And not King Richard; thou moſt beauteous inn, 
Why ſhould hard- favour'd grief be lodg'd in thee, 
When triumph 1s become an ale-houſe gueſt ? 
K. Rich. Join not with Grief, fair woman, do not ſoy 
'Fo make my end too ſudden : learn, good ſoul, 
To think our former ſtate a happy dream, 
From which awak'd, the truth of what we are, 
Shews us but this. I am ſworn brother, ſweet, 
To grim Neceflity ; and he and I 
Will Keep a league till death. Hie thee to France, 
And cloiſter thee in ſome religious houſe. 
Our holy lives muſt win a new world's crown, 
Which our profane hours here have ſtricken down. 
Dycen. What, is my Richard both in ſhape and mind 
Transform'd and weak? hath Bolingbroke depos'd 
Thine intellect hath he been in thy heart? 
The lion, dying, thruſteth forth his paw, 
And wounds the earth, if nothing elle, with rage 
ti, be o*erpower'd: and wilt thou, pupil-like, 
Take thy correction mildly, kiſs the rod, 
And fawn on rage with baſe humility, 
Which art a lion, and a King of beaſts ? 
K. Rich. A King of beaſts indeed; if aught but beaſts, 
I had been ſtill a happy King of men. 

Good ſometime * Queen, prepare thee hence be Fane 
Think I am dead; and that ev'n here thou tak'ft, | 
As from my death-bed, my laſt living leave. 

« In winter's tedious nights ſit by the fire 

With good old folks, and let them tell thee tales 
Of woeful ages, long ago betid: 

« And ere thou bid good night, to quit their grief, 

Vor. IV. F « Tell 
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* Sometime for formerly. 
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te Tell thou the lamentable fall of me, 
And ſend the hearers weeping to their beds *.“ 


SCENE II. 


Enter Northumberland attended. 
North. My Lord, the mind of Bolingbroke is chang'd; 


You muſt to Pomfret, not unto the Tower. 
And, Madam, there is order ta'en from you; 
With all ſwift ſpced you muſt away to France. 
K. Rich. Northumberland, thou ladder wherewithal 
The mounting Bolingbroke aſcends my throne, 
The time ſhall not be many hours of age 
More than it is, ere foul fin, gath'ring head, 
Shall break into corruption; thou ſhalt think, 
Though he divide the realm, and give thee half, 
It is too little, helping him to all: 
And he ſhall think, that thou, which know'ſt the way 
To plant unrightful Kings, wilt know again, 
Being neer ſo little urg'd, another way 
To pluck him headlong from th' uſurped throne. 
The love of wicked friends converts to fear; 
That fear to hate; and hate turns one, or both, 
To worthy danger, and deſerved death. 
North. My guilt be on my head, and there's an end! 
Take leave and part, for you mult part forthwith. 
K. Rich. Doubly divorc'd? Bad men, ye violate 
A twofold marriage; *twixt my crown and me, 
And then betwixt me and my married wife. 
Let me unkiſs the oath *twixt thee and me. 
To the Queen, 
And yet not ſo, for with a kiſs *twas made. 
Part us, Northumberland: I, towards the north, 
Where ſhiv'ring cold and ſickneſs pines the clime; 
My Queen to France; from whence, ſet forth inſpomp, 
She came adorned hither like ſweet May! 


— 1 — — ͤUVAK Ä 
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Sent 


—— to their beds.“ | 

For why ? the ſenſeleſs brand will ſympathize 
The heavy accent of thy moving tongue, 

And in compaſſion weep the fire out: 

And ſome will mourn in aſhes, ſome coal-black, 
For the depoſing of arightful King. 

| SCENE, &c. 


. 
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gent back like Hollowmas, or ſhorteſt day. 

Qucen. And mult we be divided ? muſt we part? 

K. Rich. Ay, hand from hand, my love, and heart 

from heart. 

Preen. Baniſh us both, and ſend the King with me. 

North. That were ſome love, but little policy “. 

R. Rich. Thus give I mine, and thus take I thy heart. 

Qncen. Give me mine own again; 'twere no good part, 
To take on me to keep, and kill thy heart. [XA again. 
So, now I have mine own again, be gone, 
That I may ſtrive to kill it with a groan, 

K. Rich. We make woe wanton with this fond delay. 
Once more, adieu; the reſt let ſorrow ſay. [ Execunt. 


SCENE III. The Dule of Yerl's palace. 


Inter York, and his Dutcheſs. 


Dutch. My Lord, you told me, you would tell the reſt, 
When weeping made you break the ſtory off, 
Of our two couſins coming into London. 

York. Where did I leave? 

Dutch. At that ſad ſtop, my Lord, 
Where rude miſgovern'd hands, from window-tops, 
Threw duſt and rubbiſh on King Richard's head. 

York. Then, as I ſaid, the Duke, great Bolingbroke, 


Mounted upon a hot and fiery ſteed, 


Which his aſpiring rider ſeem'd to know, 
With flow, but ſtately pace, kept on his courſe; 
* While all tongues cry'd, God ſave thee, Bolingbroke! 
F 2 e 


but little policy. 

K Rich. So two together weeping, make one woe. 

Then whither he goes, thither let me go, 

Weep thou for me in France, I for thee here: 

Better far off, than near, be ne'er the near. 

Go, count thy way with ſighs, | mine with groans. 
22 So longeſt way ſhall have the longeſt moans. 

. Rich, Twice for one ſtep I'll groan, the way being ſhort, 
And piece the way out with a heavy heart. 
Come, come, in wooing ſorrow let's be brief ; 

Since, wedding it, there is ſuch length in grief. 
One kiſs ſhall top our mouths, and dumbly part; 10 
Thus give 1 mine, &c. | 
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© You would have thought the very windows ſpake, 
© So many greedy looks of young and old 
Through cafements darted their defiring eyes 
Upon his viſage; and that all the walls 
With painted imag'ry had faid at once, 
© Jeſu, preſerve thee ! welcome, Bolingbroke ! 
© Whalft he, from one fide to the other turning, 
© Bare-headed, lower than his proud ſteed's neck, 
* Beſpoke them thus: I thank you, countrymen; 
And thus {till doing, thus he paſs'd along.” 
Dutch. Alas! poor Richard, where rides he the while? 
York. As in a theatre, the eyes of men, 
© After a well grac'd actor leaves the ſtage, 
Are idly bent on him that enters next, 
Thinking his prattle to be tedious: 
Even fo, or with much more contempt, meny eyes 
Did ſcowl on Richard; no man cry'd, God fave him! 
© No joyful tongue gave him his welcome home: 
© Bat duſt was thrown upon his ſacred head; 
© Which with ſuch gentle ſorrow he ſhook off, 
« His face ſtill combating with tears and fmiles, 
© The badges of his grief and patience ; 
That had not God, for ſome ſtrong purpoſe, ſteel'd 
The hearts of men, they muſt perforce have melted, 
© And barbariſm itſelf have pitied him.“ 
But Heaven hath a hand in theſe events, 
To whoſe high will we bound our calm contents. 
To Bolingbroke are we ſworn ſubjects now, 
Whoſe ftate and honour I for ay allow. 


SCENE IV. Enter Aumerle. 


Dutch. Here comes my ſon Aumerle. 
York. Aumerle that was, 
But that is loſt, for being Richard's friend. 
And, Madam, you muſt call him Rutland now. 
I am in parliament pledge for his truth, 
And laſting fealty to the new-made King. 
Durch. Welcome, my fon; who are the violets now, 
That ſtrew the green lap of the new-come ſpring ? 
Aum. Madam, I know not, nor I greatly care. 
God knows, I had as lief be none, as one. 5 
York. Well, bear you well in this new ſpring of W 
: | a 8 e 
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Left you be cropt before you come to prime. 
What news from Oxford? hold thoſe juſts and triumphs? 
Hum. For aught I know, they do. 
York. You will be there? 
Aum. If God prevent me not, I purpoſe ſo. 
York. What ſeal is that which hangs without thy bo- 
Yea, look'it thou pale? let me ſee the writing. [ſom? 
Aum. My Lord, 'tis nothing. 
York. No matter then who ſees it. 
I will be ſatisfied ; let me ſee the writing. 
Aum. I do beſeech your Grace to pardon me: 
It is a matter of ſmall conſequence, 
Which for ſome reaſons I would not have ſeen. 
York. Which, for ſome reaſons, Sir, I mean to ſee. 
I fear, I fear 
Dutch. What ſhould you fear, my Lord? 
Tis nothing but ſome bond he's enter'd into, 
For gay apparel, againſt the triumph. DA 
York. Bound to himſelf? what doth he with a bond, 
That he is bound to? wife thou art a fool. 
Boy, let me ſee the writing. 
Aum. I do beſeech you, pardon me; I may not ſhew it. 
York. I will be ſatisfied, let me ſee it, I ſay. 
[ Snatches it, and reads. 
Treaſon! foul treaſon ! villain, traitor, ſlave! 
Dutch. What's the matter, my Lord? 
York, Hoa, who's within there? ſaddle my horſe- 
Heav'n for his mercy ! what treachery is here! 
Dutch. Why, what is't, my Lord? 
York. Give me my boots, I ſay; ſaddle my horſe. 
Now by my honour, by my life, my troth, 
I will appeach the villain. 
Dutch, What is the matter? 
Tork. Peace, fooliſh woman. 
Dutch. 1 will not peace: what is the matter, ſon ? 
Aum. Good mother, be content; it is no more 
Than my poor life muſt anſwer. RO. 


Dutch. Thy life auſwer! FAY” 


SCENE V. Enter Servant with boots. 


York. Bring me my boots. I will unto the King, 
'F3 Dutch, 


66 KING RICHARD 11. Act V. 
Dutch. Strike him, Aumerle. (Poor boy, thou art 


0 amaz d.) 
Hence, villain, never more come in my fight. 


[ Speaking to the Servant. 
York. Give me my boots. 


Dutch. Why, York, what wilt thou do ? 
Wilt thou not hide the treſpaſs of thine own? 
Have we more ſons? or are we like to have? 
Is not my tecming date drunk vp with time? 
And wilt thou pluck my fair fon from mine age, 
And rob me of a happy mother's name ? 
Is he not like thee? is he not like thine own ? 
York. 'Thou fond mad-woman, | 
Wilt thou conceal this dark conſpiracy ? 
A dozen of them here have ta'en the ſacrament, 
And interchangeably have ſet their hands, 
To kill the King at Oxford. 
Dutch. He ſhall be none. 
We'll keep him here; then what is that to him? 
York. Away, fond woman : were he twenty times 
My ſon, I would appeach him. | 
Dutch. Had'ſt thou groan'd for him, 
As I have done, thou'dit be more pitiful. 
But now I know thy mind; thou doſt ſuſpect, 
That I have been diſloyal to thy bed, 
And that he is a baſtard, not thy ſon. 
Sweet York, ſweet huſband, be not of that mind : 
He 1s as like thee as a man may be. 
Nor like to me, nor any of my kin, 
And yet I love him. 
York. Make way, unruly woman. [ Exit. 
Dutch. After, Aumerle; mount thee upon his horſe ; 
Spur poſt, and get before him to the King, 
And beg thy pardon, ere he do accule thee, 
I'll not be long behind; though I be old, 
I doubt not but to ride as faſt as Vork: 
And never will I riſe up from the ground, 7 
Till Bolingbroke have pardon'd thee. Away. LExcunt. 


SCENE VI. Changes to the court at Windſor-caftle. 
Enter Bolingbroke, Percy, and other Lordi. 

Boling." Can no man tell of my unthrifty ſon? bh 
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Tis full three months ſince I did fee him laſt. 
If any plague hang over us, 'tis he. 

I would to heav'n, my Lords, he might be found, 
Inquire at London, *mong the taverns there : 
For there, they ſay, he daily doth frequent, 
With unreſtrained looſe companions: 

Even ſuch, they ſay, as ſtand in narrow lanes, 
And beat our watch, and rob our paſſengers; 
While he, young, wanton, and eſfeminate boy, 
Takes on the point of honour, to ſupport 

So diſſolute a crew. . 

Percy. My Lord, ſome two days ſince I ſaw the Prince, 
And told him of theſe triumphs held at Oxford. 
Boling. And what ſaid the gallant ? 

Percy. His anſwer was, he would unto the ſtews, 
And from the common'ſt creature pluck a glove, 
And wear it as a favour, and rh that 

He would unhorſe the luſtieſt challenger. | 
Boling. As diſſolute as deſp'rate; yet through both 
I ſee ſome ſparks of hope, which elder days 

May happily bring forth. But who comes here? 


Enter Aumerle. 


Aum. Where is the King? 
Boling. What means our couſin, that he ſtares, 
And looks ſo wildly ? 
Aum. God ſave your Grace. I do beſeech your Majeſty 
To have ſome conf'rence with your Grace alone. 
Boling. Withdraw yourſelves, and leave us here alone. 
[Ex. Lords. 
What is the matter with our couſin now? 
Aum. For ever may my knees grow to the earth, 
[ [ Kneels. 
My tongue cleave to-my roof within my mouth, 
Unleſs a pardon, ere I riſe or ſpeak! 03 
Boling. Intended, or committed, was this fault? 
If but the firſt, how heinous cer it be, 
To win'thy after-love, I pardon thee. 
Aum. Then give me leave that I may turn the key, 
That no man enter till the tale be done. 
Boling. Have thy deſire. | [7 ork wl. 
York, My Liege, beware, look to thyſ elfi, 


e 
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Thou haſt a traitor in thy preſence there. 
Boling. Villain, I'll make thee ſafe. 
Aum. _ thy revengeful hand, thou haſt no cauſe to 
ear. 
York. Open the door, ſecure, fool hardy King. 
Shall I for love ſpeak treaſon to thy face? 
Open the door, or I will break it open. 


SCENE VII. Enter York. 


Boling. What is the matter, uncle? ſpeak, take breath: 
Tell us how near is danger, 
That we may arm us to encounter it. 
York. Peruſe this writing here, and thou ſhalt know 
The treaſon that my haſte brbids me ſhow. 
Aum. Remember, as thou read'it, thy promiſe paſt : 
I do repent me, read not my name there, 
My heart is not confed*rate with my hand. 
York. Villain, it was ere thy hand ſet it down. 
J tore it from the traitor's boſom, King; 
Fear, and not love, begets his penitence 
Forget to pity him, leſt thy pity prove 
A ſerpent that will ting thee to the heart. 
Boling. O heinous, ſtrong, and bold conſpiracy ! 
O loyal father of a treach'rous ſon ! 
Thou clear, immaculate, and filver fountain, 
From whence this ſtream, through muddy paſſages, 
Hath had his current, and defil'd himſelf; 
Thy overflow of good converts the bad; 
And thine abundant goodneſs ſhall excuſe 
This deadly blot in thy digreſſing ſon. 
York. So ſhall my virtue be his vice's bawd, 
And he ſhall ſpend mine honour with his ſhame 
As thriftleſs ſons their ſcraping fathers? gold. 
Mine honour lives, when his diſhonour dies: 
Or my ſham'd life in his diſhonour lies: 
Thou kill'ſt me in his life; giving him breath, 
The traitor lives, the true man's put to death. 
[ Dutcheſs within. 
Dutch. What ho, my Liege! for Heav'n's ſake, let 
me in. - | 
Boling. What ſhrill-voic'd ſupplant makes this eager cry? 
Dutch. A woman, and thine aunt, great King, tis I. 
8 
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Speak with me, pity me, open the door; 
A beggar begs that never begg'd before“. 
Boling. My dang'rous couſin, let your mother in; 
I know ſhe's come to pray for your foul hn. 
York. If thou do pardon, whoſoever pray, 
More fins for his forgiveneſs proſper may: 
This feſter'd joint cut off, the reſt is ſound; 
This let alone, will all the reſt confound. 


SCENE VIII. Enter Dutcheſs. 


Dutch. O King, believe not this hard-hearted man 
Love, loving not itſelf, none other can. 
York. Thou frantic woman, what doſt thou do here: 
Shall thy old dugs once more a traitor rear? 
Dutch. Sweet York, be patient; hear me, gentle Liege. 
5 [ Kineels. 
Boling. Riſe up, good aunt. 
Dutch. Not yet, I thee beſcech; 
For ever will I kneel upon my knees, 
And never ſee day that the happy ſees, 
Till thou give joy; until thou bid me joy, 
By pard'ning Rutland, my tranſgreſſing boy. 
Aum. Unto my mother's pray'rs I bend my knee. 
[ Kneels, 
York. Againſt them both my true joints bended be. 
[ Kneels. 
Ill may'ſt thou thrive, if thou grant any grace! 
Dutch. Pleads he in earneſt? look upon his face; 
His eyes do drop no tears, his pray'rs in jeft ; 
His words come from his mouth, ours from our breaſt : 
He prays but faintly, and would be deny'd; 
We pray with heart and ſoul, and all beſide. 
His weary joints would gladly riſe, I Know; 
Our knees ſhall kneel till to the ground they grow. 
His pray'rs are full of falſe hypocriſy, 
Ours of true zeal, and deep integrity; 
Our prayers do out-pray his; then let them crave 
That mercy which true prayers ought to have. 
[ Bling. 


never begg'd before. | 
Bolirg. Our ſcene is alter'd from a ſerious thing, 
And now chang'd to the beggar, and the King : 

My dang'rous couſin, &c. 
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Bling. Good aunt, ſtand up. 
Dutch. Nay, do not ſay, Stand up, 
But pardon firſt; ſay afterwards, Stand up. 
An' if I were thy nurſe, thy tongue to teach, 
Pardon ſhould be the firſt word of thy ſpeech. 
I never long'd to hear a word till now: 
Say, Pardon, King; let pity teach thee how. 
Boling. Good aunt, ſtand up. 
Dutch. I do not ſue to ſtand, 
Pardon is all the ſuit I have in hand. 
Boling. I pardon him, as Heav'n ſhall pardon me. 
Dutch. O happy vantage of a kneeling knee! 
Yet am I ſick for fear; ſpeak it again: 
Twice ſaying pardon, doth not pardon twain 
But makes one pardon ftrong *. 
Boling. With all my heart 
I pardon hum. 
Dutch. A God on earth thou art. | 
Boling. But forour truſty brother-in-law, the Abbot— 
With all the reſt of that conſorted crew, 
Deſtruction ſtraight ſhall dog them at the heels. 
Good uncle, help to order ſeveral powers 
To Oxford, or where-e'er theſe traitors are +. 


SCENE 


pardon ſtrong. 

The word is ſhort, but not ſo ſhort as ſweet; 

No word like pardon for Kings' mouths ſo meet. 
York. Speak it in French, King; ſay, Pardounez may. 
Dutch. Doſt thou teach pardon, pardon to deſtroy ? 

Ah, my ſour huſband, my hard- hearted lord, 

That ſet'ſt the word itſelf agaifiſt the word. 

Speak pardon, as 'tis current in our land; 

The chopping French we do not underſtand. 

Thine eye begins to ſpeak, ſet thy tongue there: 

Or, in thy pi:cous heart, plant thou thine ear; 

That, hearing how our plaints and prayers do picrec, 

Pity may move thee pardon to rehearſe, : 
Boling. With all, & 

of traitors are. 

They ſhall not live within this world, | ſwear; 

But | will have them, if 1 once know where. 

Uncle, farewell; and couſin tooy adieu; 

Your mother well hath pray'd, and prove you true. 
Dutch. Come, my old ſon; 1 pray Heav'n make thee new. 

SCENE, &c, - [Excunt, 
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SCENE IX. Euter Exton and a Servant. 


Exton. Didſt thou not mark the King, what words he 
ſpake ? 

« Have I no friend will rid me of this living fear?” 

Was it not ſo? 

Serv. "Thoſe were his very words. 

Exton, * Have I no friend?” —quoth he: he ſpake it 

And urg'd it twice together; did he not? (twice, 

Serv. He did. 

Exton. And ſpeaking it, he wiſtly look'd on me, 

As who ſhall ſay,—I would thou wert the man, 

That would divorce this terror from my heart; 

Meaning the King at Pomfret. Come, let's go: 

I am the King's friend, and will rid his foe. [ Excunt. 


SCENE X. 


Changes to the priſon at Pomfret caſile. 


| Enter King Kichard. 
K. Rich. «© have been ſtudying how to compare 


© 'This priſon where I hve, unto the world; 

And, for becauſe the world is populous, 

And here is not a creature but myſelf. 

* I cannot do it; yet I'll hammer owt. 

My brain I'll prove the female to my ſoul, 

My ſoul, the father; and theſe two beget 

© A generation of ſtill breeding thoughts; 

* And theſe ſame thoughts people this little world; 

* In humour, like the people of this world, 

For no thought is contented.” The better ſort 

(As thoughts of things divine) are intermix'd 

With ſcruples, and do ſet the word itſelf 

Againſt the word; as thus, Come, little ones; and then 
It is as hard to come, as for a camel [ again, 
To thread the poflern of a needle*s eye. | 
Thoughts tending to ambition, they do plot 

Unlikely wonders; how theſe vain weak nails 

May tear a paſſage through the fliuty ribs 

Of this hard world, my ragged priſon-walls: 

And, for they cannot, die in their own pride, 


Thoughts 


"ee ao” — 2 


But for the concord of my ſtate and time, 


While I ſtand fooling here, his jack o' th” clock. 


Yet bleſſing on his heart, that gives it me! 
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Thoughts tending to content, flatter themſelves, 
© That they are not the firſt of Fortune's ſlaves, 

© And ſhall not be the laſt; (like filly beggars, 
Who, ſitting in the ſtocks, refuge their ſhame, 
That many have, and others mult fit there; ) 
And in this thought they find a kind of eaſe, 

« Bearing their own misfortune on the back 

Of fuch as have before endur'd the like. 

«* Thus play I, in one priſon, many people, : 
Aud none contented. Sometimes am I King, 1 
« Then treaſon makes me wiſh myſelf a beggar, F 
And fo lam. Then cruſhing penury —_ 
Per ſuades me, I was better when a King; *7 
Then am I king'd again; and by and by, 4+ 
Think that I am unking'd by Bolingbroke, 

And ſtraiglit am nothing — but whate'er I am, 

Nor 1, nor any man, that but man is, 

« With nothing ſhall be pleas'd, till he be eas d 

« With being nothing” Muſic do I heer! [ Muſic. 
Ha, ha; keep time: how ſour ſweet muſic is, 

When time is broke, and no proportion kept? 

So is it in the muſic of mens? lives. 

And here have I the daintineſs of ear, 

To check time broke in a diſorder'd ſtring ; 


Had not an ear to hear my true time broke : 

I waſted time, and now doth time waſte me. 

For now hath time made me his numb'ring clock : 
My thoughts are minutes; and with ſighs they jar 
Their watches to mine eyes the outward watch; 
Whereto my finger, like a dial's point, 

Is pointing ſtill, in eleanſing them from tears. 
Now, Sir, the ſounds that tell what hour it is, 
Are clamorous groans, that ftrike upon my heart, 
Which is the bell; ſo ſighs, and tears, and groans, 
Shew minutes, hours, and times —— O, but my time 
Runs poſting on, in Bolingbroke*s proud joy, 


This muſic mads me, let it ſound no more; 
For though it have help'd mad men to their wits, 
In me, it ſeems, it will make wiſe men mad. 


For 
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For 'tis a ſign of love; and love to Richard 
Is a ſtrange brooch, in this fall-hating world. 


SCENE XI. Enter Groom. 


Groom. Hail, Royal Prince! 

K. Rich. Thanks, Noble Peer . 
What art? how com'ſt thou thither? 
Where no man ever comes, but that ſad drudge, 

"That brings me food, to make Misfortune live 
Groom. I was a poor groom of thy ſtable, Ting, 
When thou wert King; who travelling tow'rds York, 

| With mach ado, at length have gotten leave 
J 0 look upon my ſometime + maſter's face, 
O0, how it yearn'd my heart, when I beheld, 
In London ftreets, that coronation- day; 
When Bolingbroke rode on Roan Barbary, 
That horſe that thou ſo often haſt beſtrid, 
That horſe that I ſo carefully have dreſs'd. 

K. Rich. Rode he on Barbary? tell me, gentle friend, 
How went he under him? 

Groom. So proudly as he had diſdain'd the ground. 

K. Rich. So proud that Bolingbroke was on his back! 
That jade had eat bread from my Royal hand, 51 
This hand hath made him proud with clapping him. 5 
Would he not ſtumble? would he not fall down, 

(Since pride mult have a fall,) and break the neck 
Of that proud man that did uſurp his back? 
Forgiveneſs, horſe; why do 1 rail on thee, 

vince thou, created to be aw'd by man, 

Walt born to bear? I was not made a horſe ; 
And yet I bear a burthen like an aſs; 


Spur-gall'd, and tir'd, by jaunting Bolingbroke. 


0 


SCENE XII. Enter Keeper, with a diſh, 
Keep. Fellow, give place; here is no longer ſtay. 


| {To the Groont, 
K. Rich. If thou love me, *tis time thou wert away. 

Vol. IV. G _ Gram. 
© - — Noble Peer. 


The cheapeſt of us is ten groats too dear, 
What art, &c. 


t Somctime, for formerly, 
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Groom, What my tongue dares not, that my heart 
ſhall ſay. [ Ext, 

Keep. My Lord, will't pleaſe you to fall to? 

K. Rich. Taſte of it firſt, as thou wert wont to do. 

_ My Lord, I dare not; for Sir Pierce of Exton, 
Who late came from the King, commands the contrary. 

K. Rich. The dev'l take Henry of Lancaſter, and thee! 
Patience is ſtale, and I am weary of it. 


Beats the Keeper, 
Keep. Help, help, help F F 


Enter Exton, and Servants. 


H. Rich. How now? what means death in this rude 
aſſault? 
Wretch, thine own hand yields thy death's inſtrument; 
[ Snatching a ſeord from one of the ſervants, Lills him. 
Go thou, and fill another room in hell. [| Kiſs another. 
[Exton flrikes him down, 
That hand ſhall burn in never-quenching fire, 
That ftaggers thus my perſon : thy fierce hand 
Hath with the King's blood ſtain'd the King's own land. 
Mount, mount, my ſoul! thy ſeat is up on high; 
Whilſt my groſs fleth ſinks downward, here to die. [Dies. 
£xton. þ full of valour, as of Royal blood; 
Both have I ſpilt: Oh, would the deed were good! 
For now the devil that told me I did well, 
Says, that this deed is chronicled in hell. 
This dead King to the living King I'll bear; 
Take hence the reſt, and give them burial here. 
[Exeunt, 


SCENE XIII. 
Changes to the Court at Windſor. 


Plouriſh. Enter Bolingbroke, York, with other Lords and 
| Attendants. 


Boling. Kind uncle York, the lateſt news we hear, 
Is, that the rebels have conſum'd with fire 
Our town of Ciceſter in Glouceſterſhire ; 
But whether they be ta'en or ſlain, we hear not. 1 
mer 
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Enter Northumberland. 


Welcome, my Lord: what is the news ? 


75 


Nerth. Firſt, to thy ſacred ſtate with I all happineſs; 


The next news 1s, I have to London ſent 


The heads of Sal'ſbury, Spencer, Blunt, and Kent: 


The manner of their taking may appear 
At large diſcourſed in this paper here. 


[ Preſenting a paper. 


Boling. We thank thee, gentle Percy, for thy pains, 
And to thy worth will add right-worthy gains, 


Ener Fitzwater. 


Fitzw. My Lord, I have from Oxſord ſent to London 


The heads of Broccas and Sir Bennet Seely 
Two of the dangerous conſorted traitors, 
Fhat ſought at Oxford thy dire overthrow. 


Boling. Thy pains, Fitzwater, ſhall not be forgot; 


Right noble is thy merit, well I wot. 


Enter Percy and the Biſhop of Carliſle. 


Percy. The grand conſpirator, Abbot of Weſtminfler, 
With clog of conſcience, and ſour melancholy, 


Hach yielded up his body to the grave: 

But here 1s Carliſle, living to abide | 

Thy kingly doom, and ſentence of his pride. 
Beling. Carliſle, this is your doom: 


Chuſe out ſome ſecret place, ſome reverend room 


More than thou haſt, and with it joy thy life; 


So, as thou liv'ſt in peace, die free from ſtrife. 


For though mine enemy thou haſt ever been, 
High ſparks of honour in thee I have ſcen. 


Enter Exton with a coffin. 


Exton. Great King, within this coffin I 
Thy bury'd fear. Herein all breathleſs lies 
The mightieſt of thy greateſt enemies, 


Richard of Bourdeaux, by me hither brought. 
Boling. Exton, I 


A deed of ſlander with thy fatal hand, 


Upon my head, and all this famous land. 


G 2 


preſent 


thank thee not; for thou haſt wrought 


Exton. 


; 
Is 
| 
| 
| 
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Exlon. From your own mouth, my Lord, did I this. 
deed. 
Boling. They love not poiſon, that do poiſon need; 
Nor do I thee; though I did wiſh him dead, 
I hate the murth*rer, love him murthered. 
The guilt of conſcience take thou for thy labour, 
But neither my good word nor princely favour. 
With Cain go wander through the ſhade of night, 
And never ſhew thy head by day or light. 
Lords, I proteit, my ſoul is full of woe, 
That blood thould ſprinkle me to make me grow. 
Come, monr! with me for what I do lament, 
And put on ſullen black incontinent: 
I'll make a voyage to the holy land, 
To waſh this blood off rae my guilty hand. 
March ſadly after, grace my mourning here, 
In weeping over thus untimely bier. [ Exeunt omnes. 
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FIRST PART OF H NRY 1. 1% 


WITH THE Yr '© fy * 
LIFE AND DEATH OF HENRY,_. 
SIRNAMED HOT-SPUR. 


* 
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Henry, Prince of 
Wales. 

John, Duke of 
L ancaſter, 

Worceſter, 

Northumberland, 

Hot-ſpur, 

Mortimer, 


Archbiſhop of Vork, 


Douglas, 


Owen Glendower, 
Sir Richard Vernon, 


Sir Michell, 


Enter King Henry, 


DRAMATIS 
Ring Henay IV. 


PERSON. E. 


Weſtmorland, 5 of the King's 


Sir Walter Blunt, 


party. 
Sir John Falſtaff, 


Poins, 

Gads-hill, ( companions of Fal- 
Peto, | ſtaff. 
Bardolph, | 


Lady Percy, wife to Het. ſpur. 

Lady Mortimer, daughter to Glen- 
dewer, and wife to Mortimer. 

Hoſteſs Quickly. 

Sheriff, Fintner, Chamberlain, 
Drawers, two Carriers, Tra- 


vellers, and Attendarts. 


SCENE, England. 


ACT I. SCENE I. 
The court in London. | 
Lord John of Lancaſter, Earl of Meg. 


ot here. 


K. Henry. 850 ſhaken as we are, ſo wan with care, 
Find we a time for frighted peace to pant, 
And breathe ſhort-winded accents of new broils 
To be commenc'd in ſtronds afar remote, 
© No more the thirſty entrance of this ſoil |. | 
Shall trempe “ her lips with her own childrens blood: 
„No more ſhall trenching war channel her fields, 
Nor bruiſe her flow'rets with the armed hoofs 


G 3 i « Of 


e. Miiſten, from the French tremper. 
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“Of hoſtile paces. Thoſe oppoſed files, 
& Which, like the meteors of a troubled heav'n, 
All of one nature, of one ſubſtance bred, 
Did lately meet in the inteſtine ſhock 
* And furious cloſe of civil butchery, 
“Shall now, in mutual, well-beſceming ranks, 
* March all one way; and be no more oppos'd 
* Againlt acquaintance, kindred, and allies: | 
„The edge of war, like an ill-ſheathed knife, 
„No more ſhall cut his maſter.” Therefore, friends, 
As far as to the ſepulchre of Chriſt, 
( Whoſe ſoldier now, under whoſe bleſſed croſs 
We are impreſſed, and engag'd to fight, ) 
Forthwith a power of Engliſh ſhall we levy ; 
Whoſe arms were moulded in their mothers? womb 
To chaſe theſe Pagans, in theſe holy fields 
Over whoſe acres walk'd thoſe bleffed feet, 
Which, fourteen hundred years ago, were nail'd 
For our advantage on the bitter croſs. 
But this our purpoſe is a twelvemonth old, 
And bootleſs 'tis to tell you we will go: 
Therefore we meet not now. Then * me hear, 
Of you, my gentle couſin Weſtmorland, 
What yeſternight our council did decree, 
In forwarding this dear expedience “. 

Weſt. My Liege, this haſte was hot in queſtion, 
And many limits F of the charge ſet down 
But yeſternight ; when, all athwart, there came. 
A poſt from Wales, loaden with heavy news; 
Whoſe worſt was, that the noble Mortimer, 
Leading the men of Herefordſhire to fight 
Againſt th' irregular and wild Glendower, 
Was by the rude hands of that Welchman taken; 
A thouſand of his people butehered; 
Upon whoſe dead corps there was ſuch miſuſe, 
Such beaſtly, ſhameleſs transformation, 
By thoſe Welchwomen done, as may not be, 
Without much ſhame, re-told or ſpoken of. 

K. Kenry. It ſeems, then, that the tidings of this broil 
Brake off our buſineſs for the holy land. #.. 


. * Expedience, for expedition. 
+ Limits, for eſtimates. 


Se. 1. Ride HENRY iv. 7 
e. This, match'd with other, did, my gracious Lord; 


For more uneven and unwelcome news 
Came from the north, and thus it did import. 
On holy-rood day, the gallant Hot-ſpur there, 
Young Harry Percy, and brave Archibald, 
That ever-valiant and approved Scot, 
At Holmedon ſpent a {ad and bloody hour: 
As by diſcharge of their artillery, 
And ſhape of likelihood, the news was told; 
For he that brought it, in the very heat 
And pride of their contention, did take horſe, 
Uncertam of the iſſue any way. 
K. Henry. Here is a dear and true induſtrious friend, 
Sir Walter Blunt, new lighted from his horſe, 
Stain'd with the variation of each ſoil 
Betwixt that Holmedon, and this ſeat of ours: 
And he hath brought ns ſmooth and welcome news. 
The Earl of Douglas is diſcomfited ; 
Ten thouſand bold Scots, three and twenty Knights, 
Balk'd in their own blood did Sir Walter ſee ; 
On Holmedon's plains. Of priſoners, Hot-ſpur took 
Mordac the Earl of Fife, and eldeſt fon 
To beaten Douglas, and the Earls of Athol, 
Of Moray, Angus, and Menteith. 
And is not this an honourable ſpoil? 
A gallant prize? ha, couſin, is it not? | 
We. In faith, a conquelit for a prince to boaſt of. 5 
K. Henry. Vea, there thou mak'it me ſad, and mak 
In envy, that my Lord Northumberland [me ſin 
Should be the father of ſo bleſs'd a jon: 
A ſon, who is the theme of Honour's tongue: 
Amongſt a grove, the very ſtraighteſt plant; 
Who is ſweet Fortune's minion, aud her pride: 
Whillt 1, by looking on the praiſe of him, 
See riot and diſhonour ſtain the brow 
Of my young Harry. O could it be prov'd, 
That ſome night-tripping fairy had exchang'd, 
In cradle-clothes, our children where they lay, 
9 And call mine Percy, his Plantagenet ; | 
Then would I have his Harry, and he mine. | . 
« But let him from my thoughts. — What think you, couſin, 
Of this young Percy's pride? the priſoners, 


Penn —g1ö 


Which 
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Which he in this adventure hath ſurpris'd, 


To his own uſe he keeps, and ſends me word, 

I ſhall have none but Mordac Earl of Fife. 
Hat. This is his uncle's teaching, this is Worceſter, 

Malevolent to you in all aſpects; 

Which makes him plume himſelf, and briſtle up 

The creſt of youth againſt your dignity. | 
K. Henry. But I have ſent for him to anſwer this; 

And for this cauſe a while we muſt neglect 

Our holy purpoſe to Jeruſalem. 

Couſin, on Wedneſday next our council we 

Will hold at Windſor, ſo inform the Lords: 

But come yourſelf with ſpeed to us again 

For more is to be ſaid, and to be done, 

Than out of anger can be uttered. 


Weſt. | will, my Liege. [ Exeunt, 
SCENE II. Arn apartment of the Prince's. 


Enter Henry Prince of Wales, and Sir Fohn Falſtaff. 


Fal. Now, Hal, what time of day is it, lad? 

P. Henry. Thou art ſo fat-witted with drinking old 
ſack, and unbuttoning thee after ſupper, and ſleeping up- 
on benches in the afternoon, that thou haſt forgotten to 
demand that truly, which thou would'ſt truly know. 
What a devil haſt thou to do with the time of the day? 
Unleſs hours were cups of ſack, and minutes capons, and. 
clocks the tongues of bawds, and dials the ſigns of leap- 
ing-houſes, and the bleſſed ſun himſelf a fair hot wench 
in flame-colour'd taffata; I ſee no reaſon why thou 
ſhould'it be ſo ſuperfluous, to demand the time of the 
day. 
al. Indeed you come near me now, Hal; for we that 
take purſes, go by the moon and ſeven ſtars, and not by 
Phoebus, he, that wand'ring knight ſo fair T. And I 
pray thee, ſweet wag, when thou art King: as God 
fave thy Grace, (Majeſty I ſhould ſay; for grace thou 
wilt have none) 

P. Henry, What! none? | 

Ful. No, by my troth, not ſo much as will ſerve to be 
prologue to an egg and butter. „ e 


P. Henry. 


+ A line of an old ballad. 
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P. Henry. Well, how then? come, roundly, roundly—- 

Fal. Marry, then, ſweet wag, when thou art King, 
let not us that are ſquires of the night's body, be call'd 
thieves of the day's booty. Let us be Diana's foreſters, 
gentlemen of the ſhade, mimons of the moon; and let 
men ſay, we be men of good government, being govern- 
ed as the ſea is, by our noble and chaſte miſtreſs the 
moon, under whoſe countenance we ſteal, 

P. Henry. Thou ſay'ſt well, and it holds well too; 
for the fortune of us that are the moon's men, doth 
ebb and flow like the ſea, being govern'd as the ſea is 
by the moon. As for proof, now: A purſe of gold moſt 
reſolutely ſnatch'd on Monday night, and moſt diffolute- 
ly ſpent on Tuelday morning; got with ſwearing, Lay 
by, and ſpent with crying, Bring in; now in as low an 
ebb as the foot of the ladder, and by and by in as high 
a flow as the ridge of the gallows. 

Fal. By the fry thou ſay'it true, lad; and is not 
mine hoſteſs of the tavern a moſt ſweet wench? 

P. Henry. As the honey of Hybla, my old lad of the 
\ caſtle “; and is not a buff-jerkin a moſt ſweer robe of 
durance ? 

Fal. How now, how now, mad wag ; what, in thy 
quips and thy quiddities? what a plague have I to dv 
with a buff. jerkin? 

P. Henry, Why, what a pox have I to do with my 
hoſteſs of the tavern ? 

Fal. Well thou haft call'd her to a reckoning many 
a time and oft. 

P. Henry. Did I ever call thee to pay thy part? 

2 No; I'll give thee thy due, thou haſt paid all 
there, ; 

P. Henry. Vea, and elſewhere ſo far as my coin would 
ſtretch; and where it would not, I have us'd my credit. 

Hal. Yea, and ſo us'd it, that were it not here appa- 

rent, 

This alludes to the name Shakeſpeare firſt gave to this buffoon 
character, which was Sir Jobn Oldcaſtle : and when he changed the 
name, he forgot to ſtrike out this expreſſion that alluded to it. The 
reaſon of the change was this; one Sir John Oldcaſtle having ſuffered 
in the time of Henry V. for the opinions of Wickliffe, it gave of- 


fence; and therefore the poet altered it to Falſtaff, and endeavours to 


remove the ſcandal in the epilogue to the ſecond part of Henry IV. 
Mr. Warburton. "OY My 223 
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rent, that thou art heir apparent But, I pr'ythee, 
ſweet wag, ſhall there be gallows ſtanding in England 
when thou art King? and reſolution thus fobb'd as it is, 
with the ruſty curb of old father antic, the law? Do not 
thou, when thou art a King, hang a thief. 

F. Henry. No; thou ſhalt. 

Ful. Shall 1? O rare! By the Lord, I'll be a brave 

judge. 

; 5. Henry. Thou judgeſt falſe already: I mean, thou 
ſhalt have the hanging of the 3 and ſo become a 
rare hangman. 

Fal. Well, Hal, well; and in ſome fort it jumps with 
my humour, as well as waiting 1n the court, I can tell 

ou. 
, P. Henry. For obtaining of ſuits ? 

Fal. Yea, for obtaining of ſuits, . the hang- 
man hath no lean wardrobe. *Shlood, I am as melan- 
choly as a gib-cat, or a lugg'd bear. 

P. Henry. Or an old lion, or a lover's lute, 

Fal. Yea, or the drone of a Lincolnſhire bagpipe. 

P. Henry. What ſays thou to a hare, or the mel an- 
choly of Moor-ditch? 

Fal. Thou haſt the moſt unfavoury ſimilies; and art, 
indeed, the moſt incomparative, raſeallieſt, ſweet young 
Prince But, Hal, I pr'ythee, troule me no more 
with vanity,; I would to God thou and J knew where a 
commodity of good names were to be bought. An old 
Lord of the council rated me the other day in the ſtreet 
about you, Sir; but I mark'd him not, and yet he talk'd 
very wiſely, and in the ftreet too: 

P. Henry. Thou didft well; for wiſdom cries out in 
the ſtreets, and no man regards it. 

Fal. O thou haſt damnable attraction, and art, in- 
deed, able to corrupt a ſaint. Thou haſt done much 
harm unto me, Hal, God forgive thee for it! Before I 
knew thee, Hal, I knew nothing; and now am I, if 
a man ſhould ſpeak truly, little better than one of the 
wicked. I muſt give over this life, and I will give it 
over; by the Lord, an'“ I do not, I am a villain. Pll 
be damn'd for never a King's fon in Chriſtendom. 

P. Henry, Where ſhall we take a purſe to-morrow, 


Jack? 
Fal. 


. 
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Fal. Where thou wilt, lad, I'll make one; an' I do 


not, call me villain, and baffle me. 

P. Henry, | ſee a good amendment of life in thee, 
ſrom praying to purſe-taking. 

Ful. Why, Hal, 'tis my vocation, Hal. Tis no fin 
ſor a man to labour in his vocation, —— Poins! Now 
mall we know, if Gads-hill have ſet a match. O, if men 
were to be ſaved by merit, what hole in hell were hot 
enough for him ! 


SCENE III. Eater Poins. 


This is the moſt omnipotent villain that ever cry'd, Stand, 
to a true mau. 
P. Henry. Good morrow, Ned. 
Poins, Good morrow, ſweet Hal, What ſays Mon- 
ſieur Remorſe? what ſays Sir John Sack and Sugar? 
Jack! how agree the devil and thou about thy ſoul, that 
chou ſoldeſt him on Good Friday laſt, for a cup of Ma- 
deira, and a cold capon's leg ? 
P. Henry. Sir John ſtands to his word; the devil fhall 
have his bargain; for he was never yet a breaker of pro- 
verbs; He will give the devil his due. 
Point. Then thou art damn'd for keeping thy word 
with the devil. 
; 5 Henry. Elſe he had heen damn'd for cozening the 
evil. ; 
Poins. But, my lads, my lads, to-morrow morning by 
four o'clock, early at Gads-hill; there are pilgrims going 
to Canterbury with rich offerings, and traders riding to 
London with fat purſes. I have vizards for you all; 
you have horſes for yourſelves: Gads-hill lies to-night in 
Rocheſter; I have beſpoke ſupper to-morrow night in 
Eaſt-cheap; we may do it as ſecure as ſleep: if you will 


—_ ot, wit fo home and be hang*d. | 
Fe. Hear ye, Vedward; if I tarry at home, and go 
ot, Pl! hang you for going. 
| Point. You will, chops? 
Fal. Hal, wilt thou make one? 
P. Henry. Who, 1 rob? I a thief? not I, by my faith. 
Fal. There is neither honeſty, manhood, nor good 
felowſhip 
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1 go, I will ſtuff your purſes full of crowns; if you will 
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fellowſhip in thee, nor thou cam'ſt not of the blood- roy- 


al, if thou dar'ſt not cry, Stand, for ten ſhillings, 


P. Henry. Well then, once in my days I'll be a mad- 


cap. 


Ful. Why, that's well ſaid. 


P. Henry. Well, come what will, I'll tarry at home. 
Fal. By the Lord, I'll be a traitor then when thou 


art King. 
P. Henry. T care not. 


_ Poins. Sir John, I pr'ythee, leave the Prince and me 
alone; | will lay him down ſuch reaſons for this adven- 


ture, that he ſhall go. 


Ful. Well, may'ſt thou have the ſpirit of perſuaſion, 
and he the cars of profiting, that what thou ſpeak'ſt may 


move, and what he hears may be believ'd: 
Prince may (for recreation ſake) prove a falſe thief; for 


that the true 


the poor abuſes of the time want countenance. Farewell, 


you ſhall find me in Eaſt-cheap. 


P. Henry. Farewell, thou latter ſpring! Farewell, all- 


hallown ſummer! 


[Exit Fal. 


Pains. Now, my good ſweet honey Lord, ride with us 


to-morrow. 
nage alone. 


I have a jeſt to execute, that I cannot ma- 


Falſtaff, Bardolph, Peto, and Gads-hill, 


ſhall rob thoſe men that we have already way-laid; your- 
ſelf and I will not be there; and when they have the 
booty, if you and I do not rob them, cut this head from 


off my ſhoulders. 


P. Henry. But how ſhall we part with them in ſetting 


forth ? 


Point. Why, we will ſet forth before or after them; 
and appoint them a place of meeting, wherein it is at our 
pleaſure to fail; and then they will adventure upon the 


exploit themſelves, which they have no ſooner atchiev'd, 
but we'll ſet upon them. 

P. Henry. Ay; but *tis like they will know us by our 
8 by our habits, and by every other appointment, 
to be ourſelves. 

Poing. Tut, our horſes they ſhall not ſee; I'll tie them 
in the wood; our vizards we will change after we leave 
them; and, ſirrah, I have caſes of buckram for the nonce, 
to inmaſk our noted outward garments. 

P. Henry. But 1 doubt they will be too hard for us. 


Poins. 
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Poins. Well, for two of them, I know them to be as 
true-bred cowards as ever turn'd back; and for the 
third, if he fight longer than he ſees reaſon, I'll forſwear 
arms. The virtue of this jeſt will be, the mcomprehen- 
{ible lies that this ſame fat rogue will tell us when we 
meet at ſupper; how thirty at leaſt he fought with, what 
wards, what blows, what extremities he endured; and, in 
the reproof of this, lies the jeſt. | 

P. Henry. Well, I'll go with thee; provide us all 
things neceſſary, and meet me to-morrow night in Eaſt- 
cheap, there I'll ſup. Farewell. | ind wel 

Poing. Farewell, my Lord. [Exit Poins. 


7 bi P. Henry. I know you all, and will a while uphold 


The unyok'd humour of your idleueſs; 
Yet herein will T imitate the ſun, 
Who doth permit the baſe contagious clouds 
To ſmother up his beauty from the world; 
That when he pleaſe again to be himzelf, 
Being wanted, he may be more wonder'd at, 
By breaking through the foul and ugly miſts 
Of vapours, that did ſeem to ſtrangle him. 
If all the year were playing-holidays, 
To ſport would be as tedious as to work : 
But when they ſeldom come, they wiſh*d-for come, 
And nothing pleaſeth but rare accidents. 
So, when this looſe behaviour I throw off, 
And pay the debt I never pronuſed ; | 
Buy how much better than my word I am, 
By ſo much ſhall I falſify mens” fears; 
And, like bright metal on a ſullen ground, 
My reformation, glittering o'er my fault, 
Shall ſhew more goodly, and attract more eyes, 
Than that which hath no foil to ſet it off. 
= I'll ſo offend, to make offence a ſkill; | Gy 
Redeecming time, when men think leaſt I will. [ Ext. 


SCENE IV. Changes to an apartment in the palace. 


Enter King Henry, Northumberland, W orcefler, Hotſpur, 
Sir Walter Blunt, and others. 


K. Henry. My blood hath been too cold and temperate, 
Unapt to ſtir at theſe indignities; 


* 


Vor IV. H | And 
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And you have found me; for accordingly 
You tread upon my patience: bur be ſure, 
I will from henceforth rather be myſelf, 
Mighty and to be fear'd, than my condition * ; 
Which hath been ſmooth as oil, ſoft as young down, 
And therefore loft that title of reſpect, 
Which the proud foul ne'er pays, but to the proud. 
Wor. Our houſe, my ſovereign Liege, little deſerves 
The ſcourge of greatneſs to be uſed on it; 
And that ſame greatneſs too, which our own hands 
Have help'd to make fo portly. | 
North. My good Lord, — | 


K. Henry. Worceſter, get thee gone; for I do ſee 
Danger and diſobedience in thine eye. 
O Sir, your preſence is too bold and peremptory; 
And Majeſty might never yet endure 
The moody frontlet of a ſervant-brow. 
You have good leave to leave us. When we need 
Your uſe and counſel, we mall ſend for you. 
| [Exit Worceſler. 
You were about to ſpeak. [To Northumberland. 
North. Yes, my good Lord. 
Thoſe priſoners, in your Highneſs? name demanded, 
Which Harry Percy here at Holmedon took. 
Were, az he ſays, not with ſuch ſtrength deny'd 
As was deliver'd to your Majeſty. e 
Or envy therefore, or miſpriſion, 
Is guilty of this fault, and not my ſon. 
Hot. My Liege, I did deny no priſoners; 
But I remember, when the fight was done, 
When I was dry with rage, and extreme toil, 
Breathleſs, and faint, leaning upon my ſword; 
Came there a certain Lord, neat, trimly dreſs'd; 
« Freſh as a bridegroom, and his chin, new-reap'd, 
© Shew'd like a ſtubble-land at harveſt- home. 
He was perfumed like a milliner; 
And 'twixt his finger and his thumb he held 
« A' pouncet-box, which ever and anon 
He gave his naſe;* Cand took't away again; 
Who, therewith angry, when it next came there, 
*. . 41. "A | ' 
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Took it in ſnuff “. And {till he ſmil'd, and talk'd; 
And as the ſoldiers bare dead bodies by, 

« He call'd them untaught knaves, unmannerly, 

* To bring a ſlovenly, unhandſome corſe 

« Betwixt the wind, and his nobility. 

« With many holiday and lady terms 

He queſtion'd me: amongſt the reſt, demanded 

« My priſoners, in your Majeſty's behalf. 

I then all ſmarting with my wounds; being gall'd 

© To be ſo peſter'd with a popinjay, 

Out of my grief, and my impatience, 

© Anſwer'd, negligently, I know not what : 

© He ſhould, or ſhould not; for he made me mad, 

« To ſce him ſhine fo briſk, and ſmell ſo ſweet, 

© And talk ſo like a waiting-gentlewoman, 

© Of guns, and drums, and wounds; (God fave the mark!) 
And telling me, the ſovereign'it thing on carth 


Nas parmacity, for an inward bruiſe; 


© And that it was great pity, fo it was, 

© This villanous ſalt-petre ſhould be digg'd 

Out of the bowels of the harmleſs earth, 

© Which many a good, tall fellow had deſtroy'd 

© So cowardly: and but for theſe vile guns, 

© He would himſelf have been a ſoldier.” —— 

This bald, unjointed chat of his, my Lord, 

I anſwer'd indire&ly 4, as I ſaid; 

And I beſeech you, let not his report 

Come currant for an accuſation, 

Betwixt my love and your high Majeſty. | 
Blunt. The circumſtance conſider'd, good my Lord, 

Whatever Harry Percy then had ſaid, 

To ſuch a perſon; and in ſuch a place, 

At ſuch a time, with all the reſt retold, 


14 May reaſonably die; and never riſe 


To do him wrong, or any way impeach. 


4 What then he ſaid, ſee, he unſays it now. 


K. Henry. Why, yet he doth deny bw priſoners, 
ut with proviſo and exception, 


That we at our own charge ſhall ranſom ſtraiglit 
His brother-in-law, the fooliſh Mortimer; 
H 2 | Who, 


* This ſtupidity between the crotchets is the players. Mr. W. 
t JndireRly, for negligently. 
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Who, on my ſoul, hath wilfully betray'd 

The lives of thofe that he did lead to fight 
Againſt the great magician, damn'd Glendower; 
Whoſe daughter, as we hear, the Earl of March 
Hath lately marry'd. Shall our coffers then 

Be empty'd, to redeem a traitor home? 

Shall we buy treafon? and indent * with fears, 
When they have loſt and forfeited themſelves? 
No; on the barren mountains let him ſtarve; 
For I ſhall never hold that man my friend, * 

Whoſe tongue ſhall aſk me for one penny coſt oi 
To ranſom home revolted Mortimer. '® 

Hot. Revolted Mortimer ? « 

He never did fall off, my ſovereign Liege, 2 
But *bides the chance of war; to prove that true, 
Needs no more but one tongue, for all thoſe wounds, 
Thoſe mouthed wounds, which valiantly he took, 
When on the gentle Severn's ſedgy bank, ; 
In fingle oppolition, hand to hand, bY. 
He did confound the beſt part of an hour 43s 
In changing hardiment with great Glendower. 6 
Three times they breath'd, and three times did they drink, 
Upon agreement, of ſwift Severn's flood; 7 
Who then, affrighted with their bloody looks, 

Ran fearfully among the trembling reeds, 

And hid his eriſp'd head in the hollow bank, 

Blood- ſtained with thefe valiant combatants. 

Never did baſe and rotten policy 

Colour her working with ſuch deadly wounds; 

Nor ever could the noble Mortimer 

Receive ſo many, and all willingly. 

"hen let him not be ſlander'd with revolt. 33 
K. Henry. Thou doſt belie him, Percy, thou belieſt him; 
He never did encounter with Glendower; 

He durſt as well have met the devil alone, 

As Owen Glendower for an enemy. 

Art not aſham'd? but, ſirrah, from this hour 
Let me not hear you ſpeak of Mortimer. 

Send me your prifoners with the ſpeedieſt means, 
Or you ſhall hear in ſuch a kind from me 

As will diſpleaſe you. My Lord W 
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Iudent, for article, bargain. 
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We licenſe your departure with your fon. 
Send us your priſoners, or you'll hear of it. 
[Exit K. Henry. 
Hat, And if the devil come and roar for them, 
will not ſend them. I will after ſtrait, 
And tell him ſo ; for I will caſe my heart, 
Although it be with hazard of my head. 
North. What, drunk with choler? ſtay, and pauſe a 
Here comes your uncle. [ while; 


Enter Worceſter. 


Hot. Speak of Mortimer? 
Yes, I will ſpeak of him; and let my ſoul 
Want mercy, if I do not join with him. 
In his behalf, I'll empty all theſe veins, 
And ſhed my dear blood drop by drop in duſt, 
But I will lift the down-trod Mortimer 
As high i' th” air as this unthankful King, 
As this ingrate and canker'd Bolingbroke.. 
North. Brother, the King hath made your nephew 
mad, [To Worceſter. 
or. Who ſtruck this heat up after I was gone? 
Hot. He will, forſooth, have all my priſoners: 
And when I urg'd the ranſom once again 
Of my wife's brother, then his cheek look'd pale, 
And on my face he turn'd an eye of death, 
Trembling ev'n at the name of Mortimer. 
Wor. I cannot blame him; was he not proclaim'd, 
By Richard that is dead, the next of blood ? 
North. He was. I heard the proclamation; 
Anhd then it was, when the unhappy King 
8 (Whoſe wrongs in us God pardon!) did ſet forth. 
b pon his Iriſh expedition; | 
From whence he, intercepted, did return 
= 1» be depos'd, and ſhortly murthered. . | 
er. And for whoſe death, we in the world's wide 
= ic ſcandaliz'd, and foully ſpoken of. [mouth 
1 Hot. But ſoft, I pray you ;—did King Richard then 
Proclaim my brother Mortimer 
Heir to the crown? | 
North. He did; myſelf did hear it. 
Ho. Nay, then I 3 blame his couſin King, 
3 
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That wiſh'd him on the barren mountains ſtarv'd. 
But ſhall it be, that you that ſet the crown 
Upon the head of this forgetful man, 
And for his fake wear the deteſted blot 
Of murd'rous ſuhornation ; ſhall it be, 
That you a world of curſes undergo, 
Being the agents or baſe ſecond means, 
The cords, the ladder, or the hangman rather ? 
(O pardon me, that J deſcend fo low, 
To ſhew the line and the predicament 
Wherein you range under this ſubtle King) 
Shall it for ſhame he ſpoken in theſe days, 
Or fill up chronicles in time to come, 
That men of your nobility and power 
Engag'd them both in an unjuft behalf ; 
(As both of you, God pardon it! have done; ) 
To put down Richard, that fweet lovely roſe, 
And plant this thorn, this canker Bolinghroke ? 
And ſhall it in more ſhame be further ſpoken, 
' That you are fooPd, difcarded, and ſhook off 
| By him, for whom theſe ſhames he underwent ? 
No; yet time ſerves, wherein you may redeem 
1 Your baniſh'd honours, and reſtore yourſelves 
Into the good thoughts of the world again. 
Revenge the jeering and diſdain'd contempt 
Of this proud King, who ſtudies day and night 
[ To anſwer all the debt he owes unto you, 
| Ev'n with the bloody payments of your deaths : 
| Therefore I fay 
Wor, Peace, couſin, fay no more. 
| And now I will unclafp'a ſecret book, 
= | - And to your quĩek- conceiving diſcontents 
9 I'll read you matter deep and dangerous; 
1 As full of peril and advent'rous ſpirit, 
As to o'erwalk a current roaring loud, 
* On the unſtcadfaſt foot ing of a ſpear *. 
| lot. If he fall in, good night. Or fink or ſwim, 
Send danger from the eaſt unto the weſt, 
ö So honour croſs it from the north to ſouth; 5 
| And let them grapple — 0! the blood more ſtirs 
To rouſe a lion, than to ftart a hare. , 


North. 


i. e. Of a ſpear laid acreſs, 
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North. Imagination of ſome great exploit 
Drives him beyond the bounds of patience. 

Hot. By heav'n, methinks, it were an eaſy leap, 
To pluck bright Honour from the pale- fac'd moon; 
Or dive into the bottom of the deep, 

Where fathom-line could never touch the ground, 
And plack up drowned Honour by the locks: 
So he that doth redeem her thence, might weer 
Without corrival all her dignities. 

Put out upon this half-fac'd fellowſhip ! 

Vor. He apprehends a world of figures here, 
But not the form of what he ſhould attend. 
Good coulin, give me audience for a while. 

Hot. 1 cry you mercy. 

Wor. Thofe ſame Noble Scots, 

That are your priſoners 

Hot. FI keep them all. 

By Heav'n, he thall not have a Scot of them: 
No, if a Scot would fave his foul, he ſhall not; 
I'll keep them by this hand. 

Vor. You ſtart away, | 
And lend no ear unto my purpofes ; 
Thoſe priſoners you ſhall keep. 

Hot. I will: that's flat: 
He ſaid he would not ranſom Mortimer: 
Forbade my tongue to ſpeak of Mortimer: 
But I will find him when he hes afleep, 
And in his ear Pll holla, Mortimer / 
Nay, I will have a ftarling taught to ſpeak 
Nothing but Mortimer, and give it him, 
To keep his anger ſtill in motion. 

Wor. Hear you, couſin, a word. 

Hot. All ſtudies here 1 ſolemnly defy, 

Save how to gall and pinch this Bolingbroke: 
And that fame fword-and-buckler Prince of Wales, 
(But that, I think, his father loves him not, 

And would be glad he met with ſome miſchance, ) 
I'd have him poiſon'd with a pot of ale. 

Wor. Farewell, my kinſman; I will talk to you, 
When you are better temper'd to attend. 

North. Why, what a waſp-tongu'd and impatient fool 
Art thou, to break into this woman's mood, 


Tying 
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Tying thine ear to no tongue but thine own ? 

Hot. Why, look you, Lam whipp'd and ſcourg'd with 
Nettled, and ſtung with piſmires, when I hear [ rods, 
Of this vile politician Bolingbroke : 

In Richard's time what do ye call the place?— 

A plague upoa't lit is in Glo'ſterſhire 
*T'was where the mad-cap Duke his uncle kept 
His uncle Vork where | firſt bow'd my knee 

Unto this King of ſmiles, this Bolin; broke, 

When you and he came back trom Kavenſpurg. 

North. At Berkley caſtle. 

Hot. You ſay true: 
Why, what a deal of candied courteſy 
This fawning greyhound then did proffer me! 
Look, when his infant fortune came to age, 
And gentle Harry Percy—and kind couſin 
The devil take ſuch cozeners—God forgive me— 
Good uncle, tell your tale, for I have done. 

Vor. Nay, if you have not, to't again. 
We'll ſtay your leiſure. 

Hot. 1 have done, i' faith. 

Wor. Then once more to your Scottiſh priſoners. 

[To Hot: 
Deliver them without their ranſom ſtraight, 
And make the Douglas? ſon your only mean 
For pow'rs in Scotland; which, for divers reaſons 
Which I ſhall ſend you written, be aſſur'd, 
Will eaſily be granted. You, my Lord, D To North. 
Your ſon in Scotland being thus employ'd, 
Shall ſecretly into the boſom creep 
Of that ſame noble Prelate, well belov'd, 
Th* Archbiſhop. 

Hot. York, is't not? 

Wor. True, who bears hard 
His brother's death at Briſtol, the Lord Scroops 
I ſpeak not this in eſtimation *, 

As what I think might be; but what I know: 
Is ruminated, plotted, and ſet down; 
And only Rays but to behold the face. 
4 Of 
* Eftimation, for conjetture. But between this and the foregoing 


| _ it appears there were ſome lines which are now loſt. Mr. 
Warburton. 
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Of that occaſion that ſhall bring it on. 
Hot. I ſmell it: on my life, it will do well. 
North. Before the game's a-foot, thou ſtill lett'ſt flip, 
Hot. It cannot chuſe but be a noble plot; 
And then the power of Scotland, and of York 
To join with Mortimer; ha! | 
IVor. So they ſhall. 
Hot. In faith, it is exceedingly well aim'd. 
Vor. And 'tis no little reaſon bids us ſpeed 
To ſave our heads, by raiſing of a head: 
For, bear ourſelves as even as we can, 
The King will always think him in our debt; 
And think, we deem ourſelves unſatisfy'd, 
Till he bath found a time to pay us home. 
And fee already, how he doth begin 
To make vs ſtrangers to his looks of love. 
Hot. He does, he does; we'll be reveng'd on hin. 
Wor. Couſin, farewell. No further go in this, 
Than I by letters ſhall dire& your courſe. 
When time is ripe, which will be ſuddenly, 
Fl teal to Glendower, and Lord Mortimer, 


Where yon and Douglas, and our pow'rs at once, 


(As I will faſhion it,) ſhall happily meet, 
To bear our fortunes in our own ſtrong arms, 
Which now we hold at much uncertainty. 
North. Farewell, good brother; we ſhall thrive, I truſt. 
Hot. Uncle, adieu: O let the hours be ſhort, 
Till fields, and blows, aud groans applaud our fport.? 
[ Exeurt. 


ACT II. SCENE I. 
An inn at Rocheſter. 


Enter a Carrier, ecith a lanthorn in bis hand. 


1 Car. Hon ho! an't be not four by the 
day, I'll be hang'd. Chatles? wain is over the new chim- 
vey, and yet our horſe not pack'd. What, vitler? 

M. | Within.) Anon, anon. | | 

1 Car. I. pr'ythce, Tom, beat Cutt's faddle, put a 
few flocks in the point: the poor jade is wrung in the 
withers, out of all ceſs. 

{inter 
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Enter another Carrier. 


2 Car. Peaſe and beans are as dank here as a dog, and 
that 1s the next way to give poor jades the bots: this 
houſe is turn'd upſide down, ſince Robin Offler dy'd. 

1 Car. Poor fellow never joy'd fince the price of oats 
roſe, it was the death of him. 

2 Car. I think this be the moſt villanous houſe in all 
London road for fleas: I am ſtung like a tench. 

1 Car. Like a tench? by th' mals, there's ne'er a King 
in Chriſtendom could be better bit than I have been ſince 
the firſt cock. 

2 Car. Why, they will allow us ne'er a jourden, and 
then we leak in your chimney : and your chamber-lie 
breeds fleas like a loach. 

I Car. What, oitler, come, away, and be hang'd, come 
away. 

2 Car. I have a gammon of bacon, and two razes of 
ginger to be deliver'd as far as Charing-eroſs. 

1 Car. Odſbody, the turkies in my panniers are quite 


ſtarv'd. What, oftler? a plague on thee! haſt thou ne- 
ver an eye in thy head? canſt not hear? an? ' twere not as 


good a deed as drink, to break the pate of thee, I am a 
very villain. Come and be hang'd, haſt no faith in thee ? 


Enter Gad. ill. 


Gade. Good morrow, carriers. What's o' clock? 

Car. I think it be two o'clock. 

Gad. I pr'ythee, lend me thy lanthorn, to ſee my 
gelding in the ſtable. 

1 Car. Nay, ſoft, I pray ye; I know a trick worth: 
two of that, i' faith. | 

Gads. I pr'ythee lend me thine. 

2 Car. Ay, when? canſt tell? lend me thy lanthorn, 
quoth a! marry, It ſee thee hang'd firſt. 

Gads. Sirrah, carrier, what time do you mean to come 


to London. 


2 Car. Time enough to go to bed with a candle, I war- 
rant thee, Come, neighbour Mugges, we'll call up the 
gentlemen; they will along with company, for they have 
great charge. [ Exeunt Carriers. 
Fay. 5+, SCENE 
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SCENE II. Enter Chamberlain. 


Cach. What, ho, chamberlain! 
® Cham. At hand, quoth pick-purſe. 
Gade. That's even as fair, as at hand, quoth the 
Chamberlain; for thou varieſt no more from pickiug of 
purſes, than giving direction doth from labouring. Thou 
lay'ſt the plot how. 
Cbam. Good morrow, Maſter Gads-hill; it holds cur- 
4 rent that I told you yelternight. There's a franklin, in 
the wild of Kent, hath brought three hundred marks with 
him in gold; I heard him tell it to one of his company 
laſt night at ſupper; a kind of auditor, one that hath a- 
& undance of charge too, God knows what: they are u 
5 already, and call for eggs and butter. They will away 
preſently. 
=  Gads. Sirrah, if they meet not wich St. Nicholas“ 
dlerks *, I'll give thee this neck. 
RE Cham. No, I'll none of it: 1 pr'ythee, keep that for 
the hangman; for I know thou worſhipp'ſt St. Nicholas 
as truly as a man of falſehood may. 

Gads. What talk'ſt thou to me of the hangman? if J 
hang, I'll make a fat pair of gallows. For if I hang, old 
my Sir John hangs with me, and thou know'ſt he's no ſtarve- 
ling. Tut, there are other Trojans that thou dream'ſt 
not of, the which, for ſport-ſake, are content to do the 

profeſſion ſome grace; that would, if matters ſhould be 
SE 1ook'd into, for their own credit ſake, make all whole. 1 
am join'd with no foot-land-rakers, no long: ſtaff. ſix-· penny 
itrikers, none of thoſe mad muſtachio-purple-hu'd malt- 
= worms; but with nobility and tranquillity; burgomaſters, 
and great moneyers; ſuch as can hold in; ſuch as will 
a !irike ſooner than ſpeak, and ſpeak ſooner than think, 
and think ſooner than pray; and yet I lie, for they pray 
= continually unto their faint the commonwealth; or rather, 
—_ ot pray to her, but prey on her; for they ride up and 


down on her, aud make her their boots, 
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* St, Nicholas was the patron ſaint of ſcholars; and Nicholas, or 


%% Nick, is a cant name for the devil, Hence he equivocally calls 
robbers St, Nicholas's clerks. 
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Cham. What, the commonwealth their boots? will ſhe 
hold out water in foul way ? 

Gads. She will, ſhe will; juſtice hath liquor'd her. We 
ſteal as in a caſtle, cock- ſure; ; we have the receipt of fern- 
ſeed, we walk inviſible, 

Cham. Nay, I think rather, you are more beholden to 
the mght, than the fern-ſeed, for your walking inviſible. 

Gade. Give me thy hand: thou ſhalt have a ſhare in 
our purchaſe, as I am a true man. 

Cham. Nay, rather let me have it, as you are a falſe 
thick, 

Gads. Go to. Homo is a common name to all men, 


Did the oſtler bring my gelding out of the ſtable. Fare- 
well, ye muddy knave. [Exeunt. 


SCENE III. Changes to the high-way. 


Enter Prince Henry, Poins, and Peto. 
Poing. Come, ſhelter, ſhelter; I have removed Falſtaff's 
horſe, and he frets like a gumm'd velvet. 
P. Henry, Stand cloſe. 
Enter Falſlaff. 


Lal. Poms, Poins, and be hanged, Poins! 


P. Henry. Peace, ye fat-kidney'd raſcal, what a brawl- 


ing doſt thou keep? 

Fal. What, Poins! Hal! 

P. Henny. He is walk'd up to the top of the hill, I'll 
go ſeek him. 

Fal. I am accurs'd to rob in that thief's company: 
the raſcal hath removed my horſe, and ty'd him I know 
not where. If I travel but four foot by the ſquare far- 
ther a-foot, I ſhall break my wind. Well, I doubt not 
but to die a fair death for all this, if I *ſcape hanging for 
killing that rogue. I have forſworn his company hourly 
any time this two and twenty year, and yet I am be- 
witch'd with the rogue's company. If the raſcal have 


not given me medicines to make me love him, I'll be 


hang'd; it could not be-elſe; I have drunk medicines. 


Poins! Hal! a plague upon you both. Bardolph! Pe- 


to! I'll ftarve ere Nl rob a foot further. An 'twere not 
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WS ood a decd as to drink, to turn true man, and to leave 
ele rogues, I am the verielt varlet that ever chew'd with 
tooth. Eight yards of uneven ground, is threeſcore 
; | * ten miles a-foot with me: and the ſtony-hearted vil- 
: Sins know it well enough. A plague upon't, when 


:eves cannot be true one to another. [They whifile.] 
Whew ! a plague upon you all. Give me my horle; 
ou rogues, give me my horſe, and be hang'd. : 
. Henry. Peace, ye fat guts, lie down, lay thine ear 
F&loſe to the ground, and liſt if thou canſt hear the tread 
pf travellers. 
Fal. Have you any leavers to lift me up again, being 
Blown? »Sblood, I'll not bear mine own fleſh ſo far a- foot 
gain, for all the coin in thy father's exchequer. What a 
Plague mean ye to colt me thus? 
. Henry. Thou lieſt, thou art not colted, thou art un- 
Eeoltcd. 
Fal. I pr'ythee, good Prince Hal, help me to my 
horſe, good King's fon. 
P. Henry. Out, you rogue! ſhall I be your oftler? 
Pal. Go hang thyſelf in thy own heir apparent garters; 
lde ta'en, I'II peach for this; an' I have not ballads 
ade on you all, and ſung to filthy tunes, let a cup of 
Rack be my poiſon; when a jeſt is ſo forward, and a- foot 


oo! I hate it. 
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Enter Gads-hill and Bardolþh. 


Gads. Stand! 
Hal. So I do againſt my will. 
| Poins. O, 'tis our ſetter, I know his voice. 
bardolph, what news? 
Bard. Caſe ye, cafe ye; on with your vizards; there's 
onecy of the King's coming down the hill, 'tis going to 
e King's exchequer. 

Ful. You lie, you rogue, *tis going to the King's ta- 
ern. 
. Gads. There's enough to make us all. 

Fal. To be hang'd. 
. Henry. Sirs, you four ſhall front them in the narrow 
ane; Ned Poins and I will walk lower; if they *ſcape 

From your encounter, then they light on us. 
I | 
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Peto. But how came he to be of them ? 

Gads. Some eight or ten. 

Fal. Zounds! will they not rob us? 

P. Henry. What, a coward, Sir John Paunch? 

Fal. Indeed I am not John of Gaunt, your grand-fa- 
ther; but yet no coward, Hal. 

P. Henry. Well, we'll leave that to the proof. 

Poins. Sirrah, Jack, thy horſe ſtands behind the hedge; 
when thou need*ſt him, there ſhalt thou find him; fare- 
well, and ftand faſt. | 

Zul. Now cannot I ſtrike him if I ſhould be hang'd. 

P. Henry. Ned, where are our diſguiſes ? 

Poins. Here, hard by: ſtand cloſe. 

Fal. Now, my maſters, happy man be his dole, ſay I; 
every man to his buſineſs. 


SCENE IV. Enter Travellers. 


Trav. Come, neighbour; the boy ſhall lead our hor- 
ſes down the hill: we'll walk a-foot a while, and eaſe our 
legs. 

Thieves. Stand! 

Trav. Jeſu bleſs vs! | 

Fal. Strike; down with them, cut the villains” throats; 
ah! whoreſon caterpillars; bacon-fed knaves; they hate 
us youth: down with them, fleece them. 

Trav, O, we are undone both we and ours for ever. 

Fal. Hang ye, gorbellied knaves, are you undone? no, 
ye fat chuffs, I would your ſtore were here. On, ba- 
cons, on! what, ye knaves! young men mult live; you 
are grand jurors, are ye? well jure ye, faith. 

[ Here they rob and bind them. Exeunt. 


Enter Prince Henry and Poins, 


P. Henry. The thieves have bound the true men: now 
could thou and I rob the thieves, and go merrily to Lon- 
don, it would be argument for a week, laughter for a 
month, and a good jeſt for ever. 

Poing. Stand cloſe, 1 hear them coming. 


Enter Thieves again. 


Fal. Come, my maſters, let us ſhare, and then to 
horſe before day; an' the Prince and: Poins be not two 
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rant cowards, there's equity ſtirring. There's no mote 
Falour in that Poins, than in a wild duck. 
P. Henry. Your money. 
Po ins. Villain! | 
[A. they are ſharing, the Prince and Poins ſet upon 
them. They all run away; and Falſlaff, after a 
7 How or two, runs away too, leaving the booty be- 
49 hind them. 
| P. Henry. Got with much eaſe, Now merrily to 
F horſe: 
f e thieves are ſcatter'd, and poſſeſs'd with fear 
Bo ſtrongly, that they dare not meet each other; 
Fach takes his fellow for an officer. 
Muay, good Ned. Now Falſtaff ſweats to death, 
And lards the lean earth as he walks along: 
ere't not for laughing, I ſhould pity him, 
Poins. tlow the rogue roar'd! [ Excunt. 


SCENE V. Lord Percy's houſe. 


Enter Hot-ſpur ſolus, reading a leiter. 


Bit for mine own part, my Lord, I could be well con- 
1 tented to be there, in reſpect of the love I bear your houſe. 
2} 5 He could be contented to be there; why is he not then? 
I reſpert of the love he bears our houſe! he ſhews in this, he 
loves his own barn better than he loves our houſe. Let 
nie ſce ſome more. The purpoſe you undertake is dangerous. 
hy, that's certain: 'tis dangerous to take a cold, to 
deep, or drink: but I tell you, my Lord foo!, out of 
his nettle danger, we pluck this flower ſafety. The 
| burpoſe you undertake is dangerous, the friends you have 
Hh med uncertain, the time itſelf unſorted, and your whole 
| 11 blut too light, for the counterpoiſe of ſo great an oppoſition. 
ay you ſo, ſay you ſo? I ſay unto you again, you are 
WH ſhallow cowardly hind, and you lie. What a lack- 
"of brain is this? By the Lord, our plot is a good plot as 
MW ever was laid; our friends true and conſtant: a good 
8 plot, good friends, and full of expectation; an excel- 
ent. plot, very good friends. What a froſty- ſpirited 
9-25 4< this is? Why, my Lord of York commends the 
plot, and the general courſe of the action. By this 
hand, if I were now by this raſcal, I could brain him 
I 2 with 
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with his Lady's fan“. Is there not my father, my uncle, 
and myſelf, Lord Edmund Mortimer, my Lord of Vork, 
and Owen Glendower? is there not, beſides, the Douglas? 
have I not all their letters, to meet me in arms by the 
ninth of next month? and are not ſome of them ſet for- 
ward already? What a Pagan raſcal is this? an iufidel. 
Ha! you ſhall ſee now, in very ſincerity of fear and cold 
heart, will he to the King, and lay open all our proceed- 
ings. O, I could dwide myſelf, and go to buffets, for 
moving {uch a diſh of ſſcimm'd milk with ſo honourabl- | 
an action. Hang him, let him tell the King. We arc 
prepared, I will ſet forward to-night. 


SCENE VI. Enter Lady Percy. 


How now, Kate! I muſt leave you within theſe two hours. 
Lady. O my good Lord, why are you thus alone? 
For what offence have I this fortnight been 
A baniſh'd woman from my Harry's bed? 
Tell me, ſweet Lord, what 18't that takes from thee 
Thy ſtomach, pleaſure, and tny golden ſleep? _ 9 
Why doſt thou bend thy eyes upon the earth, 
And ſtart ſo often when thou fittſt alone? 
Why haſt thou loſt the freſh blood im thy cheeks? 
And given my treaſures and my rights of thee, 
To thick-ey'd muſing, and curs'd melancholy ? 
In thy faint flumbers I by thee have watch'd, 
% And heard thee murmur tales of iron wars; 
« Speak terms of manage to thy bounding ſteed: 
& Cry, Courage! To the field! and thou halt talk'd 
« Of fallies, and retires; of trenches, tents; | 
„Of palifadoes, fortins, parapets; 
« Of hafiliſks, of cannon, culverin; 
« Of priſoners? ranſom, and of ſoldiers ſlain, 
&« And all the current of a heady fight.” 
Thy ſpirit within thee hath been ſo at war, 
And thus hath ſo beſtirr'd thee in thy ſleep, 
That beads of ſweat have ſtood upon thy brow, 
Like bubbles in a late-diſturbed ſtream: 
And in thy face ſtrange motions have.uppear'd, #4 


Suck 


+ The fans then in ſaſhion, had very long handles. 
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* uch as we ſee when men reſtrain their breath 
5 | 


k On ſome great ſudden haſte. O, what portents are theſe? 
3 Some heavy buſineſs hath my Lord in hand, 
I And I muſt know it, elſe he loves me not. 
* Fot. What, ho! is Gilliams with the packet gone? 
1. F | Enter Servant. 
. | Serv. He is, my Lord, an hour agone. 
ad > Hz. Hath Butler brought theſe horſes from the Sheriff? 
1 15 Serv. One horſe, my Lord, he brought ev'n now. 
= 4 Hot. What horſe! a roan, a crop-ear, is it not? 
8 Serv. It is, my Lord. 
Hot. That roan ſhall be my throne. 
Woll, I will back him ſtrait. O Eſperance! 
Bid Butler lead him forth into the park. [Exit Servant. 
. * Lady. But hear you, my Lord. 
7 Hot. What ſay'ſt thou, my Lady? 
Lady. What is it carries you away? a 


Flo. Why, my horſe, my love, my horſe, 
Lady. Out, you mad-hcaded ape! a weazel hath not 
= Such a deal of ſpleen as you are toſs'd with. 
In faith, I'll know your buſineſs, that I will: 
I fear, my brother Mortimer doth ſtir 
About his title, and hath ſent for you 
To live his enterpriſe. But if you go 
Hot. So far a-foot, I ſhall be weary, love. 
Lady. Come, come, you paraquito, anſwer me 
Directly to this queſtion I ſhall aſk. 
I'll break thy little finger, Harry, 
An' if thou wilt not tell me all things true. 
Hot. Away, away, you trifler: love! I love thce not, 
] care not for thee, Kate; this is no world | 
To play with mammets “, and to tilt with lips. 
We mutt have bloody noſes, and crack'd crowns, 
And paſs them current too—Gods me! my horſe ! 
What ſay*it thou, Kate? what wouldſt thou have with me? 
' Lady. Do ye not love me? do you not indeed? 
Well, do not then. For, fince you love me not, 
I will not love myſelf. Do you not love me? 
Nay, tell me, if you ſpeak in jeſt or no. 
Het. Come, wilt thou ſee me ride? 
hy 2 And 
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And when I am o'horſe-back, I will ſwear, 
I love thee infinitely. But hark you, Kate, 
I muſt not have you henceforth queition mt, 
Whither I go; nor reaſon whereabent. 
Whither I muſt, I muſt; and, to conclude 
This evening mult J leave thee, gentle Kate. 
I know you wiſe; but yet no further wiſe 
Than Harry Percy's wife. Conſtant you are, 
But yet a woman; and for fecrecy, 
No lady clofer. For I well believe, 
Thou wilt not utter what thou doſt not know: 
And ſo far will I truſt thee, gentle Kate. 
J.ady. How! ſo far? 
Hui. Not an inch further. But hark you, Kate, 
Whither I go, thither ſhall you go too; 
To-day will I ſet forth, to-morrow you. 
Will this content you, Kate ? 
Lady. It muſt of force. [Exeunt, 


SCENE VII. 
Changes to the Boar's-head tavern in Eafſ-cheap. 
Enter Prince Henry and Poins. 


P. Henry. Ned, pr'ythee come out of that fat room, 
and lend me thy hand to laugh a little. 

Poins. Where haſt been, Hal? | 

P. Henry. With three or four loggerheads, amongſt 
three or four ſcore hogſheads. I have founded the very 


baſe ſtring of humility. Sirrah, I am ſworn brother to 


a leaſh of drawers, and can call them all by their Chri- 


ſtian names, as Tom, Dich, and Francis, They take 
it already upon their conſcience, that though I be but 
Prince of Wales, yet I am the King of courteſy ; tell- 
ing me flatly, I am no proud jack, like Falſtaff; but a 
Corinthian, a lad of mettle, a good boy; (by the Lord, 
ſo they call me;) and when 1 am King of England, I 
ſhall command all the good lads in Eaſt-cheap. They 
call drinking deep dying ſcarlet ; and when you breathe 
in your watering, they cry, Hem! and bid you play it 
oft. To conclude, I am ſo good a proficient in one 
quarter of an hour, that I can drink with any tinker in 
his own language during my life. I tell thee, Ned, 1775 
la 
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haſt loſt much honour, that thou wert not with me in 
this action; but, ſweet Ned, (to {weeten which 
name of Ned I give thee this penny worth of ſugur, 
clapp'd even now into iny hand by an under-ſkinker, one 
that never ſpake other Engliſh in his life, than Eight 


ſhillings and fixpence, and Jon are welcome, Sir; with this 


ſhrill addition, Anon, anon, Sir] Score a pint of Laſtard 
in the half moun, or ſo:) But, Ned, to drive away the time 
till Falitaff come, I pr'ythee, do thou ſtand in ſome by- 
room, while 1 neſtion my puny drawer, to what end he 
gave me the ſugar; and do thou never leave calling Frau- 
cis, that his tale to me may be nothing but Anon. Step 
aſide, and I'll ſhew thee a precedent. 
[ Poins retires. 
Poms. Francis! 
P. Henry. Thou art perfect. 


Poins. Francis! 


SCENE VIII. Euter Francis the drawer. 


Fran. Anon, anon, Sir; look down into che pom 
granate, Ralph. 

P. Henry. Come hither, Francis. 

Fran. My Lord. | 

P. Henry. How long haſt thou to ſerve, Francis? 

Fran, Forfooth, five years, and as much as to— 

Point. Francis! 

Fran. Anon, anon, Sir. 

P. Henry. Five years; by'rlady, a long leaſe for the 
clinking of pewter. But, Francis, dareſt thou to be fo 
valiant, as to play the coward with thy indenture, and 
ſhew it a fair pair of heels, and run from it ? 

Fran, O Lord, Sir, ll be ſworn upon all the bggks 
in England, I could find in my heart 1 

Point. Francis! 

Fran. Anon, anon, Sir. 

P. Henry. How old art thou, Francis? 

Fran. [a me ſee, about Michaelmas next I ſhall 


be 


Poins. Francis! 

Fran. Anon, Sir; pray you ſtay a little, my Lord. 

P. Henry. Nay, but hark you, Francis, for the ſugar 
thou gaveſt me, twas a penny worth, was't not? 


Fran. 
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Fran. O Lord, I would it had been two. 

P. Henry. 1 will give thee for it a thouſand pound: 
aſk me when thou wilt, and thou ſhalt have it. 

Poing. Francis! 

Fran. Anon, anon. 

P. Henry. Anon, Francis? no, Francis, but to mor- 
row, Francis; or, Francis, on "Thurſday; or, indeed, 
Francis, when thou wilt. But, Francis, 

Fran. My Lord? 

H. Henry. Wilt thou rob this leathern-jerkin, cryſtal- 
button, knot-pated, agat-ring, puke- ſtocking, caddice- 
garter, ſmooth- tongue, Spaniſh-pouch. 

Fran. O Lord, Sir, who do you mean? 

P. Henry. Why then your brown baitard is your only 
drink; for look you, Francis, your white canvas doublet. 


will ſully. In Barbary, Sir, it cannot come to ſo much. 
Fran. What, Sir? | 


Poins. Francis! 
P. Henry. Away, you rogue, doſt thou not hear them 
call ? 
Here they both call; the drawer flands amazed, nat 
knowing wwhich way to go. 
| Enter I intner. 


Vint. What, ſtand'ſt thou ſtill, and hear'ſt ſuch a cal- 
ling? Look to the gueſts within. My Lord, old Sir 
John with half a dozen more at the door; ſhall I let them 
in? 

P. Henry. Let them alone a while, and then open the 
door. Poins, [Exit Vintner. 


Enter Poing. 
Poins. Amon, anon, Sir. 


P. Henry. Surah, Falitaff and the 1cſt of the thieves 
are at the door? ſhall we be merry ? 
Poins. As merry as crickets, my lad. But hark ye, 


what cunning match have you made with this jeſt of the 
drawer? come, what's the iſſue? 

P. Henry. I am now of all humours, that have ſhew'd 
themſelves humours, fince the old days of goodman Adam, 
to the pupil age of this preſent twelve o'clock at mid- 
night. What's o'clock, Francis ? 

Fran. Anon, anon, Sir. 


P. Henry. 
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KING HENRY iv. 105 
P. Henry. That ever this fellow ſhould have fewer 


words than a parrot, and yet the ſon of a woman! 
His induſtry is up ſtairs and down ftairs; his eloquence 
the parcel of a reckoning. I am not yet of Percy's 
mind, the hot-ſpur of the north; he that kills me ſome 
lix or ſeven dozen of Scots at a breakfaſt, waſhes his 
hands, and ſays to his wife, „ Fy upon this quiet life! 
I want work.” „O my ſweet Harry, (ſays ſhe,) how ma- 
ny haſt thou kill'd to-day ?? „ Give my roan horſe a 
drench, (ſays he,) and anſwers, Some fourteen, {an hour 
after;) a trifle, a trifle.” I pr'ythee, call in Falſtaff; 
I'll play Percy, and that damn'd brawn ſhall play dame 
Mortimer his wife. Ribi, ſays the drunkard. Call in. 


ribs, call in tallow. 


SCENF IX. 
Enter Falfiaf, Gads-hill, Bardolph, and Peso. 


Piins, Welcome, Jack; where haſt thou been? 

Fal. A plague of all cowards, 1 ſay, and a vengeance 
too, marry and Amen! Give me a cup of ſack, boy— 
Ere I lead this life long, I'Il fow nether ſocks, and mend 
them, and foot them too. A plague of all cowards! 
Give me a cup of ſack, rogue. Is there nv virtue ex- 
tant ? He drinks. 

P. Henry. Didſt thon never ſee Titan kiſs a diſh of 


butter ? (pitiful-hearted Titan!) that melted at the ſweet 


tale of the fun? if thou didft, then behold that com- 
pound. 

Fal. You rogue, here's lime in this ſack too; there is 
nothing but roguery to be found in villanous man; yet 
a coward is worſe than a cup of ſack with lime in it. A 
villanous coward=— Go thy ways, old Jack, die when 
thou wilt; if manhood, good manhood, be not forgot 
upon the face of the earth, then am I a ſhotten herring. 
There live not three good men unhang'd in England, 
and one of them is fat, and grows old, God help, the 
while! a bad world; I ſay. 1 would I were a weaver; 
1 could fing pſalms, and all manner of ſongs ®, A 
plague of all cowards, I ſay ſtill! 

P. Ilenry. 


In the perſecutions of the proteſtants in Flanders under raf ". 
| thule 
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P. Henry. How now, Woolſack, what mutter you? 

Ful. A king's ſon! if 1 do not heat thee out of thy 
kingdom with a dagger of Jath, and drive all thy ſubjects 
afore thee like a flock of wild-geeſe, I'll never wear hair 


on my face more. You Prince of Wales! 


H. Henry. Why, you whoreſon round man! what's the 
matter! 


Fal. Are you not a coward? anſwer me to that, and 
Poins there? 


P. Henry. Ye fat paunch, an' ye call me coward, I'll 
ſtab thee. 

Fal. 1 call thee coward; I'll fee thee damn'd ere I 
call thee coward; but I would give a thouſand pound I 
could run as fait as thou canſt. You are ftrait enough 
in the ſhoulders, you care not who ſees your back: call 
you that backing of your friends? a plague upon ſuch 
backing! give me them that will face me Give me 
a cup of ſack; I ama rogue, if I drunk to-day. 

P. Henry. O villain, thy lips are ſcarce wip'd fince 
thou drunk'ſt laſt. 

Fal. All's one for that. [ He drinks, 
A plague of all cowards, ſtill, ſay I! 

P. Henry. What's the matter ? 

Fal. What's the matter? here be four of us have 
ta'en a thouſand pound this morning. 

P. Henry. Where is it, Jack? where is it? 

Fal. Where is it? taken from us, it is; a hundred 
upon poor four of us. | 

P. Henry. What, a hundred, man? 

Fal. Jam a rogue, if I were not half ſword with a 
dozen of them two hours together. I have eſcap'd by 
miracle. I am eight times thruſt through the doublet, 
four through the hoſe, my buckler cut through and 
through, my ſword hack'd. like a hand-ſaw, ecce-fignum. 
I never dealt better ſince I was a man! all would not do. 
A plague of all cowards!—let them ſpeak : if they ſpeak 
more or leſs than truth, they are villains, and the ſons of 


darkneſs. 
P. Henry. Speak, Sirs, how was it? 


Gads. 


thoſe who came over into England on that occaſion, brought with 
them the woollen manufactory. Theſe were Calviniſts, who were 
always diſtinguiſhed for their love of pſalmody. Mr, Warburton. 
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Gads. We four ſet upon ſome dozen. 

Fal. Sixteen, at leaſt, my Lord. 

Gads. And bound them. 

Peto. No, no, they were not bound. 

Fal. You rogue, they were bound, every man of them, 
or I ama Jew elſe, an Ebrew Jew. 

Gads. As we were ſharing, ſome ſix or ſeven freſh men 
ſet upon us. | 
Fal. And unbound the reſt, and then came in the 
other. | 

P. Henry. What, fought ye with them all? 

Tal. All! I know not what you call al/; but if I 
fought not with fifty of them, I am a bunch of radiſh. 
If there were not two or three and fifty upon poor old 
Jack, then am I no two-legg'd creature. 

Poins, Pray heav'n, you have not murthered ſome of 
them, 

Fal. Nay that's paſt praying for. I have pepper'd 
two of them; two, I am ſure, I have pay'd, two rogues 
in buckram-ſuits. I tell thee what, Hal, if I tell thee a 
lie, ſpit in my face, call me horſe; chou know'ſt my old 
ward; here I lay, and thus I bore my point; four rogues 


in buckram let drive at me. 


P. Henry. What, four? thou ſaidſt but two, even 
now. 

Fal. Four, Hal, I told thee four. 

Point. Ay, ay, he ſaid four. * 

Val. Thele four came all a-front, and mainly thruſt at 
me; I made no more ado, but took all their ſeven points 
in my target, thus. 

. Henry. Seven? why there were but four, even now. 

Fal. In buckram. 

Point. Ay, four, in buckram-ſuits. 

Fal. Seven, by theſe hilts, or 1 am a villain elſe. 


P. Henry. Pr'ythee let him alone, we ſhall have more 
anon. 


Fal. Doſt thou hear me, Hal? | 
P. Henry. Ay, and mark thee too, Jack. 


Fal. Do ſo, for it is worth the liſt'ning to. Theſe nine 
in buckram that I told thee of. 


P. Henry. So, two more already. 


Fal. Their points being broken — 


Poins. 
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Poins, Down fell his hoſe. 

Fal. Began to give me ground; but I follow'd me 
cloſe, came in foot and hand; and, with a thought, ſeven 
of the eleven I pay'd, 

P. Henry. O monſtrous! eleven buckram-men grown 
out of two! 

Fal. But as the devil would have it, three miſbegot- 
ten knaves in Kendal green came at my back, and let 
drive at me; (for it was ſo dark, Hal, that thou couldſt 
not ſee thy hand.) 

P. Henry. Theſe lies are like the father that begets 
them, groſs as a mountain, open, palpable. Why, thou 
clay-brain'd guts, thou knotty-pated fool, thou whore- 


1 ſon obſcene greaſy tallow-catch —— 
| Fal. What, art thou mad? art thon mad? is not the #3 
truth the truth? b 


P. Henry. Why, how couldſt thou hn theſe men 
in Kendal green, when it was ſo dark thou could'ſt 
not fee thy hand? Come, tell us your reaſon: what 
ſay'ſt thou to this? 

Poins. Come, your reaſon, Jack, your reaſon. | 

Fal. What, upon compulſion? no; were I at the | 
ſtrapado, or all the racks in the world, I would not | 
tell you on compulſion. Give you a reaſon on compul- 4 ; 
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ſion! if reaſons were as plenty as black-berries, I would 
give no man a reaſon upon compulſion, I. 

P. Henry. I'll be no longer guilty of this fin. This 
ſanguine coward, this bed - preſſer, this horſe· back. breaker, 
this huge hill of fleſh. 

Fal. Away, you ſtarveling, you eel-ſkin, you dry'd 
neat's-tongue, bull's- pizzel, you ſtock- fin. O for breath 
to utter! What is like thee? You tailor's yard, you 
ſheath, you bow. caſe, you vile ſtanding tuck,- 

3 Henry. Well, breathe a while, and then to't again; 
and when hos haſt tir'd thyſelf in baſe compariſons, hear 
me ſpeak but this. 

Point. Mark, Jack. 

P. Henry. We two ſaw you four ſet on four, you 
bound them, and were maſter of their wealth; mark 
now how a plain tale ſhall put you down. Then did 
we two ſet on you four, and with a word outfac'd you 
from your prize, and have it; yea, can ſhew it 3 

\ ere 
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5 here in the houſe. And, Falſtaff. you carry d your 


5 
6 


guts away as nimbly, with a$quick dexterity, and roar'd 


Ee for mercy, and ſtill ran and roar'd, as ever I heard 


7 bull-calf. What a ſlave art thou, to hack thy ſword as 
thou haſt done, and then ſay it was in fight? What 
trick? what device? what ſtarting-hole canſt thou now 


+ find out, to hide thee from this open and apparent 


i 
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ſhame! 
now? 
Fal. By the Lord, I knew ye as well as he that 
made ye. Why, hear ye, my maſters; was it for me 
0c kill the heir-apparent ? Should I turn upon the true 

Prince? Why, thou knoweſt, I am as valiant as Her- 

cules; but beware inſtinct, the lion will not touch the 
true prince. Inſtinct is a great matter. 1 was a coward 
on inſtinct. I ſhall think the better of myſelf and thee 


4s 
* 
1 


; = Poms. Come, let's hear, Jack; what trick haft thou 
> 


| 2 during my life; I, for a valiant lion, and thou for a 


true prince. But by the Lord, lads, I am glad you 
. = the money. Hoſteſs, clap to the doors; watch 
Fo- night, pray to-morrow. Gallants, lads, boys, hearts 
| cf pf gold, all the titles of good fellowſhip come to you! 
hat, ſhall we be merry? ſhall we have a play ex- 


_— — 


4 
2 


4 empore? 
it | P. Henry. Content: 
thy running away. 


OS 
7 


* 4 Fal. Ah! — no more of that, Hal, if thou loveſt me. 
Is SCENE x. Br Hoſteſs. 


Hoſt. O Jeſu! my Lord the Prince! 
. Henry. How now, my lady the hoſteſs, what ſay'ſt 
ou to me? | 4 
= 2/7. Marry, my Lord, there is a Nobleman of the 
ourt at door would ſpeak with you; he ſays he comes 
rom your father. * 
P. Henry. Give him as much as will make him a royal 
dan, and ſend him back again to my mother. 
Fal. What manner of man is he? 


and the argument ſhall be 
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2. An old man. 

+ What doth g out of his bed at midni 

al 1 gire him he eaſes ys 
P. Henry. Pr'ythee, do, Jack. oy 
Vor. IV. K Fal. 
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Fal. Faith, and I'll ſend him packing. [Exit 
P. Henry. Now, Sirs, by'r Lady, you fought fair; 
ſo did you, Peto; ſo did you, Bardolph : you are lions 


too, you ran away upon inſtinct; you will not touch the 
true Prince ; no, fie! 


Bard. Faith, I ran when I ſaw-others run. 

P. Henry. Tell me now in earneſt, how came Falſtaff's 
ſword ſc hack'd? 

Peto. Why, he hack'd it with his dagger, and ſaid, 
he would ſwear truth out of England, but he would make 
you believe it was done in fight, and perſuaded us to do 
the like. | 

Bard. Vea, and to tickle our noſes with ſpear-graſs, 
to make them bleed; and then beſlubber our garments 
with it, and ſwear it was the blood of true men. 1 did 
that I did not theſe ſeven years before, I bluſh'd to hear 
his monſtrous devices. | 

P. Henry. O villain, thou ſtoleſt a cup of ſack eigh- 
teen years ago, and wert taken with the manner, and 
ever ſince thou haſt bluſh'd extempore; thou hadſt fire 
and ſword on thy fide, and yet thou ranneſt away; what 
inflin& hadſt thou for it? 

Bard. My Lord, do you ſee theſe meteors? do you 
behold theſe exhalations? | 

P. Henry. I do. 5 

Bard. What think you they portend? 

P. Henry. Hot livers, and cold purſes. 

Bard. Choler, my Lord, if rightly taken. 

P. Henry. No, if rightly taken, halter, 


SCENE XI. Re-enter Falſteff 


Here comes lean Jack, here comes bare-bone. How 


now, my ſweet creature of bombaſt, how long is't ago, 
Jack, fince thou ſaw'ſt thy own knee? "py 

Fal. My own knee? When I was about thy years, 
Hal, I was not an eagle's talon in the waſte; I could 


tave crept into any alderman's thumb-ring: a plague of 


ſighing and grief, it blows a man up like a bladder. 
'[here's villanous news abroad: here was Sir John Braby 
from your father; you muſt go to the court in the morn- 


ing. That ſame mad fellow in the North, Perey,— 


and 
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and he of Wales, that gave Amamon the baſtinado, and 

made Lucifer cuckold, and ſwore the devil his true Liege- 

wen upon the croſs of a Welch hook: what a plague 

1e call you him? 
1 Point. O, Glendower. 

Fal. Owen, Owen; the ſame: and his ſon-in-law Mor- 


„ timer, and old Northumberland, and that ſprightly Scot 
of Scots Douglas, that runs a horſeback up a hill per- 
d, pendicular ; ; f 
e 1 P H-nry. He that rides at high-ſpced, and with a piſ- 
lo tol kills a ſparrow flying. 
eh { Fal. You have hit it. 
ſs, i. Henry. 80 did he never the ſparrow. 


ts j Fial. Well; that raſcal had good mettle in him, he 
id will not run. R 
i Pe. Henry. Why, what a raſcal art thou then, to praiſe 
233 him ſo for running? 
h. Fal. A horſeback, ye cuckow,—but a- foot, he will 
ad not budge a foot. | | 
re P. Henry. Yes, Jack, upon inſtinct. ! 
33 Fal. I grant ye, upon inſtinct: well, he is there too, 
and one ET and a thouſand blue-caps more. Wor- 
ceſter is ſtol'n away by night: thy father's beard is turn'd 
white with the news: you may buy land now as cheap as 
ſtinking mackerel. | 
P. Henry. Then tis like, if there come a hot June, 
and this civil buffetting hold, we ſhall buy maidenheads 
as they buy hob-nails, by the hundred. 7 
Fal. By the maſs, lad, thou ſay'ſt true; it is like we 
ſhall have good trading that way. But tell me, Hal, 
art not thou horribly afeard? thou being heir-apparent, 
could the world pick thee out three Cach enemies again 


4 as that, fiend Douglee that ſpirit Percy, and that devil 
co, 8 — N * not horribly afraid? doth not thy 


Fi 25 Not a whit, faith; 1 lack ſome of thy in- 

N 1 E 

Fal. Well, thou wilt be horribly chid to-morrow, 

when thou com'ſt to thy father: if thou do love me, 

practiſe an anſwer. | a | 

FP. Henry. Do thou ſtand for my father, and examine 
me upon the particulars of my life. ' 
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Ful. Shall I? content. This chair ſhall be my ſtate, 
this dagger my ſceptre, and this cuſhion my crown. 
P. Henry. Thy ftate is taken for a joint-ſtool, thy 


golden ſceptre for a leaden dagger, and thy precious 


rich crown for a pitiful bald crown. 

Fal. Well, an' the fire of grace be not quite out of 
thee, now ſhalt thou be moved. Give me a cup of 
ſack to make mine eyes look red, that it may be thought 
I have wept; for | muſt ſpeak in paſſion, and 1 will do 
it in King Cambyſes? vein *, 

P. Henry, Well, here is my leg. 

l Fal. And here is my ſpeech Stand aſide, Nobi- 
ity 

Hoft. This is excellent fport, i' faith. | 

Fal. Weep not, ſweet Quern, for trickling tears are vain. 

Halt. O the father! how he holds his countenance? 

Fal. For God's ſake, Lords, convey my trififul Queen. 
For tears do flop the flood gates of her eyes. 

Het. O rare, he doth it as like one of thoſe harlotry 
players as I ever ſee. dd 

Ful. Peace, good pint-pot ; peace, tickle-brain— 
Harry, I do — Fn marvel, where thou ſpendeft thy 
© time; but alſo, how thou art accompany'd: for 
© tho? the camomile, the more it is trodden on, the 
* faſter it grows; yet youth, the more it is waſted, the 


_ © ſooner it wears. Thou art my ſon, I have partly thy 


* mother's word, partly my own opinion; but chiefly, 
* a villanous trick of thine eye, and a fooliſh hanging 
* of thy nether lip, that doth warrant me. If then thou 
be ſon to me, here lietk the point; why, beiug ſon to 
me, art thou fo pointed at? Shall the bleſſed ſun of 
heav'n prove a micher +, and eat black-berries? a 
* queſtion not to be aſk'd. Shall the ſon of England 
prove a thief and take purſes? a queſtion to be afk'd. 
There is a thing, Harry, which thou haſt often heard 
* of, and it is known to many in our land by the name 
« of pitch: this pitch, as ancient writers do report, doth 
© defile; fo doth the company thou keep'ſt for, Harry, 

| © now 


* A bombaſt play of that time, intitled, A Jamentable tragedy 
2mxed full of pleaſant mirth, containing the life of Cambyſes King of 


45. e. Truant. To mich, is lurk out of fight, a hedge-creeper. 
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now do I not ſpeak to thee in drink, but in tears; 
© not in pleaſure but in paſſion; not in words only, but 
in woes alſo; and yet there is a vituous man, whom 
© ] have often noted in thy company, but I know not 
his name. | 

p. Henry. What manner of man, an' it like your Ma- 
jeſty? 
: Fal. A goodly portly man, Yfaith, and a corpulent ; 
of a chearfal look, a pleaſing eye, and a moſt noble 
carriage; and, as I think, his age ſome fifty, or by'r 
Lady, inclining to threeſcore ; and now, I remember 
me, his name is Falſtaff. If that man ſhould be lewd- 
© ly given, he deceives me; for, Harry, I fee virtue in 
© his looks. If then the fruit may be known by the tree, 
« as the tree by the fruit, then peremptorily I ſpeak it, 


dA there is virtue in that Falſtaff; him keep with, the reſt - 


* baniſh. And tell me now, thou naughty varlet, tell me, 
« where haſt thou been this month ?? 

P. Henry. Doſt thou ſpeak like a King? do thou ſtand 
for me, and I'll play my father. 

Fal. Depoſe me? If thou doſt it half ſo gravely, 


ſo majeſtically, both in word and matter, hang me up by 


the heels for a rabbet-ſucker, or a poulterer's hare *. 
P. Henry. Well, here I am ſet. . 
Fal. And here I ſtand; judge, my maſters. 8 
P. Henry. Now, Harry, whence come you? } 
Fal. My Noble Lord, from Eaſt-cheap. 
P. Henry. The complaints I hear of thee are grievous. 
Fal. *Sblood, my Lord, they are falſe. Nay, I'll. 


tickle ye for a young prince. 


f. Henry. Sweareſt thou, ungracious boy? hence- 
forth ne'er look on me; thou art valiantly carried a- 
way from grace; there's a devil haunts thee in the 
* likeneſs of a fat old man: a tun of man is thy com- 
* panion. Why doſt thou converſe with that trunk of 
* humours, that boulting hutch of beaſtlineſs, that 
« ſwoln parcel of dropſies, that huge bombard of ſack, 
* that ſtuff'd cloak-bag of guts, that roaſted Manning-tree 
ox with the pudding in his belly, that reverend vice, 

K 3 | that 


98 a painted hare, ha ed on a board uſed by poulterers 
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that grey iniquity, that father ruſſian, that vanity in 
years? Wherein is he good, but to taſte ſack and drink 
it? wherem meat and cleanly, but to carve a capon and 
eat it? wherein cunning, but in craft? wherein crafty, 
* but in villany? wherein villanous, but in all things ? 
© wherem worthy, but in nothing?” 


Fal. 1 would your Grace would take me with you: 


whom means your Grace? 

P. H-nry. That villanous abominable miſleader of 
youth, Falſtaff, that old whitebearded Satan. 

Fal. My Lord, the man I know. 

P. Henry. I know thou doſt. 

Fal. * But to fay, I know more harm in him than in 
© myſelf, were to ſay more than I know. That he is 
« old, the more 1s the pity, his white hairs do witneſs 
* itz but that he is (ſaving your reverence) a whore- 


« maſter, that I utterly deny. If ſack and ſugar be a 
« fault, God help the wicked! if to be old merry 


«hea fin, then many an old hoft that I know, is damn'd: 


jf to be fat be to be hated, then Pharaoh's lean kine are Mt 


to be lov'd. No, my good Lord, bamfh Peto, baniſh 
© Fardolph, baniſh Poms; but for ſweet Jack Falſtaff, 
« kind Jack Falſtaff, true Jack Falſtaff, valiant Jack Fal. 
« ſtaff, and therefore more valiant, being as he is, old Jack 
« Falitaif; baniſh not him thy Harry's company: baniſh 
plump Jack, and baniſh all the world.” 
P. Henry. I do, 1 will. 
7 [ Anocking ; and Hoſteſs goes out. 


Enter Bardolph running. 


Bard. O, my Lord, my Lord, the Sheriff, with a moſt 
monſtrous watch, is at the door. 

Fal. Out, vou rogue! play out the play: I hase much 
to ſay in behalf of chat Falſtaff. oy 


| Re-enter the Flofteſe. 


Hof. O, my Lord, Lord! * 

281 High, heigb, che del rides upon a fiddleftick : 
what's the matter? | 

Heß. The Sheriff and all the watch are at the door: 
they we come to ſcarch the houſe: hall Idet them in? 


Fal. 


walk up above. 
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Fal. Doſt thou hear, Hal? never call a true piece of 
gold a counterfeit: thou art eſſentially mad, without 

ing ſo. 

H. 3 And thou a natural coward, without in- 
ſtinct. 

Fal. J deny your major; * will deny the Sheriff, 
ſo; if not, let him enter. I become not a cart ag 
well as another man, a plague on my bringing up; T 
hope I ſhall as feon be ſtrangled with a halter as an- 
other. 

P. Henry. Go, hide thee behind the arras, the reſt 
Now, my maſters, for a true face and 
good conſcience. 


Ful. Beth which I have had; but their date is ont, 


[ Exeunt Falſtaff, Bardolph, c. 
P. Henry. Call in the Seri 


aud therefore I'll hide me. 


SCENE XII. Enter Sheriff and Carrier. 


1 Now, Maſter Sheriff, what is your will with me? 


Sher. Firſt, pardon me, my Lord. A . and cry 
Hath follow'd certain men unto this 

P. Henry. What men? 

Sher. One of them is well known, my gracious Lord, 


A groſs fat man. 


Car. As fat as butter. 

P. Henry. The man I do aſſure you is not here, 
For I myſelf at this time have employ'd him; 
And, Sheriff, Il engage my word to thee, 


That I will, by to-morrow dinner-time, 


Send him to anſwer thee, or any man, 
For any thing he ſhall be charg'd withal : 
And fo let me intreat you leave the houſe. 

Sher. I will, my Lord: there are two 
Have in this loſt three hundred marks. 

P. Henry. It may be ſo; if he have robb'd theſe men, 
He ſhall be anſwerable; and ſo farewell. N 

Sher. Good night, my Noble Lord. . 
P. Henry. I think it is good morrow, is ĩt not? 
Thor Indeed, my apr 1 ng it be two o'clock. 

P. 2 
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P. Henry. This oily raſcal is known as well as Paul's? 

go call him forth. 

Peto. Falſtaff 
ſnorting like a horſe. 

P. Henry. Hark, how hard he fetches breath; ſearch 
his pockets. wor 

He ſearches his pockets, cad nds certain papers. 
What haſt — found? . þ oh 

Peto. Nothing but papers, my Lord. 

P. Henry. Let's ſee, what be they? read them, 

Peto, Item, a capon, 28. 2d. 

Item, Sauce, 4d. 

Item, Sack, two gallons, 5 8. 8d. 

Item, Anchovies and ſack after ſupper, 28. 6d. * 

Item, Bread, a halfpenny, 

P. Henry. O monſtrous! but one halfpenny-worth of 
bread to this intolerable deal of ſack? What there is elſe, 
keep cloſe, we'll read it at more advantage; there let him 
ſleep till day. I'll to the court in the morning: we muſt 
all to the wars, and thy place ſhall be honourable. I'll 
procure this fat rogue a charge of foot, and I know his 
death will be a march of twelveſcore f. The money 
ſhall be paid back again with advantage. Be with me 
betimes in the morning; and ſo good morrow, Peto. 

Peto. Good morrow, good my Lord. [Execunt. 


ACT III. SCENE I. 
The Archdeacon of Bangor*s houſe in Wales. 
Enter Hot-ſpur, Worceſter, Lord Mortimer, and Owen 
Glendower 


faſt aſlcep behind the arras, and 
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Mort. T ava promiſes are fair, the parties fure, 
And our induction full of proſp'ruus hope. | 
Hot. Lord Mortimer, and couſin Glendower, + 
E you ſit down? | 
nd, uncle Worceſter ———a plague upon it! 
I have forgot the map. 
Glend. No, here it is; | 
t 7 Sit, 
1 i. e. u will kill han to march fo lr a tychak foot. 
Cy 1 5 Mr. P ope. 
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Sit, couſin Percy; fit, good couſin Hot - ſpur: 
For, by that name, as oft as Lancaſter 
Doth ſpeak of you, his cheek looks pale; and with 
A rifing ſigh, he wiſheth you in heav'n. 
Hot. And you in hell, as often as he hears 
Owen Glendower ſpoke of. 
Glend. „I blame him not: at my nativity, 
„ The front of heav'n was full of fiery ſhapes. 
« Of burning ereſſets; know that, at my birth, 
„The frame and the foundation of the earth 
« Shook like a coward.” 
Hot. „So it wou'd have done 
« At the ſame ſeaſon if your mother's cat 
« Had kitten'd, though yourſelf had n&er been born.“ 
Glend. 1 ſay, the earth did ſhake when I was born. 
Hot. I ſay, the earth then was not of my mind; 
If you ſuppoſe, as fearing you, it ſhook. 
Glend. Ihe heav*ns were all on fire, theearth did tremble. 
Hot. O, then the earth ſhook to ſee the heav'ns on fire, 
And not in fear of your nativity. | 
« Diſcaſed nature oftentimes breaks forth 
« In ftrange eruptions; and the teeming carth 
« Is with a kind of cholic pinch'd and vex'd, 
« By the impriſoning of unruly wind | 
Within her womb; which, for enlargement ſtriving, 
« Shakes the old beldame earth, and topples down 
„High tow'rs and moſs-grown ſteeples. At your birth, 
Our grandam earth, with this diſtemperature, 
In paſſion ſhook. | 
Glend. Couſin, of many men 
I do not bear theſe croflings: give me leave 
To tell you once again, that at my birth 
The front of heav*n was full of fiery ſhapes? 
„The goats ran from the mountains, and the herds 
Were ſtrangely clam'rous in the frighted fields: 
Theſe ſigns have mark'd me extraordinary, 
And all the courſes of my life do ſhew, 
I am not in the roll of common men. 
Where is he living, clipt in with the ſea 
That chides the banks of England, Wales, or Scotland. 
Who calls me pupil, or hath read to me? | 
And bring him out, that is but woman's fon, 
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Can trace me in the tedious ways of art, 
Or hold me pace in deep experiments. 
Hot. I think there is no man ſpeaks better Welch. 
I'll to dinner N 4 
Mort. Peace, couſin Percy; you will make him mad. 
Glend. I can call ſpirits from the vaſty deep. 
Hot. Why, ſo can I, or ſo can any man: 
But will they come when you do call for them? 
Glend. Why, I can teach thee to command the devil. 
Hot. And I can teach thee, coz, to ſhame the devil, 
By telling truth; Tell truth, and ſhame the devil. 
If thou haſt pow'r to raiſe him, bring him hither, 
And I'll be ſworn, Pve pow'r to ſhame him hence. 

Oh, while you live, tell truth, and ſhame the devil. 
Mort. Come, come! 
No more of this unprofitable chat. 

Glend. Three times hath Henry Bolingbroke made head 
Againſt my pow'r; thrice from the banks of Wye, 
And ſandy-bottom'd Severn, have I ſent 
Him bootleſs home, and weather-beaten back. 

Hot. Home without boots, and in foul weather too! 
How *ſcapes he agues, in the devil's name? $4 

Glend. Come, here's the map: ſhall we divide our right, 
According to our threefold order ta'en? 

Mort. Th' Archdeacon hath divided it 
Into three limits, very equally: _ 

England, from Trent, and Severn hitherto, 
By ſouth and eaſt, is to my part afſign'd: 
All weſtward, Wales, beyond the Severn ſhore, 
And all the fertile land within that bound, 
To Owen Glendower; and, dear coz, to you 
The remnant northward, lying off from 'Trent. 
And our indentures tripartite are drawn: 
Which, being ſealed interchangeably, 
A buſineſs that this night may execute, ) 
o-morrow, couſin Percy, you and I, 
And my good Lord of Worceſter, will ſet forth, 
To meet your father, and the Scottiſh power, . 
As is appointed us, at Shrewſbury. A 
My father Glendower is not ready yet, 
Nor ſhall we need his help theſe fourteen days: 


- 
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Your tenants, friends, and neighbouring gentlemen. 
Glend. A ſhorter time ſhall ſend me to yon, Lords: 
And in my conduct ſhall your ladies come; 
From whom you now muſt ſteal, and take no leave; 
For there will be a world of water ſhed, 
Upon the parting of your wives and you, 
Hot. Methinks, my portion, north from Burton here, 
In quantity equals not one of yours. 
See how this river comes me crankling in, 
And cuts me from the beſt of all my land, 
A huge half- moon, a monſtrous cantle out. 
PI have the current in this place damm'd up: 
And here the ſmug and ſilver Trent ſhall run 
In a new channel, fair and evenly : 
It ſhall not wind with ſuch a deep indent, 
To rob me of ſo rich a bottom here. 
Glend. Not wind? it ſhall, it muſt; you ſee it doth, 
Mort. But mark, he bears his courſe, and runs me up 
With like advantage on the other ſide, 
Gelding th' oppoſed continent as much, 
As on the other {ide it takes from you. 
IWor. Yes, but a little charge will trench him here, 
And on this north fide win this cape of land, 
And then he runs ſtraight and even. 
Hot. I'll have it ſo; a little charge will do it. 
Glend. J will not have it alter d. 
Hot. Will not you? 
Glend. No, nor you ſhall not. 
Hot. Who ſhall ſay me Nay? 
Glend. Why, that will J. 


Hot. Let me not underſtand you then, 
Speak it in Welch. 


Glend. | can ſpeak Engliſh, Lord, as well as you, 
For I was train'd up in the Engliſh court: 
Where, being young) I framed to the harp. 

Many an Engliſh ditty, lovely well, 
And gave the tongue a helpful ornament ; 
A virtue that was never ſeen in you. 

Hot. Marry, and I'm glad of it with all my heart, 
% had rather be à kitten, and cry, Mew. 
“Than one of theſe ſame metre-ballad mongers ; 
I'd rather hear a brazen candleſtick turn d, 


” wt } 


« Or 
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15 « Or a dry wheel grate on the axle- tree, 
| « And that would nothing ſet my teeth on edge, 
LE « Nothing ſo much as mineing poetry; 
| « Tis like the forc'd gait of a ſhuffling nag.“ 
Glend. Come, you fhall have Trent turn'd. 
Hot. I do not care; I'll give thrice ſo much land 
To any well deſerving friend; 
But in the way of bargain, mark ye nie, 
I'll cavil on the ninth part of a hair. 
Are the indentures drawn? ſhall we be gone? | 
Glend. The moon ſhines fair, you may away by night: 
tis haſte the writer *,) and withal, | 
reak with your wives of your departure hence: 
T am afraid my daughter will run mad; 


So much ſhe doateth on her Mortimer. [Ex#, 


SCENE II. 


Mort. Fie, couſin Percy, how you croſs my father? 
Hot. I cannot chuſe: ſometime he angers me, 
« With telling of the moldwarp and the ant +, 
« Of dreamer Merlin, and his prophecies; 
« Andof a dragon, and a finleſs fiſh, 
« A elipt- wing griffin, and a moulting raven; 
« A couching hon, and a ramping cat; 
« And ſuch a deal of ſkimble-ſkamble Ruff, 
« As puts me from my faith. I tell you what, 
« He held me the laſt night at leaſt nine hours, 
« In reck'ning up the ſeveral devils names, 
That were his lackeys: I cry'd, Hum, —and, Well 
But mark'd him not a word. O, he's as tedious | 
As a tir'd horſe, or as a railing wife; 
Worſe than a ſmoaky houſe. I'd rather live 
With cheeſe and garlic, in a windmill; far, 
Than feed on cates, and have him talk to me, 
In any ſummer-houſe in Chriſtendom. 
Mort. In faith, he is a worthy gentleman 
Exceedingly well read, and profited | 
In ſtrange concealments; valiant as a lion; 


* He means the writer of the articles. Mr. Pope. 

+ This alludes to an old prophecy which is faid to have induced 
Owen Glendower to take \arins againſt King Henry. 80 Hall's 
ghyonicle, folio 20. Mr . Pope. ; 2 
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And wondrous affable; as hountiful 
As mines of India. Shall I tell you, couſin? 
He holds your temper in a high reſpect, 
And curbs himſelt, even of his natural ſcope, 
When you do croſs his humour; faith, he does. 
1 warrant you, that man is not alive 
Might ſo have tempted him as you have done, 
Without the taſte of danger and reproof. 
But do not uſe it oft, let me intreat you. 
Mor. In faith, my Lord, you are too wilful-blame, 
And, ſince your coming here, have done enough 
To put him quite beſides his patience. a 
You muſt needs learn, Lord, to amend this fault: 
Though ſometimes it ſhews greatneſs, courage, blood, 
(And that's the deareſt grace it renders you ;) 
Yet oftentimes it doth preſent harſh rage, 
Defect of manners, want of government, 
Pride, haughtineſs, opinion, and diſdain: 


4 | 3 The leaſt of which, haunting a nobleman, 


Loſeth mens” hearts, and leaves behind a ſtain 
Upon the beauty of all parts beſides, 
Beguiling them of commendation. 
Hot. Well, I am ſchool'd: good manners be your ſpeed! 
Here come our wives, and let us take our leave. 


SCENE III. Enter. Glendower, with the Ladies. 


Mort. This is the deadly ſpight that angers me, 
My wife can ſpeak no Engliſh, Ino Welch. 

Glend. My daughter weeps, ſhe will not part with you; 
She'll be a ſoldier too, ſhell to the wars. N 

Mort. Good father, tell her, ſhe and my aunt Perey 
Shall follow in your conduct ſpeedily. 00 

| {Glendower ſpeaks to her in Welch, and ſbe anſwers 


| him in the ſame. 
Glend. She's deſp'rate here: a (peeviſh ſelf-wilP d har- 
That no perſuaſion can do good upon. [lotry, 


: Lady ſpeaks in Welch. 
Mort. I underſtand thy looks; that pretty Welch, 


Which thou pour'ſt down from thoſe two ſwelling heavens, 


1 am too perfect in: and, but for ſhame, 
In ſuch a parly ſhould I anſwer thee. 


; A Lady again in Welch. 
Vor IV. x * 1 
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I underſtand thy kiſſes, and thou mine; 
And that's a feeling diſputation : 
But I will never be a truant, Love, 
Till I have learn'd thy language; for thy tongue 
Makes Welch as ſweet as ditties highly penn'd, 
Sung by a fair Queen in a ſummer's bower, 
With raviſhing diviſion to her lute. 
Gl:nd. Nay, if thou melt, then will ſhe run mad. 
[ The Lady ſpeaks again in Welch. 
Mort. O, I am Ignorance itſelf in this. 
Glend. She bids. you, 
All on the wanton ruſhes lay you down, 
And reſt your gentle head upon her lap, 
„And ſhe will ſing the ſong that pleaſeth you, 
And on your eye: lids crown the God of Sleep, 
„Charming your blood with pleaſing heavineſs; 
Making ſuch diff*rence betwixt wake and ſleep, 
* As is the diff*rence betwixt day and night, 
The hour before the heay'nly-harneſs'd team 
“ Begins his golden progreſs in the eaſt.” 
Mart. With all my heart I'll fit, and hear her ſing: 
By that time will our book I think be drawn, 
Glend. Do ſo; , 
And though th? muſicians that ſhall play to you 
Hang in the air a thouſand leagues from hence; 
Yet ſtrait they ſhall be here; ſit, and attend: 
Hot. Come, Kate; thou art perfect in lying down: 
come, quick, quick, that I may lay my head in thy lap. 
Lady. Go, ye giddy gooſe, [The muſic plays. 


A& III. 


Hot. Now I perceive the devil underſtands Welch: and 


*tis no mar vel, he is ſo humorous, by'r lady; he's a good 
muſician. 


Lady. Then would ye be nothing but muſical, for you 


are altogether govern'd by humours; lie ſtill, ye thief, 


and hear the Lady ſing in Welch. 


Hot. I had rather hear Lady my brach how in Irifts.. 


Lady. Would' ſt have thy head broken? h 
Hot. No. * T1 1 5 
Lady Then | | 

Hot. Neither, tis a woman's fault. 
Lady. Now God help thee˖: !! 
Hot. To the Welch Lady's bed. 
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Lady. What's that? 

Hot. Peace, ſhe ſings. 
[ Here the Lady fings a Welch ſong. 
Come, I'll have your ſong too. | 

Lady. Not mine, in good ſooth. 

Hot. Not yours, in good ſooth! you ſwear like a com- 
fit-maker's wife; not you, in good ſooth ; and, as true os J 
live; and, as God ſball mend me; and, as ſure as day: and 
giveſt ſuch ſarcenet ſurety for thy oaths, as if thou never 
walk'd{t further than Finſbury. FF 
Swear me, Kate, like a Lady, as thou art, 

A good mouth-filling oath, and leave in/oorh, 
And ſuch proteſt of pepper-ginger-bread, 
To velvet-guards, and Sunday citizens. 
Come, ſing. 

Lady. I will not fing. 

Hot. Tis the next way to turn tailor, or be Robia-red- 
breaſt teacher: if the indentures be drawn, I'R aw 
within theſe two hours: and ſo come in when ye will. 
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| Exit. 
Glend. Come, come, Lord Mortimer, you are as flow, 
As hot Lord Perey is on fire to go. | 
By this our book is drawn: we will but ſeal, 
And then to horſe immediately. | | 
Mort, With all wy heart. [Exeunt. 


SCENE 1V. 
Changes to the preſence-chamber in Windſor. 


Enter King Henry, Prince of Wales, Lords, and bre a 


K. Henry. Lords, give us leave; the Prince of Wales 
Muſt have ſome private conference: but be near, [and 1 


For we ſhall preſently have need of you. 


[Excunt Lords, 

I know not whether God will have it ſo, 
For ſome diſpleaſing ſervice F I have done; 
That, in his ſecret doom, out of my blood 
He breeds revengement and a ſcourge for me : 
But thou doſt in thy paſſages of life 
Make me believe, that thou art only mark'd 

L 2 
| } Service, for aftion, ſimply. | 
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For the hot vengeance + and the rod of Heav'n, 
To puniſh my mif-treadings. Tell me elſe, 

Could ſuch inordinate and low deſires, 

Such poor, ſuch baſe, ſuch lewd, ſuch mean attaints, 
Such barren pleaſures, rude fociety, 

As thou art match'd withal and grafted to, 
Accompany the greatneſs of thy blood, 

And hold their level with thy princely heart ? 

P. Henry. So pleaſe your Majeſty, I wiſh I could 
Quit all offences with as clear excuſe, 
As well as, I am doubtleſs, | can purge "= 
Myſelf of many I am charg'd withal. 4 
Let ſuch extenuation let me beg, | 
As, in reproof of many tales devis'd, 

Which oft the ear of greatneſs needs muſt hear, 
By ſmiling pick-thanks and baſe news-mongers; 
I may for ſome things true (wherein my youth 
Hath faulty wander'd, and irregular) 

Find pardon on my true ſubmiſſion. | | 

K. Henry. Heav'n pardon thee: yet let me wonder, 
At thy affections, which do hold a wing [ Harry, 
Quite from the flight of all thy anceſtors. 

Thy place in council thou haſt rudely loft, 

Which by thy younger brother is ſupply'd; 
And art almoſt an alien to the hearts WH 
Of all the court and princes of my blood. 1 
The hope and expectation of thy time WH 
Is ruin'd, and the ſoul of every man 

Prophetically does fore-think thy fall. 

Had I ſo laviſh of my preſence been, 

So common hackney'd in the eyes of men, 

« So ftale and cheap to vulgar company 

Opinion, that did help me to the crown, 

Had ſtill kept loyal to poſſeſſion; 
And left me in reputeleſs baniſhment, 

A fellow of no mark nor hkelihood. 

But being ſeldom ſeen, I could not ſtir, 

« But, like a comet, I was wonder'd at! 

That men would tell their children, This is he. 

« Others would ſay, Where? which is Bolingbroke ? 


And 


1.7.6. Appointed for the inſtrument of vengeance, 
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And then I ſtole all courteſy from heav'n, 
« And dreſs'd myſelf in much humility, 
That I did pluck allegiance from mens? hearts, 
«© Loud ſhouts and ſalutations from their mouths, 
« Even in the preſence of the crowned King, 
, «© Thus I did keep my perſon freſh and new, 
My preſence, like a robe pontifical, 
EX «< Neer ſeen, but wonder'd at; and ſo my ſtate, 
XX «< Seldom, but ſumptaous, ſhewed like a feaſt, 
And won, by rareneſs, ſuch ſolemnity. 
The ſkipping King, he ambled up and down 
With ſhallow jeſters, and raſh bavin wits, 
"XX « Soon kindled, and foon burnt; *ſcarded his ſtate; 
Mlingled his royalty with carping fools; 
Had his great name profaned with their ſcorns; 
And gave his countenance, againſt his name, 
o laugh with gibing boys, and ſtand the puſh 
Of every beardleſs, vain comparative: 
XX < Grew a companion to the common ſtreets, 
X < Enfeoff*d himſelf to popularity: 
That, being daily ſwallow'd by mens! eyes, 
They ſurfeited with honey, and began 
To loath the taſte of ſweetneſs; whereof a little 
More than a little is by much too much. 
So when he had occaſion to be ſeen, 
Nie was but, as the cuckow is in June, 
Heard, not regarded; ſeen, but with ſuch eyes, 
As, ſick and blunted with community, | 
* Aﬀord no extraordinary gaze; | 
Such as is bent on ſun-like Majeſty, 
When it ſhines ſeldom in admiring eyes: 
Hut rather drowz'd, and hung their eye-lids down, 
slept in his face, and render'd ſuch aſpect | 
As cloudy men uſe to their adverſaries, | 
« Being with his preſence glutted, gorg'd, and full. 
And in that very line, Harry, ftand'& thou; 
For thou haſt loſt thy princely privilege 
Wich vile participation. Not an eye, 
But is a-weary of thy common ſight, 
= Save mine, which hath deſir'd to ſee thee more; 
Which now doth what I would not have it do, 
Make blind itſelf with fooliſh tenderneſs. 


K 3 P. Hunry. 
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P. Henry. I ſhall hereafter, my thrice-gracious Lord, 


Be more myſelf. 

R. Henry. For all the world, | 
As thou art at this hour was Richard then, 
When I from France ſet foot at Ravenſpurg ; 
And even as | was then, is Percy now. | 
Now, by my ſceptre, and my ſoul to boot, 
He hath more worthy intereſt to the ſtate, 
Than thou, the ſhadow of ſucceſſion | 
For, of no right, nor colour like to right, 
He doth fill fields with harneſs; in the realm 
Turns head againſt the lion's armed jaws; 
And, being no more in debt to years than thou, 
Leads ancient lords and rev'rend biſhops on, 
To bloody battles, and to bruiſing arms. 
What never-dying honour hath he got 
Againſt renowned Douglas; whoſe high deeds, 
Whoſe hot incurſions, and great name in arms, 
Holds from all ſoldiers chief majority, 
And military title capital, | 
Through all the kingdoms that acknowledge Chriſt ! 
Thrice hath this Hot-ſpur, Mars in ſwathing-clothes, 
This infant warrior, in his enterpriſes, 
Diſcomfited great Douglas, ta'en him once, 
Enlarged him, and made a friend of him, 
To fill the mouth of dgep defiance up, 
And ſhake the peace and ſafety of our throne. 
And what ſay you to this? Percy, Northumberland, 
Th' Archbiſhop's Grace of York, Douglas, and Mortimer, 
Capitulate againſt us, and are up. | 
But wherefore do I tell this news to thee ? 
Why, Harry, do I tell thee of my foes, 
Which art my near'ſt and deareſt enemy? 
Thou that art like enough, through vaſſal fear, 
Baſe inclination, and the ftart of ſpleen, 
To fight againſt me under Percy's pay; 
To dog his heels, and curt'ſy at his frowns, 
To ſhow how much thou art degenerate. - 

P. Henry. Do not think ſo, you ſhall not find it fo; 
And Heav'n forgive them, that fo much have ſway'd 
Your Majeſty's good thoughts away from me! 

J will redeem all this on Percy's head, | 7 : 
& * & 4 n 


ry 


ad 
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And in the cloſing of ſome glorious day, 
Be bold to tell you, that I am your ſon; 
When I will wear a garment all of blood, 
And ſtain my favour in a bloody maſk, 


Which, waſh'd away, ſhall ſcour my ſhame with it. 


And that ſhall be the day, whene'er it lights, 
That this ſame child of honour and renown, 
This gallaut Hot-ſpur, this all-praiſed Knight, 
And your unthought-of Harry, chance to meet. 
For every honour fitting on his helm, ; 
* Would they were multitudes, and on my head 
My ſhames redoubled ! for the time will come, 
That I ſhall make this northern youth exchange 
His glorious deeds for my indignities. 
Percy is but my factor, good my Lord, 
T' ingroſs up glorious deeds on my behalf: 
And l will call him to ſo ſtrict account, 
That he ſhall render every glory up, 
Yea, even the ſlighteſt worſhip of his time, 
Or I will tear the reck'ning from his heart. 
This in the name of heav'n I promiſe here: 
The which, if I perform, and do ſurvive, 
I do beſeech your Majeſty, may ſalve 
The long-grown wounds of my intemperature: 
If not, the end of life cancels all bonds; 
And I will die a hundred thouſand deaths, 
Ere break the ſmalleſt parcel of this vow, 

K. Henry. A hundred thouſand rebels die in this? 
Thou ſhalt have charge, and ſovereign truſt herein; 


Enter Blunt. 


How now, good Blunt ? thy looks are full of ſpeed. 
Blunt. So is the buſineſs that I come to of, 

Lord Mortimer of Scotland hath ſent word, 

That Douglas and the Engliſh rebels met 

Th' eleventh of this month, at Shrewſbury. 

A mighty and a fearful head they are, 

If promiſes be kept on every hand, 

As ever offer'd foul play in a ſtate. 


K. Henry. The Earl of Weſtmoreland ſet forth to-day, 


With him my ſon, Lord John of Lancaſter ; 
For this advertiſement is five days old, | 


On 
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On Wedneſday next, Harry, thou ſhalt ſet forward. 

On Thurſday, we ourſelves will march: our meeting 

Is at Bridgnorth; and, Harry, you ſhall march 

Through Glo'ſterſhire: by which, ſome twelve days hence, 
Our general forces at Bridgnorth ſhall meet. 

Our haads are full of buſineſs: let's away, 

Advantage feeds them fat, while we delay. [ Exeunt . 


SCENE V. | 

C hanges to the Boar*s head tavern in Enft-cheap. 4 1 
Enter Falſtaff and Bardolph. 7% 

Fal. Bardolph, am not I fall'n away vilely, ſince this 7 
laſt action? Do I not *bate? do | not dwindle? why, - 
my ſkin hangs about me like an old lady's. looſe gown. 1 


I am wither d like an old apple, John. Well, I'll re- 
ent, and that ſuddenly, while I am in ſome liking. I 2 
all be out of heart ſhortly, and then I ſhall have no 
ſtrength to repent. An' I have not forgotten what the 
infide of a church is made of, I am a pepper-corn, a 
brewer's horſe; the inſide of a, church! company, vil- 
lanous company hath been the ſpoil, of me. 
E Bard. Sir John, you are ſo fretful, you cannot live 
RIP 
Fat. Why, there is it:; come, ſing me a bawdy ſong, 
to make me merry. I was as virtuouſſy given as a gen- 
tleman need to be; virtuous, enough; ſwore little; diced 
not above ſeven times a/ week; went to a bawdyrhouſe 
not above ance in a, quarter of an hour; paid money that 
I borrow'd, three or four times: liv'd well, and in good 
compaſs; and now I live out of all order, out of all com- 
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Bard. Why, you are ſo fat, Sir John, that you muſt 
2 N out of all compaſs, out of all reaſonable, compals, 

ir John. g 

Fal. Do thou amend thy face, and I'll amend my life. 

Thou art our admiral, thou beareſt the lanthorn in the 

poop, but *tis in the noſe of thee; thou art the knight of 
the burning lamp. : 

Bard. Why, Sir John, my face does you no harm. 
Fal. No, I'll be ſworn; I make. ag good, uſe. of it, as 

many a man doth ofa death's head, ora Mement me 


n 


I. 


f ; | an everlaſting bonefire- light; thou ha 
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I never ſee thy face, but I think upon hell- fire, and 
Dives that liv'd in purple; for there he is in his robes, 
burning, burning. If thou wert any way given to 
virtue, I would ſwear by thy face; my oath ſhould be, 
By this fire: but thou art altogether given over; and 
wert indeed, but for the light in thy face, the ſon of ut- 
ter darkneſs. When thou rann'ſt up Gads-hill in the 
night to catch my horſe, if I did not think thou had'ft 
been an ignis fatuus, or a ball of wildfire, there's no 
purchaſe in money. O, thou art a . triumph, 
ſaved me a thou- 
ſand marks in links and torches, walking with thee in 
the night betwixt tavern and tavern; but the ſack that 
thou haſt drunk me, would have bought me lights as 
good cheap, at the deareſt chandler's in Europe. I have 
maintain'd that Salamander of yours with fire, any time 
this two and thirty years, heav'n reward me for it! 
Bard. *Sblood, I would my face were in your belly. 
Fal. God-a-mercy! ſo ſhould I be ſure to be heart- 


Enter Hag. 


4 How now, Dame Partlet the hen, have you inquir'd yet 


who pick'd my pocket ? 1 

Hoſt. Why Sir John, what do you think, Sir John ? 
do you think I keep thieves in my houſe? I have ſearch'd, 
I have inquir'd, ſo has my huſband, man by man, boy by 
boy, ſervant by ſervant: the tithe of a hair was never loſt 
in my houſe before. | 

Fal. Ye lie, hoſteſs; Bardolph was ſhav'd, and loſt 
many a hair; and I'll be ſworn, my pocket was pick'd ; 
go to, you are a woman, go. 

Het. Who 1? I defy thee; I was never call'd ſo in 
mine own houſe before. s 

Fal. Go to, I know you well enough. 125 

Het. No, Sir John: you do not know me, Sir John. 
I know you, Sir John; you owe me money, Sir John, 
and now you pick a quarrel to beguile me of it. L bought 
you a dozen of ſhirts to your back. 1 32 

Fal. Dow las, filthy dowlas. I have given them away 
to bakers? wives, and they have made boulters of them. 

Hyſt. Now, as I am a true woman, Holland of ei 


ſhillings 
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ſhillings an ell. You oe money here beſides, Sir John, 
for your diet, ant n und money lent you, four 
and twenty pounds. a 

Fal. He had his part of it, let him pay. 

Hoſt. He? alas! be is poor, he hath nothing. 

Fal. How, paor? look upon his face: what call you 
rich? let him coin his noſe, * him coin his cheeks: III 
not pay a denier. What, will you make a younker of 
ae? fall I not take mine eaſe in mine inn, but I ſhall 
have my pocket pick'd? I have loſt u ſeal-rmg of my 

£xdather's, worth forty mark. HY 

gs. © Jem! T have heard the Prince tell hum, 1 
kaow not how oft, thet the ring was copper. i, 

Fal. How? the Prince is a Jack, a fneak- up; LY if 
he were here, 1 „ a dog, if he would 

J 1%. | 


GERD its 
Enter Prince Henry marching, and Pato playing on his trun- 
- cheon like a fife. 2 alftaff meets tbem. ## 


Fal. How now, lad? is the wind in that door? muſt we 
* — t d N 820 

ar ea, two and two, New 

3 My Lord, I PN You, hear. me. | 

P. Henry. What iay' thov, Migrefs 71 how 
doo thy huſband? I Kee him well, he is an 2 
H. Good my Lord, hear me. 
Fal. Pr'ythee, let her alone, and liſt to me. 
P. Henm. What ſay'ſt thou, Jack ? 

Fol. The other night I fell alleep here behind the ar- 
ras, and had my pocket pick'd, This houſe is turn'd 
bawdy-houſe, they pick 

P. Henry. What id thou loſe, Jack ? 

Fal. Wilt thou believe me, Hal? three or four bonds 
of forty pounds a piece, and a ſeal- ring of my grand- 
* A trifle, . h 
HB. He ome eight- ator: 

Hoſt. 80 1 told him, my =" ua I ſaid, I heard 
your Grace ſay ſo; and, th 'Lord, he ſpeaks moſt vilely 
of you, like a foul-mouth'd man as he wy and = he 
N cudgel you. 
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P. Henry. What! he did not? 

Hoſt, There's neither faith, truth, nor wean! in 
me elſe. 

Fal. There's no more faith in thee chen in a mp 
WT prune; no more truth in thee than itt a drawn fox * 
and for womanhood, maid: Marian may be the deputy's 
W wife of the ward to thee. Go, you thing, go. 

= Hoſt. Say, what thing? what thing? 

Fal. What thing? why, a thing to thank. God on 
Ha. I am nothing to thank God on, I would thou! 
XX fhould'ſt know it: Jam an honeft man's wife; and, ſetting 
XX hy knighthood aſide; thou art a knave to call me ſo. | 
is Fal. Setting thy womanhood aſide, thou artia gs to 
ay otherwiſe. 

| Hoſt. Say, what beaſt ? thou knave, thou. 

Fal. What beaſt ? why, an otter. 

P. Henry. An otter, Sir John, why an otter? 

Fal. Why? ſhe's neither fiſh-nor fleſh; a man knows 
ot where to have her. 

Hol. Thou art an unjuſt man in ſaying ſo: thou, or 
yy man knows where to have me; thou knave, thou! 
F. Henry. Thou ſay'ſt true, Hoſteſs, and he flanders 
bee moſt groſsly. 

$3 Hoſt. So he doth you, my Lord, and ſaid this other 
ay, you ow'd him a.thouſand pound. 

| HP. Henry. Sirrah, do I owe you a thouſand pound? 
Fal. A thookand pound, Hal? a million; thy love is 
'orth a million: thou ow'ſt me thy love. | 
%. Nay, my Lord, he call'd you Jack, 1 ſaid, he 
yould cudgel you. 

Ful. Did I, Bardolphi? 

Bard. Indeed, Sir John, you ſaid ſo. 

Fal. Vea, if he ſaid my-ring: was copper 

P. Henry. J ſay, tis copper. Dar ſt thou be as good' 
5 thy word now?! ' | 

Fal. Why, Hal, thoucknaw'ſt; as ov art Wendet 
L dare; but as thou art a Prince, I feac thess 28 1 fear the 
oaring of the lion's help- F 


P. Henry. And why not as the lion? SS & 
' | £ g a _ F. Ty 


s Oc an 466067 Cu; 


* A for that hath been often hunted. 
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Fal. The King himſelf is to be fear'd as the lion; 
doſt thou think I'll fear thee as I fear thy father; nay, 
if I do, let my girdle break 
P. Henry. O, if it ſhould, how would thy guts fall a- 
bout thy knees! But, Sirrah, there's no room for faith, 
truth, nor honeſty, in this boſom of thine; it is all fill'd 
up with guts and midriff. Charge an honeſt woman 
with picking thy pocket! why, thou whoreſon, impu- 
dent, imboſs'd raſcal, if there were any thing in thy 
ket but tavern- reckonings, memorandums of bawdy- 
ouſes, and one poor penny-worth of ſugar- candy to make 
thee long-winded; if thy pocket were enrich'd with any 


other injuries but theſe, I am a villain; and yet you will 


Rand to it, you will not pocket up wrongs. Art thou 
not aſham'd ? 

Tal. Doſt thou hear, Hal? thou know'ſt, in the ſtate 
of innocency Adam fell: and what ſhould poor Jack Fal- 
ſtaff do in the days of villany ? thou ſeeſt, ] have more 
fleſh than another man, and therefore more frailty, You 
confeſs, then, you pick'd my pocket? 

P. Henry. It appears ſo by the ſtory. 0 

Fal. Hoſteſs, I forgive thee: go make ready break- 
faſt; love thy huſband, look to thy ſervants, and. cheriſh 
thy gueſts : thou ſhalt find me tractable to any honeſt 
reaſon : thou ſeeſt, I am pacify'd ſtill. Nay, I pr'ythee, 
be gone. [Exit Hoſteſs. 
Now, Hal, to the news at court : for the robbery, lad, 
——— how 1s that anſwer'd? | | 

P. Henry. O my ſweet beef, I muſt ſtill be good an- 
gel to thee. The money is paid back again. 

Fal. O, I do not like that paying back; *tis a double 
labour. 

P. Henry. T am good friends with my father, and may 
do any thing. %. Þ 19 9% 6 OT 
Fal. Roß me the exchequer the firſt thing thou do'ſt, 
and do it with unwaſh'd hands too. 

Bard. Do, my Lord. * 


P. Henry. I have procur'd thee, Jack, a charge of foot · 


Ful. I would it been of horſe. Where ſhall 1 
find one that can ſteal well? O, for a fine thief, of two 
and twenty, ' or thereabout; I am heinouſly W 
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Well, God be thank'd for theſe rebels, they offend none 

but the virtuous; I laud them, L pmiſe them. ” 
P. Henry. Bardolph.— x 

Bard. My Lord? 

P. Henry. Go bear this letter to Lord John of Lan- 

caſter, to my brother John; this to my Lord of Weſt- 

moreland. Go, Peto, to harſe, for thou and I have thirty 

miles to ride yet ere dinner time. Jack, meet me to- 

morrow in the Temple-hall' at: two o' clock in the after-. 

noon, there ſhalt thou know thy charge, and . re- 

ccive money and order for their furniture. 

The land is burning, Percy ſtands on high; 

And either they or we muſt lower lie. 

Fal. Rare words! brave world! Hoſteſs, my breakfaſt 

come : 


Oh, I could wiſh this tavern were my drum! [Exeunt, 
ACT IV. SCENE 1. 


Changes to Shrewſbury. | 
Enter Hot-ſpur, Moregſter, and Douglas. 


Het. Y Y ELL faid, my Noble Scot; if ſpeaking 
of truth, 
1 this fine age, were not thought fattery, 
a >uch attribution ſhould the Douglas have, 
As not a ſoldier of this ſeaſon's ſlam 
Should go fo gen'ral current through the world, 
By heav'n, I cannot flatter: I defy 
The tongues of ſoothers. But a braver place 
In my heart's love hath no man than yourſelf. 
Nay, taſk me to my word; approve me, Lord. 
1 Doug. * art the King of honour: 
o man ſo potent breathes upon the ground, 
But I will beard him. * 


Euter a Myenger. 
Hot. Do, and ' tis well. Rk luer haſt thou 


there? — — 
I can but thank vou. 


Mz. Theſe come ſtom yous: father, | | 
Hot. Letters from him? TH comes he not himſelf ? * 
Vor. IV. M M. 
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MY. He cannot come, my Lord, he's grievous ſick. 

Hot. Heav'ns! how has he the leiſure to be ſick 
In ſuch a juſtling time? who leads his power; 

Under whoſe government come they along ? 

Meſſ. His ſerten bear his mind, not I. 

Hot. His mind! 

Wor. 1 pr'ythee, tell. me, doth he keep his bed? 

Mefj. He did, my Lord, four days ere I ſet forth: 
And at the time of my departure thence, 

He was much fear'd by his phyſicians. 

Wor. I would the ſtate of time had firſt been whole, 
Ere he by ſickneſs had been viſited.; 

His health was never better worth than now. 

Hot. Sick now! droop now ! this ſickneſs doth infec 
The very life-blood of our enterpriſe ; 
*Tis catching hither, even to our camp. 
He writes me here, that inward ſickneſs 
And that his friends by deputation 
Could not ſo ſoon be drawu: nor thought he meet 
To lay fo dangerous and dear a truſt 
On any ſoul remov'd, but on his own. 

Yet doth he give us bold advertiſement, 

That with our ſmall conjunction we ſhould on, 
To ſee how Fortune is diſpos'd to us: 

For, as he writes, there is no quailing now 
Becauſe the King is certainly pofſeſs'd 

Of all our purpoſes. What ſay you to it? 

Wor. Your father's ſickneſs is a maim to us. 
Hot. A. perilous gaſh, a very limb lopp'd off : 
And yet, in faith, tis not; his preſent want 1 55 

Seems more than we ſhall find it. Were it good, 
To ſet the exact wealth of all our ſtates, | 
All at one caſt; to ſet ſo rich a main a 
On the nice hazard of one doubtful hour? 

It were not good; for therein ſhould we read 
The very bottom, and the ſ ul of hope, _ 
The very liſt, the very utmoſt bound 127 1 


Of all our fortunes. 1 el 
Doug. Faith, and ſo we ſhould; _. 
Where now remains a ſweet, reverſion. ' 
We now may boldly ſpend upon the hope 
Of what is to come ins £277 05 | 
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3 A comfort of retirement lives in * | 
Bu Hot. A rendezvous, a home to fly unto, 

If that the devil and miſchanee look big 
VU pon the maidenhead of our affairs. i 

751 ier. But yet I would your father. had been here: 
The quality and hair of our attempt 
Brooks no diviſion: it would be thought 
By ſome, that know not why he is away, 
That wiſdom, loyalty, and mere diſlike 
Of our proceedings, kept the Earl from hence. 
And think how ſuch an apprehenſhon- _ F 
* May turn the tide of fearful | faction, il TOTS 
And breed a kind of queſtion in our 4 | 
For well you know, we of th” offending fide 
Muſt keep aloof from ſtrict arbitrement; | 
Aud ſtop all ſight-holes, every loop, from whence. © 
The eye of reaſon may ꝓry in upon us. 

This abſence of your father draws a curtain, 
That ſhews the ignorant a kind of fear 
Before not dream'd upon. 

Hot. Vou ſtrain too far. 

I rather of his abſence make this uſe: 

It lends a luſtre, and more great opinion, 
A larger dare to our great enterpriſe,  ' 
XX TLhanif the Earl were here:- for men muſt thinks. 
Tf we without his help can make a head. 
I Topuſtagainitthe kingdom; with his bop” Er: 
We ſhall o'erturn it topſy- turvy down. 1 U 
Vet all goes well, yet al our joints are whole. | 

Doug? A As heart can think; thete is not ſuch —4 

Spoke of in Scotland, as this term of fear. 


SCENE. II. Enter Sir Richard Vernon. 


Hot. My coufin Vernon, welcome, by my ſoul! 
Ver. Pray God my news be with a welcome, Lord. 
The Eartof \ Weſtmorland, feven thouſand 
Is marching hither,. with Prince Jon of ter. 
Het. No harm; what. more? 4 fF 
Ver. And further, I have learn'd, 
The King himſelf in perſon hath ſet forth, 
Or Deere intended ſpeedily, 


With ftrong and mighty r p 
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Hot. He ſhall be welcome too: where is his ſon 
The nimble-footed mad · cap Prince of Wales, 
And his comrades, that daff'd the world aſide, 
And bid it paſs? 

Per. All farnifh'd, all in arms, 

All plum'd like eſtridges, that with the wind 

Bated * like eagles, having lately bath'd: 

Glittering in golden coats like images, 

As full of ſpirit as the month of May, 

And gorgeous as the fun at midſummer 

Wanton as youthful goats, wild as young bulls. 

I ſaw young Harry with his beaver up, 

His cuiſſes on his thighs, gallantly arm'd, 

Riſe from the ground like ether d Mercury; 

And vaulted with ſuch eaſe into his ſeat, 

As if an angel dropp'd down from the clouds, 

To turn and wind a fiery Pegaſus, | 
And witch + the world with noble horſemanſhip. 

Hot. No more, no more; worſe than the fan m March, 
This praiſe doth nouriſh agues; let them come, 

They come like ſacrifices in their trim, 

And to the fire-ey*d maid of fmoaky war, 

All hot, and bleeding, will we offer them. 

The mailed Mars ſhall on his altar fit 

Up to the ears in blood, 1 am on fire, 

To hear this rich reprifal is fo mgh, | 

And yet not'purs. Come, let me take my horſe, 

Who is to bear me, like a thunder bolt, 

Againſt the boſom of the Prince of Wales. 

Harry te Harry Mall (not horſe to horſe) 

Meet, and ne'er part, till one drop down a corſe. 

Oh, that Glendower were come! 

Ver. There is more news: ee 
I learn'd ia Woreeſter, as I rode along, 

He- eannot draw his pr this fourteen days. 
Doug: That's the worſt*idings chat I hear of yet. 
Wor. Ay, by my faith, that bears a froſty found. 
Hot. What may the King's Whole battle reach unto ? 
Ver. To thirty thouſand. = - wy 
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Hot. Forty let it bez | 
My father and Glendower being both away, 
The pow'r of us may ſerve ſo great a day. 
Come, let us-take a muſter ſpeedily : | 
Doom's day is near; die all, die merrily. | 
Doug: Talk not of dying, I am out of fear 0 
Of. death, or death's hand, for this one half- car. 
[ Exeunt, 
Changes to a public road near Coventry. 7 
Enter Falſtaff and Bardolph. ; 


Ful. Bardolph, get thee before to Coventry; fill me 
a bottle of ſack: our ſoldiers ſhall march through: weil 
to Sutton-cop-hill to-night. 1. 


*33.3--D&I8 -* 


Bard. Will you give me money, Captain? | 


Fal. Lay out, lay out. ; e 21s thy 
Bard. This bottle makes an angel. gh 
Fal. And if it do, take it for thy labour; and if it 

make twenty, take them all, I'll anſwer the coinage, 

Bid my Lieutenant Pero meet me at the town's end. 
Bard. I will, Captain; farewell. Exit. 
Fal. If I be not aſham'd of my ſoldiers, Im a 

ſowe'd gurnet. I have miſus'd the King's preſs; dam- 

nably. I have got, in exchange of an hundred and 
© fifty ſoldiers, three hundred and odd pounds. I preſs 
me none but good houſcholders, yoemens' ſons; in- 

* quire me out contracted bachelors, ſuch as had been 

* aſk*d twice on the bans: ſuch a commodity of warm 

© ſlaves, as had as lief hear the devil as a drum: ſuch 

© as fear the report of a culverin, worſe than a ſtruelo 
deer, or a hurt wild duck. I preſs me none but fach 

* toalts and butter, with hearts in their bellies: no bigger 

than pins? heads, and they have bought out their ſer- 

* vices: and now my whole charge conſiſts. of ancients, 

* corporals, lieutenants, gentlemen of companies; « ſlaves 

* as ragged as Lazarus in the painted cloth, where the 

« glutton's _ licked his ſores; and ſuch as: indeed 

* were never ſoldiers; but diſcarded unjuſt ſervingmen, 

younger ſons to younger brothers, — tapſters, 

* and oſtlers trade · fall'n, the cankers of à calm world 

v and a long peace; ten times more diſſionourably g- 

M ; | « ped;. 
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* ged, than an old- feaſt ancient; and ſuch have I to fill 
* up the rooms of them that have bought out their ſer- 
* vices; that you would think I had a hundred and fifty 
* tatter'd prodigals, lately come from ſwine-keeping, 
* from eating draff and: huſks. A mad fellow met me 
* on the way, and told me, I had unloaded all the gib- 
* bets, and preſs'd the dead bodies. No eye hath ſeen 
* fuch ſcare-crows. I'll not march through Coventry 
with them, that's flat. Nay, and the villains march 
vide betwixt the legs, as if they had gyves on; for, 
indeed, I had the moſt of them out of priſon. There's 
but a ſhirt and a half in all my company, and the 
* half-fhit is two napkins tack'd together, and thrown 
over the ſhoulders like a herald's coat without ſleeves; 
© and the ſhirt, to ſay the truth, ſton from my hoſt of 
St. Alban's, or the red-nos'd inn-keeper of Daintry. 
But that's all one, they'll find linen enough on every 
© hedge. | 


Euter Prince Henry and Weſtmerland. 

P. Henry. How now, blown Jack ? how now, quilt ? 
Fal. What, Hal? How now, mad wig, what a devil 
doſt thou in Warwickſhire? -My good Lord of Welt- 
morland, I cry you mercy; I thought your Honour had 
already been at Shrewſbury. | 
e. Faith, Sir John, tis more than time that I were 
there, and you'too; but my powers are there already. 
The. King, I can tell you, looks for us all; we muft a- 


ö all to-night. 1373-1 
Fab: Tut, never fear me, I am as vigilant as a cat to 
ſteal 'eream.''' 


P. Henry. I think to ſteal cream, indeed; for thy 
theft hath already made thee butter. But tell me, Jack, 
whoſe fellows are theſe that come after ? 

Fal. Mine, Hal, mine. LY 

. Henry. I did never fee ſuch pitiful raſcals. 

Fal. Tut, tut, good enough to toſs; food for powder, 
food for powder; they'll fill a pit as well as better; 
tuſh;" man, mortal men, mortal men. 1 
Ve. Ay, but, Sir — — they are exceed- 
in and bare, too beggarly. 1 5 

q Ml Faith, for their poverty, I know not where * 
„n | EN 
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had that; and for their bareneſs, I am ſure they never 
learn'd that of me. 
P. Henry. No, I'll be ſworn, unleſs you call three 


fingers on the ribs bare. But, Sirrah, make haſte, 
Percy is already in the field. 


Fal. What, is the King encamp*d? 


Weſt. He is, Sir John: I fear we ſhall ſtay too long. 
Fal. Well, 


The latter end of a fray, and beginning of a feaſt, 
Fits a dull fighter, and a keen gueſt, [ Exeunt, 


SCENE Iv. Changes ts Shrewſbury. 


Enter Hot-ſpur, Worcefler, Douglas, and Vernon, 
Hot. We'll fight with him to-night. 
Wor. It may not be. 
Doug. You give him then advantage. 
Ver. Not a whit. . 
Hot. Why ſay you ſo? looks he not for ſupply? 
Ver. So do we. ; 
Hot. His is certain, ours is doubtful. 
Mor. Good coulin, be advis'd; ſtir not to-night, 
Ver. Do not, my Lord. | 
Doug. You do not counſel well; 
You ſpeak it out of fear, and from cold heart. 
Ver. Do me no ſlander, Douglas: by my life, 
And I dare well maintain it with my life, 
If well-reſpe&ted honour bid me on, 
I hold as little counſel with weak fear, 
As you, my Lord, or any Scot that lives, 
Let it be ſeen to-morrow in the battle, 
Which of us fears. 
Doug. Yea, or to-night. 
Ver. Content. 5 
Hot. To- night, ſay I. beg 
Ver. Come, come, it may not be: I wonder much, 
Being men of ſuch great leading as you are, 
That you foreſee not what impediments 
Drag back our expedition; certain horſe 
Of my couſin Vernon's are not yet come up; 
Your uncle Worceſter's horſe came but to-day, 
And now their pride and mettle is aſleep, 
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Their courage with hard labour tame and dull, 
That not a horſe is half the half of himſelf. 
Hot. So are the horſes of the enemy, 
In gen'ral, journey-bated, and brought low; 
The better part of ours are full of reſt. 
Mor. The number of the King's exceedeth ours: 
For God's ſake, couſin, ſtay. till all come in. | 
| [ The trumpet ſounds a parlæy. 
SCENE V. Enter Sir Walter Blunt. 
Blunt. I come with gracious offers from the King, 
If you vouchſafe me hearing and reſpect. 
Hot. Welcome, Sir Walter Blunt: and would to God 
You were of our determination. 
Some of us love yan wellz and ev'n thoſe ſome 
Envy your great deſervings, and good name, 
Becauſe you are not of our quality; 
But ſtand againſt us like an enemy. 
Blunt. And heav'n defend but ſtill I ſhould ſtand fo. 
So long as out of limit, and true rule, 
You ſtand againſt anointed Majetty ! 
But to my. charge The King hath ſent to know 
The nature of your griefs, and whereupon 
You conjure from the breaſt of civil peace 
Such bold hoſtility, teaching, his duteous land 
Audacious cruelty; If that the King 
Have any way your good deſerts forgot, 
Which he confeſſeth to be manifold, 
He bids you name your griefs; and with all ſpeed 
You ſhall have your deſires, with intereſt; 
And pardon abſolute for yourſelf, and theſe, 
Herein miſled by your ſuggeſtion. | 
Hot. The King is kind: and well we know, the King 
Knows at what time to promiſe, when to pay. 
My father, and my uncle, and myſelf, 
Did give him that ſame royalty he wears: 
And when he was not fix and twenty ſtrong, 
Sick in the world's nt. wretched and low, 
A poor unminded outlaw, ſneaking home, 
My father gave him welcome to the ſhore: | 
And when we heard him ſwear, and vow to God, 
He came to be but Duke of Lancafter, 


To 
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To ſue his livery and beg his peace, - 
With tears of innocence and terms of zeal 

My father, in kind heart and pity mov'd, 

Swore him aſſiſtance, and perform'd it too. 
Now, when the Lords and Barons of the realm 
Perceiv'd Northumberland did lean to him, 
They, more and leſs, came in with cap and knee; 
Met him in boroughs, cities, . villages, 
Attended him on bridges, ſtood in lanes, 

Laid gifts before him, profer'd him their oaths, 
Gave him their heirs, as pages following him 
Even at the heels, in golden multitudes. 

He preſently, as greatneſs knows itſelf, 

Steps me a little higher than his vow 
Made to my father, while his blood was poor, 
bv pon the naked ſhore at Ravenſpurg: 
And now, forſooth, takes on him to reform 
Some certain edicts, and ſome ſtrait decrees, 
That lay too heavy on the commonwealth; 
Cries out upon abuſes, ſeems to weep 

Over his country's wrongs; and by this face, 
This ſeeming” brow of fuſlice, did he win 

The hearts of all that he did angle for: 
Proceeded further, cut me off the heads 

Of all the fav'rites that the abſent King 

In deputation left behind him here, 

When he was perſonal in the Iriſh war. 

Blunt. I came not to hear this. 
Hot. Then, to the point 

In ſhort time after, he depos'd the King; 

Soon after that depriv'd him of his life; 

And, in the neck of that, taſk'd the whole ſtate. 
To make that worſe, ſuffer'd his kinſman March 
(Who is, if every owner were right plac'd, 
Indeed his King} to be incag'd in Wales, 

There without ranſom to lie forfeited: 

Diſgrac'd me in my happy victories, 

Sought to intrap me by intelligence, 

Rated my uncle from the council-board, 

In rage diſmiſs'd my father from the court, ; 
Broke oath on oath, committed wrong on wrongs 
And in concluſion drove us to ſeck out 


This 


142 THE FIRST PART OF Act Iv. 


This head of ſafety; and withal to pry 
Into his title too, the which we find: 
Too indirect for long continuance.. 
Blunt. Shall I return this anſwer to the King? 
Hot. Not fo, Sir Walter; we'll withdraw a while. 
Go to the King, and let there be impawn'd: 
Some ſurety for a ſafe return again; 
And in the morning early ſhall my uncle 
Bring him our purpoſes: and ſo farewell. 
Blunt. E would you would accept of grace and love! 1 
Hot. It may be ſo we ſhall. 
Blunt. Pray heav'n you do. [Exeunt.. 


SCENE. VI. 
Changes to the Archbiſhop of Torts palace. 
Enter the Archbiſbop of York, and Sir Michel. 


York. Hie, good Sir Michell, bear this ſealed brief 
With winged haſte to the Lord Marefbal; 
This to my couſin Scroop; and all the reſt | 
'To whom "they are directed: if you knew 
How much they do import, you would make haſte. 
Sir Mich. y Lord, I gueſs their tenor. 
York. Like enou 
To-morrow, $1 Michell, is a day; 
Wherein the fortune of ten thouſand men 
Muſt bide the touch. For, Sir, at Shrewſbury; 
As I am truly giv'n to underſtand, 
The King, with mighty and quick-raiſed power, 
Meets with Lord Harry; wy I fear, Sir Michel, - 
What with the ſickneſs of Northumberland, 
Whoſe pow'r was in: the firſt proportion 
And what with Owen Glendower's abſence ene, 
Who with them was a rated ſinew too, 
And comes not in, o'er-ruPd by prophecies; 
F fear the power of Percy is too weak, 
To wage an inſtant trial with the King. | 
Sir Mich. Why, my good Lord, there's Douglas 
and Lord Mortimer. 
York. No, Mortimer is ngt there. 
Sir Mich: But there is Mordac, Vernon, , Harry Percy, 


r e. Accounted a ſtrong aid. Mr. Pope. 
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= And there's my Lord of Worceſter, and a head | 
Of gallant warriors, noble gentlemen. 
4 York. And ſo there is: but yet the King hath drawn 
The ſpecial head of all the land together: 
The Prince of Wales, Lord John of Lancaſter, 
The noble Weſtmorland, and warlike Blunt ; 
And many more corrivals, and dear men 
Of eſtimation and command in arms. 
Sir Mich. Doubt not, my Lord, they ſhall be well op- 
York. I hope no leſs: yet, needful ?tis to fear, [pos'd. 


nz 


IS And to prevent the worſt, Sir Michell, ſpeed; 


For if Lord Percy thrive not, ere the King 


2 50 Diſmiſs his power, he means to viſit us; 


For he hath heard of our confederacy, 

And *tis but wiſdom to make flrong againſt him: 

Therefore make haſte, I muſt go write again 

'To other friends; and ſo — Sir Michell. [ Exeunz, 
ACT v. SCENE I. 

' The camp at Shrewſbury. _ 


Enter King Henry, Prince of Wales, Lord John of Lantaf. 
ter, Earl of Weſtmorland, Sir Watter Blunt, and "MM 


K. Hen. How bloodily the fun 8 to beer 
Above yon buſky hill! the day looks pale | 
At his diſtemperature. | 

P. Henry. The ſouthern wind 
Doth play the trumpet to his purpoſes, 
And, by "his hollow whiſtling in the mo” | 
Fortells a tempeſt, and a; bluſt' ring ; 
K. Henry, Then with the loſers let it ſympathine, | 
For an, can hap foul to — that win. 


N [Te trumpet 222 
Emte Were, and 1 R hors Vernon. | 


K. Henry. How. now, my Lord of Wor'ſter? de not 
That you 2 I ſhould meet upon ſuch term 


195 
As now we meet. Vou have deceiv'd our n, 75 , 
And made us doff our caſy robes off peace, 


* 
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A prodigy of fear, and a portent 
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To cruſh our old limbs in ungentle ſteel: 
This is not well, my Lord, this is not well. 
What ſay you to't? will you again unkuit 
The churliſh knot of all- abhorred war, 

And move in that obedient orb again, 
Where you did give a fair and natural light; 
And be no more an exhal'd meteor, 


Of broached miſchief, to the unborn times? 
Mor. Hear me, my Liege. 
For mine own part, I could be well content 
To entertain the lag end of my life 
With quiet hours; for 1 do proteſt, 
I have not ſought the day of this diſlike. 
K. Henry. You have not fought it, Sir; how comes it 
then? rl 
Fal. Rebellion lay in his way, and he found it. 
P. Henry. Peace, chewit, peace. 
Hor. It pleas'd your Majeſty, to turn your looks 
Of favour from myſelf, and all our houſe; 
And yet I muſt remember you, my Lord, 
We were the firſt and deareſt of your friends: 
For you, my ſtaff of office I did break 
In Richard's time, and poſted day and night 
To meet you on the way, and kiſs your hand; 
When yet you were, in place and in account, 
Nothing ſo {trong and fortunate as I. | 
It was myſelf, my brother, and his ſon, 
That brought you home, and boldly did outdare 
The dangers of the time. You ſwore to us, 
8 you did ſwear that oath at Doncaſter, ) 
That you did nothing purpoſe *gainſt the ſtate, 
Nor claim no further than your new fall'n right; 
The ſeat of Gaunt, dukedom of Lancaſter. 
To this we ſware our aid: but in ſhort ſpace 
It rain'd down fortune ſhow'ring on your head, 
And ſuch a flood. of greatneſs fell on you, 
What with our help, what with the abſent King, 
What with the injuries of a wanton time, 
The ſeeming ſuff'rances that you had borne, _ 
And the contrarious winds that held tue King 
So long in the unlucky Inſh wars, | 


Bc. .. KING HENRY iv. is 
That all in England did repute him dead; 


And, from this ſwarm of {air advantages, 
You took occaſion to be quickly woo'd, 
To gripe the gen'ral ſway into your haud 
Forgot your oath to us at Doncaſter; 
And being fed by us, you us'd us ſo, 
As that ungentle gull, the cuckow's bird, 
Uſeth the ſparrow; did oppreſs our neſt, 
Grew by our feeding to fo great a bulk, 
That ev'n our love durſt not come near your ſiglit 
For fear of ſwallowing ; but with nimble wing 
We were inforc'd for ſafety's ſake to fly 
Out of your ſight, and raiſe this preſent head: 
Whereby we ſtand oppoſed by ſuch means 
As you yourſelf have forg'd againit yourſelf, 
By unkind uſage, dangerons countenance, 
And violation of all faith and troth, 
Sworn to us in your younger enterpriſe. 
K. Henry. "Theſe things, indeed, you have articulated, 
Proclaim'd at market-crofſes. read in churches, 
To face the garment of rebellion 
With ſome fine colour, that may pleaſe the eve 
Of fickle changelings and poor diſcontents; 
Which gape, and rub the elbow at the news 
Of hurly-burly innovation. 
And never yet did inſurrection want 
Such water-colours, to impaint his cauſe; 
Nor moody beggars, ſtarving for a time 
Of pell-mell havoc and confuſion. | 
HP. Henry. In both our armies there is many a ſoul 
Shall pay full dearly for this bold encounter, 
If once they join in trial. Tell your nephew, 
The Prince of Wales doth join with all the World 
In praiſe of Henry Percy. By my hopes, 
(This preſent enterpriſe ſet off his head,) 
1 do not think a braver gentleman, 
More active, valiant, or more valued young, 
More daring, or more bold, is now alive, 
To grace this latter age with noble decd. 
For my part, I may Peak it to my ſhame, 
I have a truant been to chivalry, | 
And ſo, I hear, he doth account mente 
Vor. IV. N Ye 
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Vet this before my father's Majeſty, 

I am content that he ſhall take the odds 
Of his great name and eſtimation: 

And will, to ſave the blood on either fide, 
Try fortune with him, in a ſingle fight. 

K. Henry. And, Prince of Wales, ſo dare we venture 
Albeit conſiderations infinite [ thee, 
Do make againſt it. No, good Wor'fler, no, 

We love our people well; even thoſe we love 


That are miſled upon your. couſin's part: 


And, will they take the offer of our grace, 
Both he, and they, and you, yea, every men, 
Shall be my friend again, and I'll be his. 
So tell your couſin, and return me word 
What he will do. But if he will not yicld, 
Rebuke and dread correction wait on us, 
And they ſhall do their office. So be gone; 
We will not now be troubled with reply; 
We offer fair, take it adviſedly. 
| [ Exit Worcefler, with Verncy. 
P. Henry. It will not be accepted, on my life; 
The Douglas and the Hot-ſpur both together 
Are confident againſt the world in arms. 
K. Henry. Hence, therefore, every leader to his charge, 
For on their anſwer we will ſet on them: 
And God befriend us, as our cauſe is juſt! [ Exeunt. 


SCENE II. Manent Prince Henry and Falſtaff. 


Ful. Hal, if thou ſee me down in the battle, and be- 
ſtride me, ſo; *tis a point of friendſhip. 

P. Henry. Nothing but a coloſſus can do thee that 
friendſhip. Say thy prayers, and farewell. 

Ful. I would it were bed-time, Hal, and all well. 

P. Henry. Why, thou oweſt heav'n a death. [Exil. 

Fal. Tis not due yet. I would be loath to pay him 


before his day. What need I be ſo forward with him 


that calls not on me? Well, tis no matter, honour pncks 
me on. But how if honour prick me off, when I come 
on? How then? can honour ſet to a leg! no: or an 
arm? no: or take away the grief of a wound? no: 
© honour hath no ſkill in ſurgery then? no. What is 


© honour? a word. What is that word honour? air; 2 
s trim 
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« trim reckoning.ä— Who hath it? he that dy'd a Wed- 
« neſday. Doth he feel it? no. Doth he hear it? no. 
« [s it inſenſible then? yea, to the dead: but will it not 


W «live with the living? no: why? detration will not 


« ſuffer it. Therefore I'll none of it: honour is a 
© mere ſcutcheon, and ſo ends my catechiſm.” L Ext. 


SCENE III. Changes to Percy's camp. 
Enter Worceſter, and Sir Richard Vernon. 


Ver. O no, my nephew muſt not know, Sir Richard, 
The liberal kind offer of the King. 

rr. Twere beſt he did. 

I/or. Then we are all undone, 
It is not poſſible, it cannot be, 
The King ſhou'd keep his word in loving us 
He will ſuſpe& us itill, and find a time 
To puniſh this offence in other faults, 
Suſpicion, all our lives, ſhall be ſtuck full of eyes; 
For treaſon is but truſted like a fox, 
Who ne'er ſo tame, ſo cheriſh'd, and lock'd up, 
Will have a wild trick of his anceſtors. | 
Look how we can, or ſad, or merrily, 
Interpretation will miſquote our looks; 
And we ſhall feed like oxen at a ſtall, 
The better cheriſh'd, Kill the nearer death. 
My nephew's treſpaſs may be well forgot, 
It hath th' excuſe of youth and heat of blood: 
And an adopted name of privilege, 
A hair-brain'd Hot-ſpur, govern'd by a ſpleen, 
All his offences live upon my head, 
And on his father's. We did train him on; 
And his corruption being ta'en from us, 
We as the ſpring of all, ſhall pay for all. 
Therefore, good couſin, let not Harry know, 
Tn any caſe, the offer of the King. 


Ver. Deliver what you will, 1 ſay, *tis ſo. 
Here comes your couſin. | 


SCENE IV. Enter Hot-ſpur and Douglas. 


Hot. My uncle is return'd: 
Deliver up my Lord of Weſtmoreland. 


N 2 Uncle, 
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Uncle, what news? 
Wor. The King will bid you battle preſently. 
Doug. Defy him by the Lord of Weltmoreland. 
Hot. Lord Douglas, go you then and tell him ſo. 
Doug. Marry, 1 thall; and very willingly. 

[Exit Douglas. 

Wor. There is no ſeeming mercy in the King. 
Hot. Did you beg any? God forbid! 
Mor. I told him gently of our grievances, 

Of his oath-breaking; which he mended thus, 

By now forſwearing that he is forſworn. 

He calls us rebels, traitors, and will ſcourge 

With haughty arms this hateful name in us. 


Enter Deuglas. 

Doug. Arm, gentlemen, to arms; for I have thrawn 
A brave defiance in King Henry's teeth : 

And Weſtmoreland, that was engag'd, did bear it; 
Which cannot chuſe but bring him quickly on. 

Wor. The Prince of Wales ſtept forth before the King, 
And, nephew, challeng'd you to ſingle fight. 

Hot. O, would the quarrel lay upon our heads, 
And that no man might draw fhort breath to day, 
But I and Harry Monmouth! Tell me, tell me, 
How ſhew'd his talking? ſeem'd it in contempt ? 

Ver. No, by my ſoul: I never in my life 
Did hear a challenge urg*d more modeſtly, 

Unleſs a brother fiould a brother dare 

To gentle exerciſe and proof of arms. 

He gave you all the duties of a man, 

Trimm'd up your praiſes with a prineely tongue, 
Spoke your deſervings like a chrowele, 

Making you ever better than his praiſe: 

By ill diſpraiſing praife, el with you! *] 
And, which became him like a prince indeed, 
He made a bluſhing cital + of himſelf, 

And chid his truant youth with ſuch a grace, 
As if he maſter'd there a double ſpirit, 

Of teaching, and of learning, inſtantly. 

There did he pauſe; but let mg tell the world, 
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If he outlive the envy of this day, 
England did never owe ſo ſweet a hope, 
So much miſconſtrued in his wantonneſs. 
Hat. Couſin, 1 think, thou art enamoured 
Upon his follies; never did I hear 
Of any prince ſo wild, at liberty. 
But be he as he will, yet once ere night, 
will embrace him with a ſoldier's arm, 
That he ſhall ſhrink under my courteſy. 
Arm, arm with ſpeed. And, fellows, ſoldiers, friends, 
Better conſider what you have to do, 
Than J, that have not well the gift of tongue, 
Can lift your blood up with perſuaſton. 


SCENE V. Enter a H. enger. 
Mc. My Lord, here are letters for you. 


Hot. I cannot read them now. 
O Gentlemen, the time of life is ſhort : 
To ſpend that ſhortneſs baſely were too long, 
Tho? life did ride upon a dial's point, 
Still ending at th” arrival of an hour. 
And if we live, we live to tread on Kings: 
If die; brave death, when princes die with us! 
Now, for our conſciences, the arms are fair, 
When the intent for bearing them is juſt. 


Enter another Meſſenger. 


Me. My Lord, prepare, the King comes on apace, 
Hot. 1 thank him, that he cuts me from my tale, 

For I profeſs not talking: only this, 

Let each man do his beſt, And here draw I 

A ſword, whoſe temper I intend to ſtain 

With the beſt blood that 1 can meet withal, 

In the adventure of this perilous day. 

Now, Eſperanza * ! Percy! and ſet on: 

Sound all the lofty inſtruments of war; 

And by that muſic let us all embrace: 


Tor (heaven to earth +) ſome of us never ſhall 


A fecond time do ſuch a courteſy. 
[They embrace, then Excunt. The trumfets ſound. 
N SCENE 


* ; 3 5 
* This was the word of battle on Perey's fide. Sce Hal!'s 
chronicle, folio 22. Mr. Pope. 5 4 

i e. One mighs wager heaven to earth, Mr, W. 
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SCENE VI. 


The King enicreth with his proewver ; alarm to the battle. 
T hen enter Douglas, and Walter Blunt. 


Blunt. What is thy name, that thus in battle croſſeſt me? 
What honour doſt thou ſeek upon my head? 

Dung. Know then, my name is Douglas, 
And I do haunt thee in the battle tlius, 
Becaufe ſome tell me that thou art a King. 

Blunt. They tell thee true. 

Doug. The Lord of Stafford dear to-day hath baught 
Thy likeneſs; for inſtead of thee, King Harry, 
'F hits {word hath ended him; ſo ſhall it thee, 
Unleſs thou yield thee as my priſoner. 

Blunt. J was not born to yield, thou haughty Seat, 
And thou ſhalt find a King that will revenge 
Lord Stafford's death. 


Fight, Blunt is flaia: then enter Hot pur. 


Hot. O Douglas, hadſt thou fought at Holmedon thus, 
never had triumphed o'er a Scot. 


Doug. All's done, all's won, here breathleſs lies the 


King. 
Hot. Where? 
Doug. Here. 


Hat. This, Douglas? no: I know his face full well. 
A gallant knight he was, his name was Blunt, 
Semblably furniſh'd like the King himſelf. 

Doug. Ah! fool, go with thy ſoul, whither it goes! 
A. borr * title haſt thou bought too dear. 

Why didit thou tell me that thou wert a King? 

Hot. The King hath many marching in his coats. 

Doug. Now, by my ſword, I will Kill all his coats; 
Il has all his wardrobe piece by piace, 

Until I meet the King. 

Hot. Up and away, EY 

Our ſoldiers ſtand full fairly for the day. [Exeunt. 


SCENE VII. Alarm, emer Rua. 'ſolus. 


Fal. Though I could 'ſcape ſhot - free at London, I fear 
the ſhot here; here's no is oe * Hg 0 e fat 
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Soft, who art thou? Sir Walter Blunt? There's ho- 
nour for you: here's no vauity? I am as hot as moulten 
lead, and as heavy too. Heav'n keep lead out of me; 
need no more weight than mine own bowels! „I have 
„led my rag-o-mufftans where they are pepper'd: 
« there's not three of my hundred and fifty left alive; 
« and they are for the town's end, to beg during life. 
« But who comes here? 


Enter Prince Henry. 


P. Henry. What, ſtand'ſt thou idle here? lend me thy 
Many a noble man lies ſtark and ſtiff [ſword ; 
Under the hoofs of vaunting enemies; 

Whoſe deaths are unreveng'd. Lend me thy ſword. 

Fal. O Hal, I pr'ythce, give me leave to breathe a 
while. "Turk Gregory“ never did ſuch deeds in arms 
as I have done this day. I have paid Percy, I have 
made him ſure. 

P. Henry. He is indeed, and living to kill thee: 
I pr'ythee, lend me thy ſword. 3 
Tal. Nay, Hal, if Percy be alive, thou get'ſt not my 
word; hut take my piſtol, if thou wilt. 
P. Henry. Give it me: what, is it in the caſe? 
Fal. Ay, Hal, *tis hot. There's that will ſack a city. 
[ The Prince dr anvs ent a beitle of ſach. 
F. Henry, What, is it @ time to jeſt and dally now? 
rf [Trou it at him, and Exit. 

Ful. If Percy be alive, he'll pierce him; if he do 
come in my way, ſo; if he do not, if I come in his 
willingly, let him make a cabonado of me; I like not 
ſuch grinning honour as Sir Walter hath: give me life, 
which if JI can fave, fo; if not, honour comes unlook'd 
for, and there's an end. = Exit. 

SCENE 


Meaning Gregory VII. called Hildebrand. This furious ſrier 
ſurmounted almoſt invinc ible obſtacles to deprive the Kmperor 
of his rig/ t of inveſtiture of Biſhops, which his predeceſſors' had 
long attempted in vain. Fox, in his hiſtory, had made this Gre- 
gory ſo odious, that t don't doubt but the good Proteſtants of that 
time were well pleaſed tu hear him thus characteriſed, as uniting! 
the attributes of their tn gicanl engnues, the Tub and Sehe, ia 
de, Mr. Warburton. 
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SCENE VIII. 


Alarm, Excurſions. Euter the Ki mg, the Prince, Lord 
Jabn of Laucaſſer, and the Earl of Weſtmoreland. 


K. tary. I pr'ythee, Harry, withdraw thyſelf, thou 
bleedeſt too much; Lord John of Lancaſter, go you 
with him. 

Lan. Not I, my Lord, unleſs I did bleed too. 

P. Hrnry. I do beſeech your Majeſty make up, 

Left your retirement do amaze your friends. 

K. Henry. I will do fo 
My Lord of Weftmoreland, lead him to his tent. 

e. Come, my Lord, I'll lead you to your tent. 

P. Henry. N. > my Lord! I do not need your 

ev: 
And Heav'n forbid, a ſhallow ſcratch ſhould drive 
The Prince of Wales from ſuch a field as this, 
Where ſtain'd Nobility lies trodden on, 
And rebels' arms triumph in maſſacres! [land 

Lan. We breathe too long; come, couſin Weſtmore- 
Our duty this way lies; for Heav'n' 'n's ſake, come. 

P. Henry. By Heav'n, thou haſt deceiv'd me, Lancaſter; 
I did not think "thee lord of ſuch a ſpirit: 

Before, 1 lov'd thee as a brother, John; 
But now, I do reſpe& thee as my ſoul. 

K. Henry. I ſaw him hold 14 Percy at the point, 
With luſtier maintenance than I did look for 
Of ſuch an ungrown warrior. 

P. Henry. Oh, this boy 
Lends mettle to us all. [ Exeunt. 


Manet King Henry. Enter Douglas. 


Doug. Another King? they grow, like Hydra's heads: 
I am the Douglas, Fatal to all thoſe 
That wear thoſe colours on them. What art thou, 

That counterfeit'it the perſon of a King? 

K. Henry. The King himſelf, who, Douglas, gneves 
So many of his ſhadows thou haſt met, [at heart, 
And not the very Ku I have two boys 
Seek Percy and 4 ak about the field; 
But Wie: thou fall'ſt on me ſo luckily, 
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Of Harry Percy andthe Prince of Wales. | 
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L will aſſay thee: ſo defend thyſelf. 

Doug. I fear thou art another counterfeit ; 
And yet, in faith, thou beax'ſt thee like a King: 
But mine, I'm ſure, thou art, whoe'er thou be, 
Arid thus I win thee, 


[ They fight, the King being in danger. 
Enter Prince Henry. 


H. Henry. Hold up thy head, vile Scot, or thou art like 
Never to hold it up again: the ſpirits 
Of Sherly, Stafford, Blunt, are in my arms; 
It is the Prince of Wales that threatens thee, 
Who never promiſeth, but means to pay. 

D They. fight, Douglas flicth. 

Chearly, my Lord; how fares your Grace 
Sir Nicholas Gawſey hath for ſuccour ſent, 
And ſo hath Clifton: I'll to Clifton ſtrait. 

K. Henry. Stay, and breathe a while; 
Thou haſt redeem'd my loſt opinion, 
And ſhew'd thou mak'ft ſome tender of my life, 
In this fair reſcue thay haſt brought to me. 

P. Henry. O Heav'n! they did me tao muck injury, 
That ever ſaid, I hearken'd for your death. 
It it were ſo, I might have let alone 
Th' infulting band of Dauglas over you; - 
Which would have been as ſpeedy in your end, 
As all the pois'nqus potions in the warl 
And ſav'd the treach' rous labour of your ſon, 


K. Henry. Make up to Cliftan, VL to Sir Nicholas 


Gawtley. | Exits 


SCENE IX, Enter Hah ſpur. 
Hot. If I miſtake not, thou art Harry Monmouth, 
P. Henry. Thou ſpeak'ſt as if I would deny my name. 


Hot. My name is Harry Percy. 
H. Henry. Then | fee 


A very valiant. rebel of that name. 


I am the Prince of Wales: and think not, Percy, 
To ſhare with me in glary any more: 

Two ſtars keep not their motion in one ſphere; 
Nor can one England brook a double reign, 
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Hot. Nor ſhall it, Harry, for the hour is come 
To end the one of us; and would to Heav'n, 
Thy name in arms were now as great as mine! 
P. Henry. I'll make it greater ere I part from thee; 
And all the budding honours on thy creſt, 
I'll crop, to make a garland for my head. 


Hot. I can no longer brook thy vanities. [ Fight. 
Enter Falllaſ. 


Fal. Well ſaid, Hal; to it, Hal. Nay, you ſhall find 
no boy's play here, I can tell you. 


Enter Douglas, he fights with Falſtaff, who falls down as if 
he were dead. The Prince wounds Percy. 


Hot. O, Harry, thou haſt robb'd me. of my growth: 
I better brook. the loſs of brittle life, 
Than thoſe proud titles thou haſt won of me; 
They wound my thoughts, worſe than thy ſword my fleſh: 
But thought's the ſlave of life, and life time's fool; 
And time, that takes ſurvey of all the world, 
Muſt have a ſtop. O, I could propheſy, 
But that the earthy and cold hand of death 
Lies on my tongue: no, Percy, thou art duſt, 
And food for 12 

P. Henry. Worms, brave Percy. Fare thee well! 
Ill-weav'd ambition, how much art thou ſhrunk! 
When that this body did contain a ſpirit, 
A kingdom for it was too ſmall a bound: 
But now two paces of the vileſt earth | 
Is room enough! this earth, that bears thee dead, 
Bears not alive ſo ſtout a gentleman, 
If thou wert ſenfible of courteſy, 
I ſhould not make fo great a ſhow of zeal. 
But let my favour hide thy mangled face, 
And, ev'n in thy behalf, I'll thank myſelf 
For doing theſe fair rites of tendernefs. 
Adieu, and take thy praife with thee to heav'n; 
Thy ignominy ſleep with thee in the grave, 
But not remember'd in thy epitaph. [ He ſees Falſlaff. 
— What! old acquaintance! could not all this fleſh 
Keep in a little life? poor Jack, farewell! 
I could have better ſpar'd a better man. 
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Oh, I ſhould have a heavy miſs of thee, 


If 1 were much in love with vanity. 

Death hath not ſtruck ſo fat a deer to-day, 

Though many a dearer in this bloody fray : 

Imbowell'd will I fee thee By and by; 

Till then, in blood by noble Percy he. | Exit, 


SCENE X. Fu riſes. 
Ful. Imbowell'd! if thou embowel me to-day, 


I'll give you leave to powder me, and eat me to-morrow! 
*Sblood, 'twas time to counterfeit, or that hot termagant 
Scot had paid me ſcot and lot too. Counterfeit? 1 lie, 
I am no counterfeit; to die, is to be a counterfeit; for 
he is but the counterfeit of a man, who hath not the life 
of a man; but to counterfeit dying, when a man there- 
by liveth, is to be no counterfeit, but the true and per- 
fect image of life indeed. The better part of valour is 
diſcretion; in the which better part I have ſaved my life. 
J am afraid of this gun-powder Percy, though he be 
dead. How if he ſhould counterfeit too, and riſe? I 
am afraid he would prove the better counterfeit; there- 
fore Il make him ſure; yea, and I'll iwear I kill'd him. 
Why may not he riſe as well as 1? nothing confutes 
me but eyes, and no body ſees'me. Therefore, ſirrah, 
with a new wound in your thigh come you along with 


me. ¶ Tales Hol ſpur on his Lack, 


SCENE II. 


Enter Prince Henry, and John of Lancaſter. | 


P. Henry. Come, brother John, full bravely haſt thou 
Thy maiden ſword. [fleſh'd 
Lan. But ſoft! whom have we here? 
Did you not tell me this fat man was dead? 
P. Henry. 1 did; I ſaw him dead, 
And breathleſs on the ground. Art thou alive, 
Or is it fancy plays upon our eye- ſight? 
I pr'ythee, ſpeak, we will not truſt our eyes 
Without our ears: thou art not what thou ſeem'ft. 
Fal. No, that's certain; I am not a double man; 
but if I am not Jack Falſtaff, then am I a Jack. There 
is Percy: if your father will do me any honour, ſo; if 


not, 
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If like a Chriſtian thou hadſt truly 
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not, let him kill the next Perey himſelf. I look either 
to be Earl or Duke, I can aſſure you. 

P. Henry, Why, Percy I kill'd myſelf, and ſaw the 
dead. 

Fal. Did'ſt thou ? Lord, Lord, how the world is giv'n 
to lying! I grant yon, I was down, and out of breath, 
and ſo was he; but we roſe both at an inſtant, ard 
fought a long hour by Shrewſbury clock: if I may be 
believed, ſoz if not, let them that ſhould reward va- 
lour, bear the fin upon their own heads. I'll take't on 
my death, I gave him this wound in the thigh: if the 
man were alive, and world deny it, I would make him 
eat a piece of my ſword. | 

Lan. This is the ſtrangeſt tale that &er I heard. 

P. Henry, This is the ſtrangeſt fellow, brother John. 


Come, bring your luggage nobly on your back: 


For my part, if a he may do thee grace, 
Pl gild it with the happieſt terms I have. 
| [A retreat is ſomnd-d, 

The trumpets ſound retreat, the day is ours: 
Come, brother, let's to th' higheſt of the field, 
To ſee what friends are living, who are dead, | 
| F Exeunt, 

Pal. I'll follow, as they ſay, for reward. He that 
rewards me, Heav'n reward him: If I do grow great, 
Pll grow leſs; for Il purge, and leave ſack, and live 
cleanly, as a nobleman ſhould do. [ Exit. 


SCENE XII. 


T he trumpets ſound. Enter King Henry, Prince of. Wales, 
Lord John of Lancaſler, Earl of Weſtmoreland, with 
Worceſter and Vernon priſoners, 


K. Henry. Thus ever did rebellion find rebuke, 
Tll-fpirited Wor'ſter, did we not ſend grace, 
Pardon, and terms of love to all of you? 
And would'ft thou turn our offers contrary ? 
Miſuſe the tenor of thy kinfman's truſt? 
Three Knights upon our party ſlain to-day, 
A Noble Earl, and many a creature ol{e, 
Had been alive this hour, 3 | 

borne 
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Betwixt our armies true intelligence. 

Wor. What I have done, my ſafety urg'd me to; 
And I embrace this fortune patiently, 
Since not to be avoided it falls on me. 

K. Henry. Bear Worceſter to death, and Vernon too, 
Other offendets we will pauſe upon. 


[ Exeunt Worcefler and Vernon, guarded. 


How goes the field? 
P. Henry. The gallant Scot, Lord Douglas, when he 
The fortune of the day quite turned from him, [ſaw 


The noble Percy ſlain, and all his men 
Upon the foot of fear, fled with the reſt; 
And, falling from a hill, he was ſo bruis'd, 
That the purſuers took him. At my tent 
The Douglas is, and, I beſecch your Grace, 
may diſpoſe of him. 
K. Henry. With all my heart. 
H. Henry. Then, brother John of Lancaſter, to you 
This honourable bounty ſhall belong. 
Go to the Douglas, and deliver him 
Up to his pleaſure, ranſomleſs and free. 
His valour, ſhewn upon our creſts to-day, 
Hath taught us how to cheriſh ſuch high deeds, 
Ev'n in the boſom of our adverſaries. 
Lan. I thank your Grace for this high courteſy, 
Which I ſhall give away immediately. 
K. Henry. Then this remains; that 'we divide our 
ower.. 
You ſon John, and my couſin Weſtmoreland, | 
Tow'rds York ſhall bend you, with your deareſt ſpeed, 
To meet Northumberland and Prelate Scroop, 
Who, as we hear, are buſily in arms; 
Myſelf, and you ſon Harry, will tow'rds Wales, 
To fight with Glendower and the Earl of Marche. 
Rebellion in this land ſhall loſe his ſway, - 
Meeting the check of ſuch another day; 
And ſince this buſineſs ſo far fair is doue, 


Let us not leave, till all our own be won. [Exeunt. 
Vor. IV. 267% The 
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DRAMATIS 
KinG Henry IV, 
Prince Henry, afterwards crown- 
ed King Henry V. | 
Prince John of 
Lanxcefeer, Sons to H 
Humphry of e 
Glouceſter, as Mas V 
Thomas of Cla- g's 
rence, 
Northumberland, 
The Archbiſhop of 
York. 
Mowbray, IJ Oppoſites a- 
Haſtings, e gainſt King 
Lord Bardolph, ; IV, 
Travers, ; 
Morton, : 
Colevile, J 
Warwick, | 
Weſtmoreland, ( of the Xing's 
Surry, party. 
Gower, 


-PERSONZ.. 


Harcourt, 37 the King's 
Lord Chief Fuſtice, J party. 
Falſtaff, 
Poins, 
Bardolph, 
Piſtol, 
Peto, 
Page, 


irregular humouriſts. 


Shallow and Silence, country ju- 


ſtices. 
Davy, ſervant to Shallow. 


| Phang and Snare, two ſerjeants, 
Mouldy, 


Shadow, | 
Wart, country: ſoldiers. 
Feeble, ks 
Bulcalf, 

Lady: Northumberland, 


Lady Percy. 


Hoſteſs Quickly. 
Doll Tear-ſheet. 
Drawers, Beadles, Grooms, &c. 


—— — Q—————— .. — 


ACT I. 
INDUCTION. 
Enter Rumour, . full of tongues. 


Run, Orr your ears; for which of you will ſtop 
The vent of hearing, when loud Rumour ſpeaks? 
I from the orient to the drooping weſt, 


Making the wind my poſt-horſe, ſtill unfold 


The acts commenced on this ball of carth. 


Upon 
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Upon my tongues continual ſlanders ride, 

The which in every language I pronounce; 

Stuffing the ears of men with falſe reports. 

« | ſpeak of peace, while covert enmity, 

Under the ſmile of ſafety, wounds the world: 

« And who but Rumour, who but only J. 

Make fearful muſters and prepar'd defence, 

„ Whilſt the big year, ſwoll'n with ſome other griets, 

« I; thought with child by the ſtern tyrant War, 

« And no ſuch matter? Rumour is a pipe 

Blown by ſurmiſes, jealouſies, conjectures; 

And of ſo eaſy and ſo plain a ſtop, 

That the blunt monſter with uncounted heads, 

The ſtill diſcordant wavering multitude, 

Can play upbn it. But what need I thus 

My well-known body to anatomize 

Among my houſehold? Why 1s Rumour here? 

run before King Harry's victory 1 

Who in a bloody field by Shrewſbury 

Hath beaten down young Hot-ſpur and hi 

Quenching the flame of bold rebellion 

Ev'n with the rebels' blood. But what mean I 

To ſpeak fo true at firſt? my office 1s | 

To noiſe abroad, that Harry Monmouth fell 

Under the wrath of noble Hot-ſpur's ſword; 

And that the King before the Douglas” rage 

Stoop'd his anointed head as low as death. | 

This have I rumour'd through the peaſant-towns, 

Between that royal field of Shrewſbury, | 

And this worm-eaten hold of ragged ſtone; _ 

Where Hot-ſpur's father, old Northumberland, 

Lies crafty ſick. The poſts come tiring on; 

And not a man of them brings other news 

Than they have learn'd of me. From Rumour's tongues, 

They bring ſmooth comforts falſe, worſe than true 
wrongs. [ Exit. 
SCENE I. MNorthunberland's cafile. 


Enter Lord Bardolph ; the Porter at the door. 


troops; 


Hard. \ \ HO keeps the gate here, hoa? where 1s 
the Earl? 
| O 2 Port. 
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Port. What ſhall I fay you are? 

Bard. 'Tell thou the Earl, 
That the Lord Bardolph doth attend him here. 

Port. His Lordfhip is walk'd forth into the orchard ; 
Pleaſe it your Honour, knock but at the gate, 
And he himſelf will anſwer. 


Enter Northumberland. 


Bard. Here's the Earl. 
North. What news, Lord Bardolph? “ Ev'ry minute 
now 
„ Should be the father of ſome ſtratagem “. 
The times are wild: contention like a horfe 


« Full of high feeding, madly hath broke looſe, 


& And bears down all before him.“ 

Bard. Noble Earl, 
I bring you certain news from Shrewſbury. 

Nerth. Good, if heav'n will! 

Bard. As good as heart can wiſh. 
The King is almoſt wounded to the death: 
And in the fortune of my Lord your ſon, 
Prinee Harry ſlain outright ; and both the Blunts 
Kill'd by the hand of Douglas: young Prince John, 
And Weſtmoreland, and Stafford, fled the field. 
And Harry Monmouth's brawn, the hulk Sir John, 
Is priſoner to your ſun. O ſuch a day, 
&« So fought, ſo follow'd, and ſo fairly won, 
« Came not till now, to dignify the times, 
“Since Czfar's fortunes!“ 


North. How is this deriv'd ? 


Saw you the field? eame you from Shrewſbury ? 


Bard. I ſpake with one, my Lord, that came from 
thence, 
A gentleman well bred, and of good name; 
That freely render'd me theſe news for true. 
| North. Here comes my ſervant Travers, whom I ſent 
On Tueſday laſt to liſten after news. 
Bard. My Lord, I over-rode him on the way. 
And he is furniſh'd with no certainties, 
More than he, haply, may retail from me. 
| | SCENE 
* Stratagem, for vigorous alt ion. 
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SCENE II. Enter Travers. 


North. Now, Travers, what good tidings come with 

ou |! 

Tra. My Lord, Sir John Umfrevil turn'd me back 
With joyful tidings; and, being better hors'd, 
Out-rode me. After him came ſpurring hard 
« A gentleman, almoſt fore-ſpent with ſpeed, 

That ſtopp'd by me to breathe his bloodied horſe. 
« He aſk'd the way to Cheſter; and of him 

% did demand what news from Shrewſbury, 

© He told me, that rebellion had ill luck; 
And that young Harry Percy's {pur was cold. 
« With that he gave his able horſe the head, 

« And, bending forward, ſtruck his agile heels 
© Againſt the panting fides of his poor jade 

« Up to the rowel-head; and, ſtarting fo, 

« He ſeem'd in running to devour the way,” 
Staying no longer queſtion. 

North, Ha! again: 

Said he, young Harry Percy's ſpur was cold? 
Rebellion had ill luck? 

Bard. My Lord, I'll tell you, 

If my young Lord your ſon have not the day, 
Upon mine honour, for a ſilken point 
I'll give my barony. Ne'er talk of it. 

North. Why ſhould the gentleman that rode by Travers, 
Give then ſuch inſtances of loſs? 

Bard. Who he ! 

He was ſome hilding fellow “, that had ſtol'n 
The horſe he rode on; and, upon my life, 
Spake at adventure. Look, here comes more news. 


SCENE III. Enter Morton. 


North, „ Yea, this man's brow, like to title-leaf, 
* Foretells the nature of a tragic volume: 
So looks the ſtrond, whereon th' imperious flood 
Flath left a witneſs'd uſurpation.“ 
Say, Morton, did'ſt thou come from Shrewſbury ? 

Mort. I ran from Shrewſbury, my Noble Lord, 
Where hateful Death put on his uglieſt maſk 

O 3 To 

Or binde rliag, i, e. baſe, degenerate, Mr. Pope. 


162 THE SECOND PART OF Act J. 


To fright our party. 
North. How doth my ſon and brother? 
« Thou trembleſt ; and the whiteneſs in thy cheek 
« Ts apter than thy tongue to tell thy errand. 
Even ſuch a man, ſo faint, ſo ſpiritleſs, 
« So dull, ſo dead in look, fo woe-be-gone, 
« Drew Prin? s curtain in the dead of night, 
6% And would have told hm, half his Troy was burn'd :: 
« But Priam found the fire, ere he his tongue; 
And I my Percy's death, ere thou report'ſt it. 
'This tho would'| ſay: Your ſon did thus, and thus: 
Your brother, thus : 3 fought the noble Douglas.: 
Stopping my greedy ear with their bold deeds. 
But in the end, to ſtop mine ear indeed, 
Thou haſt a ſigh to blow away this praile, 
Ending with, Brother, fon, and all are dead! 
Mort. Douglas i is kving, and your brother, yet; 
But for my Lord your ſon 
North. Why, he is dead. 
See what a ready tongue ſuſpicion hath! 
He that but fears the thing he would not know, 
Hath, by inſtinct, knowledge from other's eyes, 
That what he fear'd is chune U. Yet, Morton, ſpeak : 
Tell thou thy Earl, his divination hes; 
And I will take it as a ſweet diſgrace, 
And make thee rich for doing me ſuch 
Mort. You are too great to be by me gainſaid' 
Your ſpirit is too true, your fears too certain. 
North. Vet, for all this, ſay not that Percy's dead. 
ſee a ſtrange confeſſion in thine eye: 
Thou ſhak'ſt thy head, and hold*ft it fear “, or fin, 
To ſpeak a truth. If he be flam, ſay ſo: 
The tongue offends not that reports his death: 
And he doth fin, that doth belie the dead, 
Not he which fays the dead is not alive. 
Yet the firſt bringer of unwelcome news 
Hath but a loſing office; and his tongue 
Sounds ever after as a ſullen bell, 
Remember'd, tolling a departing friend. 
Bard. I cannot think, my Lord, your ſon is dead. 
Mort. I'm ſorry 1 ſhould force you to believe 55 
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That which I would to heav'n I had not ſeen. 
But theſe mine eyes ſaw him m bloody ſtate, 
Rend'ring faint quittance, wearied and out-hreatl'd, 
To Henry Monmouth; whoſe ſwift wrath beat down 
The never-davnted Percy to the earth, 

From whence, with life, he never more ſpring up. 
In few; his death (whoſe ſpirit lent a fire 

Even to the dulleſt peaſant in his camp) 

Being bruited once, took fire and heat away 

From the beſt-temper'd courage in his troops. 

For from his metal was his party ſteeFd ;. 

Which once in him rebated, all the reſt 

Turn'd on themſelves, like dull and heavy lead. 
And as the thing that's heavy in itſelf, 

Upon enforcement, flies with greateſt ſpeed 

So did our men, heavy in Hot-ſpur's loſs, 

Lend to this weight ſuch lightneſs with their fear, 
That arrows fled not. ſwifter toward their aim, 
Than did our ſoldiers, aiming at their ſafety, 

Fly from the field. 'Then was that noble Wor'ſter 
Too ſoon ta'en priſoner: and that furious Scot, 
The bloody Douglas, whoſe well-labouring ſword 
Had three times flain th? appearance of the King, 
Gan vail his tomach, and did grace the ſhame 

Of thoſe that turn'd their backs; and in his flight, 
Stumbling in fear, was took. The ſum of all 


Is, that the King hath won; and hath ſent out 


A ſpeedy pow'r to encounter you, my Lord, 

Under the conduct of young Lancaſter 

And Weſtmoreland. This is the news at full. 
North. For this I ſhall have time enough to mourn. 

In poiſon there is phyſic: and this news, 

That would, had I been well, have made me ſick, 

Being fick, hath in ſome meaſure made me well. 

And as the wretch, whoſe fever-weaken'd joints, 

Like ſtrengthleſs hinges, buckle under life, 

Impatient of his fit, breaks like a fire 

Out of his Keeper's arms; ev'n ſo my limbs, 

Weaken'd with grief, being now inrag'd with grief, 

Are thrice themſelves. 


A ſcaly gauntlet now with joints of ſteel 


* Muſt glove this hand. And hence, thou ſickly quoif, 
| CLEA «© Thou 


Hence therefore, thou nice 
(oerutch; 
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Thou art a guard too wanton for the head, 

« Which princes, fleſh'd with conqueſt, aim to hit. 
« Now bind my brows with iron, and approach 
Ahe rugged'ſt hour that time and ſpight dare bring 
« 'To frown upon th? enrag*d Northumberland! 

« Let heav'n kiſs earth! now let not nature's hand 
« Keep the wild flood confin'd; let order die, 
And let this world no longer be a ſtage 

« To feed contention in a ling'ring act: 

„ But let one ſpirit of the firſt- born Cain 

„Reign in all boſoms, that each heart being ſet 

« On bloody courſes, the rude ſcene may end, 


« And darkneſs be the burier of the dead!“ [Lord! 
Bard. This ſtrained paſſion doth you wrong, my 


Sweet Earl, divorce not wiſdom from your honour. 
Mort. The lives of all your loving complices 

Lean on your health; the which, if you give o'er 

To ſtormy paſſion, muft perforce decay. 

You caſt th* event of war, my Noble Lord. 

And ſumm'd th' account of chance, before you ſaid; 

Let us make head: it was your pre ſurmiſe, 

That, in the dole of blows, your ſon might drop: 

You knew he walk'd o'er perils, on an edge 

More likely to fall in, than tg get o'er: 

You were advis'd, his fleſh was capable 

Of wounds and ſcars; and that his forward ſpirit 

Would lift him where molt trade of danger rang'd: 

Yet did you ſay, Go forth. And none of this, 

Though ſtrongly apprehended, could reſtrain 

The ſtiff-borne action. What hath then befall'n, 

Or what hath this bold enterpriſe brought forth, 

More than that being, which was like to be? 
Bard. We all that are engaged to this loſs, 

Knew, that we veutur'd on ſuch dang'rous ſeas, 

That, if we wrought out life, *twas ten to one: 

And yet we ventur'd for the gain propos'd, 

Chok'd the reſpect of likely peril fear'd; 

And fince we are o'er ſet, venture again. 

Come, we will all put forth, body and goods. 


Mort. *Tis more than time; and, my moſt noble Lord, 


J hear for certain, and do ſpeak the truth, 
The gentle Archbiſhop of York is up 


With 
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With well appointed powers. He is a man, 
Who with a double furety binds his followers. 
My Lord, your ſon, had only but the corps, 
But ſhadows, and the ſhews of men to fight. 
For that ſame word, relellion, did divide 
The action of their bodies from their ſouls; 
And they did fight with queaſineſs, coultrain'd 
As men drink potions, that their weapons only 
Seem'd on our ſide: © hut for their ſpirits and fouls, 
„This word, rebellion, it had froze them up, 
« As fiſh are in a pond.” But now the Biſhop 
Turns inſurrection to religion; 
Suppos'd ſincere and holy in his thoughts, 
He's follow'd both with body and with mind: 
And doth enlard his riſing with the blood 
Of fair King Richard, ſcrap'd from Pomfret ſtones; 
Derives from heaven his quarrel and his cauſe; 
Tells them, he doth beftride a bleeding land 
Gaſping for life, under great Bolingbroke 
And more, and lefs, do flock to follow. bim. 
North. I knew of this before: but to ſpeak truth, 
This preſent grief hath. wip'd it from my mind. 
Go in with me, and counſel every man 
The apteſt way for ſafety and revenge: 
Get poſts, and letters, and make friends with ſpeed; 
Never ſo feu, nor never yet more need. { Excunt. 


SCENE IV. Changes to a ftreet in London. 


Emer Sir John Falflaff, with his Page Icaring his ſword. 
and buckter. 

Fal. Sirrah, you, giant! what ſays the doctor to my 
water ? 

Page. He ſaid, Sir, the water itſelf was a good healthy 
water. But for the party that own'd it, he might have 
more diſcaſes than he knew for. 

Fal. Men of all ſorts take a pride to gird at me. The- 
brain of this fooliſh-compounded-clay, man, is. not able 
to invent any thing that tends to laughter, more. than L 
invent, or is. invented on me. I am not only witty in. 
. myſelf, but the caufe that wit is in other men. I do 
here walk before thee, like a ſow, that hath ee 


—— 4 — 
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ed all her litter but one. If the Prince put thee into my 
ſervice for any other reaſon- than to. ſet me off, why, 
then I have no judgment. Thou whoreſon mandrake, 
thou art fitter to be worn in my cap, than to wait at my 
heels. I was never mann'd with an agate till now: but 
I will ſet you neither in gold nor ſilver, but in vile ap- 
parel, and ſend you back again to your maſter, for a 
jewel, The Juvenal, the Prince your maſter! whoſe 
chin is not yet fledg'd; I will ſooner have a beard grow 
ia the palm of mine hand, than he ſhall get one on his 
cheek; yet he will not ſtick to ſay, his face is a face- 
royal. Heav'n may finiſh it when it will, it is not a hair 
amiſs yet; he may keep it ſtill as a face-royal, for a 
barber ſhall never earn ſixpence out of it; and yet he 


will be crowing, as if he had writ man ever ſince his fa- 


ther was a bachelor. He may keep his own grace, but 
he is almoſt out of mine, I can aſſure him. What ſaid 
Mr. Dombledon, about the fattin for my ſhort cloak 
and flops? 4 

Page. He ſaid, Sir, you ſhould procure him better 
aſſurance than Bardolph: he would not take his bond 
and yours, he lik'd not the ſecurity. 

Ful. Let him be damn'd like the glutton, may his 
tongue be hotter} a whorefon Achitophel, a raſcally 
yea-forſooth-knave, to bear a gentleman in hand, and 
then ſtand upon ſecurity! the whoreſon-ſmooth-pates do 
now wear nothing but high ſhoes, and bunches of keys 
at their girdles; and if a man is thorough with them in 
honeſt taking up, then they mult ſtand upon ſecurity. I 
had as lief they would put rat's-bane in my mouth, as 
offer to ſtop it with ſecurity. I looked he ſhould have 
ſent me two and twenty yards of ſattin, as IJ am a true 
Knight, and he ſends me ſecurity. Well, he may fleep- 
in ſecurity, for he hath the horn of abundance. And 
the Iightneſs of his wife ſhines through. it, and yet can- 
not he ſee, though he have his own lanthorn to light 
tnm. Where's Bardolph ? 

Page. He's gone into Smithfield to buy your Worſhip 
2 horle, 

al. I bought him in Paul's “, and he'll buy me a 

huorſe 

* At that time the reſort of idle people, cheats, and knights 
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harſe in Smithfield. If I could get me but a wife in the 
ſtews, I were mann'd, hors'd, and wiv'd. 


SCENE V. Enter Chief Fuflice, and Servants. 


Page. Sir, here comes the Nobleman that committed 
the Prince for ſtriking him, about Bardolph. 

Fal. Wait cloſe, I will not ſee him. 

Ch. Juſt. What's he that goes there? 

Serv. Falſtaff, an't pleaſe your Lordſhip. 

Ch. Fuft. He that was in queſtion for the robbery ? 

Serv. He, my Lord. But he hath ſince done good 
ſervice at Shrewſbury ; .and, as I hear, is now going with 
ſome charge to the Lord John of Lancaſter. 

Ch. Fuft. What, to York? call him back again. 

Serv. Sir John Falſtaff! 

Fal. Boy, tell him I am deaf. 

Page. You muſt ſpeak louder, my maſter is deaf. 

Ch. Juſt. I am ſure he is, to the hearing of any thing 


good. Go pluck him by the elbow. I mult ſpeak 
with him. | 


Serv. Sir John! | 


Fal. What! a young knave and beg! are there not 
wars? ts there not employment? doth not the King 
lack ſubjects? do not the rebels need ſoldiers? though 
it be a ſhame to be on any fide but one, it is worſe ſhame 
to beg, than to be on the worſt fide, were it worſe than 
the name of rebellion can tell how to make it. 

Serv. You miſtake me, Sir. 

Fal. Why, Sir, did I ſay you were an honeſt man? 
ſetting my knighthood and my ſoldierſhip aſide, I had 
lied in my throat, if I had ſaid ſo. 

Serv. I pray you, Sir, then ſet your knighthood and 
your ſoldierſhip afide, and give me leave to tell you, you 
lie in your throat, if you ſay I am any other than an 
honeſt man. 

Fal. I give thee leave to tell me ſo? I lay afide that 
which grows to me! if thou gett'ſt any leave of me, 
hang me; if thou tak*ſt leave, thou wert better be hang'd: 
you hunt-counter, hence; avaunt. 

Serv. Sir, my Lord would ſpeak with you. 

Ch. Fuft. Sir John Falſtaff, a word with you. 

Fal. My good Lord! God give your Lordſhip good 


time 
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time of day. I am glad to ſee your Lordſhip abroad; 
I heard ſay your Lordſhip was ſick. I hope your Lord- 
ſhip goes abroad by advice. Your Lordſhip, though not 
clean paſt your youth, hath yet ſome ſmack of age in 
you, ſome reliſh of the ſaltneſs of time; and I muſt hum- 
bly beſeech your Lordſhip, to have a reverend care of your 
health. 

Ch. Juſt. Sir John, I ſent for you before your expedi- 
tion to Shrewſbury,—— 

Fal. If it pleaſe your Lordſhip, I hear his Majeſty is 
return'd with ſome diſcomfort from Wales. 

Ch. Juſt. J talk not of his Majeſty : you would not 
come when I ſent for you; 

Fal. And I hear moreover, his Highneſs is fallen into 
this ſame whoreſon apoplexy. 

Ch. Juſt. Well, heav'n mend him! I pray, let me 
ſpeak with you. 

Ful. This apoplexy is, as I take it, a kind of lethargy, 
an't pleaſe your Lordſhip, a kind of ſleeping in the blood, 
a whoreſon tinghng. 

Ch. Jul. What tell you me of it? be it as it is. 

Ful. It hath its original from much grief, from ſtudy 
and perturbation of the brain. I have read the cauſe of 
it in Galen. It is a kind of deafneſs. 

Ch. Fuft. 1 think you are fallen into that diſeaſe; for 
you hear not what I ſay to you. 

Fal. Very well, my Lord, very well: rather, an't 
pleaſe you, it is the diſeaſe of not liſt'ning, the malady of 
not marking, that I am troubled withal. 

Ch. Fuft. To puniſh you by the heels, would amend 


the attention of your ears; and 1 care not if I do become 


your phyſician. | 

Fal. I am as poor as Job, my Lord, but not ſo pati- 
ent: your Lordſhip may miniſter the potion of impriſon- 
ment to me, in reſpe& of poverty; but how I ſhould 
be your patient to follow your preſcriptions, the wiſe 
may make ſome dram of a ſcruple, or, indeed, a ſcruple 
itſelf. 1 

Ch. Fuſt. J ſent for you, when there were matters a- 
gainſt you for your life, to come ſpeak with me. 

Fal. As I was then advis'd by my counſel learned in 
the laws of this land-ſervice, I did not come, 

Ch. Fuft. 
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Ch. Juſt. Well, the truth is, Sir John, you live in 


great infamy. 

Fal. He that buckles him in my belt, cannot live in 
leſs. 

Ch. Fuft. Your means are very flendrr, and your waſte 
is great. 

Fal. 1 would it were otherwiſe: I would my means 
were greater, and my waſte flenderer. 

Ch. Fufl. You have miſled the youthful Prince. 

Fal. The young Prince hath miſled me. 1 am the 
fellow with the great belly, and he my dog. 

Ch. Juſt. Well, 'm bath to gall a new heal'd wound; 
your day's ſervice at Shrewſbury hath a little gilded o- 
ver your night's exploit on Gad's-hill. You may thank 
the unquiet time, for your quiet o'er-poſting that action. 

Fal. My Lord! 

Ch. Juſt But ſince all is well, keep it ſo: wake not 
a ſleeping wolf. | 
Fal. To wake a wolf, is as bad as to {ſmell a fox. 


Ch. Tuft, What? you are as a candle, the better 
part burnt out. 


Fal. A waſſel candle, my Lord; all tallow : but if I 
did ſay of wax, my growth would approve the truth. 

Ch. Ja. There is not a white hair on your face, but 
fould have his effect of gravity. 

Faul. His effect of gravy, gravy, gravy. 

Ch. Fufl. You follow the young Prince up and down, 
like his ill angel. | 

Fal. Not ſo, my Lord, your ill angel is light: but I 
hope he that looks upon me, will take me without 
weighing; and yet, in ſome reſpects, I grant I cannot 
g0.——-I cannot tell. Virtue is of fo little regard in 
theſe coiter-mongers' days, that true valour is turned 
bear-herd. Pregnancy is made a tapſter, and hath his 
quick wit waſted in giving reckonings; all the other 
gifts appertinent to man, as the malice of this age fhapes 
them, are not worth a gooſeberry. You that are old, 
conſider not the capacities of us that are young; you 
meaſure the heat of our livers, with the bitterneſs of 
your galls; and we that are in the va-ward of our 
youth, I muſt confeſs are wags too, | 

Cb. Juſt. Do you ſet down your name in the ſcroll of 
Vou IV. | | P . youth, 
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youth, that are written down old, with all the characters 
of age? Ilave you not a moiſt eye? a dry hand? a yel- 
low cheex? a white beard? a decreaſing leg? an in- 
crealing belly? is not your voice broken? your wind 
ſhort? your chin double? your wit ſingle? and every 


part about you blaſted with antiquity? and will you yet 


call yourſelf young? Fie, fie, fie, Sir John. 

Fal. My Lord, I was born about three of the clock 
in the afternoon, with a white head, and ſomething 
% round belly.” For my voice, I have loſt it with 
hallowing and ſinging of anthems. To approve my 
youth further, I will rot. The truth is, I am only old 
in judgment and underſtanding ; and he that will caper 
with me for a thouſand merks, let him lend me the mo- 
ney, and have at him. For the box o' th' ear that the 
Prince gave you, he gave it like a rude prince, and you 
took it like a ſenſible lord. I have check'd him for it; 
and the young lon repents: marry, not in aſhes and 
fackcloth, but in new filk and old ſack; | | 

Ch. Fuft. Well, Heav'n ſend the Prince a better com- 
panion ! 

Fal. Heav'n ſend the companion a better Prince! 1 
cannot rid my hands of him. 

Ch. Juſt. Well, the King hath fſever'd you and Prince 
Harry. 1 hear you are going with Lord John of Lan- 
caſter, againſt the Archbiſhop and the Earl of Northum- 
berland. | 

Fal. Yes, I thank your pretty ſweet wit for it: but 
look you, pray, all you that kiſs my Lady Peace at 
home, that our armies join not in a hot day: for, by 
the Lord, I take but two ſhirts out with me, .and I 
mean not to ſweat extraordinarily; if it be a hot day, 
if I brandiſh any thing but a bottle, would I might ne- 
yer ſpit white again. There is not a dangerous action 
can peep out his head, but I am thruſt upon it. Well, 


I cannot laſt ever. But it was always yet the trick 


4 of our Engliſh nation, if they have a good thing, to 
make it too common.“ If ye will needs ſay I am an 
old man, you ſhould give me reſt, I would to God, my 
name were not ſo terrible to the enemy as it is! I were 
better to be eaten to death with a ruſt, than to be ſcour'd 
to nothing with perpetual motion. 0 

; deat BE Cb. Fuſt. 
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Ch. Juſt. Well, be honeſt, be honeſt, and Heav'n bleſs 


your expedition! | 
Fal. Will your Lordſhip lend me a thouſand pound to 
furniſh me forth ? | 
Ch. Fuft. Not a penny, not a penny; you are too im- 
patient to bear eroſſes. Fare you well. Commend me 
to my couſin Weſtmoreland. | Exit. 
Ful. If J do, fillip me with a three- man beetle“ 
A man can no more ſeparate age and covetouſneſs, than 
he can part young limbs and letchery : but the gout 
galls the one, and the pox pinches the other, and ſo both 
the degrees prevent my curſes. Boy, 
Page. Sir? 
Fal. What money is in my purſe? 
Page. Seven groats and two pence. 
Fal. I can get no remedy againſt this conſumption of 
the purſe. Borrowing only lingers and lingers it out, 
but the diſeaſe is incurable. Go bear this letter to my 
Lord of Lancaſter, this to the Prince, this to the Email 
of Weſtmoreland, and this to old Mrs Urſula, whom L 
have weekly ſworn to marry ſince I perceived the firit 
white hair on my chin. About it; you know where to 
find me. A pox of this gout! or, a gout of this pox! 
for the one, or t'other, plays the rogue with my great 
toe: it is no matter, if I do halt, I have the wars for my 
colour, and my penſion ſhall ſeem the more reaſonable : 


a good wit will make uſe of any thing; I will turn diſ- 
eaſes to commodity. [ Exeunt. 


SCENE VI. 
| Changes to the Archbiſhop of Y ol palace. 


Enter Archbiſhop of York, Haſtingt, Thomas Mywbray 


(Earl Marſhal, ) and Lord Bardolph. 


York. Thus have you heard our cauſe, and know our 
Now, my moſt noble friends, I pray you all, 
Speak plainly your opinions of our hopes; 

And firſt, Lord Marſhal, what ſay you to it ? 

Mowb. I well allow th? occaſion of our arms, 


P 2 But 


* 5. c. A rammer big enough to require three men to liſt it. 
Mr. Pope. 3 
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But gladly would be better ſatisfied 


How in our means we ſhould advance ow felves, 
To look with forchead bold and big enough 
Upon the pow'r and puiſſance of the King? 
Haſ?. Our preſent mutters grow upon the file 
To five and twenty thouſand men of choice; 
And our ſupplies live largely in the hope 
Of great Northumberland, whoſe boſom burns 
With an incenſed fire of injuries. 
Bard. The queſtion then, Lord Haſtings, ſtandeth thus: 
Whether our preſent five and twenty thouſand 
May hold up head without Northumberland ? 
Haft. With him we may. 
Bard. Ay, marry, there's the point: 
But if without him we be thought too feeble, 
My judgment is, we ſhould not ſtep too far 
Till we had his aſſiſtance by the hand. 
For in a theme ſo bloody fac'd as this, 
Conjecture, expectation, and ſurmile, 
Of aids uncertain, ſhould not be admitted. 
York. Tis very true, Lord Bardolph; for indeed 
It was young Hot-fpur's caſe at Shrewſbury. 
Bard. It was, my Lord, who lin'd himſelf with hope, 
Eating the air, on promiſe of ſupply ; 
Flatt*ring himſelf with project of a power 
Much ſmaller than the ſmalleſt of bis thoughts; 
And fo, with great imagination, | 
Proper to madmen, led his pow'rs to death, 
And, winking, leap'd into deſtruction. 
Haſt. But, by your leave, it never yet did hurt 
To lay down likelihoods and forms of hope. 
Bard. Yes, if this preſent quality of war 
Impede the inſtant act; a cauſe on foot 
Lives ſo in hope, as in an early ſpring + 
We ſee th? appearing buds; which, to prove fruit, 
Hope gives not ſo much warrant, as deſpair 
'That froits will bite them. When we mean to build, 
We firſt ſurvey the plot, then draw the model; 
And when we ſee the figure of the houſe, 
Then muſt we rate the coſt of the erection; 
Which if we find out-weighs abflity, 
What do we then but draw a-new the model 


hs 

Ta 
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In fewer offices? or elſe, deſiſt 
To build at all? Much more, in this great work, 
(Which is almoſt to pluck a kingdom down, 

Aud ſet another up,) ſhould we ſurvey 

"The plot of fituation, and the model; 

Couſcut upon a ſure foundation, 

Queſtion ſurveyors, know our own eſtate; 

How able ſuch a work to undergo, 

To weigh againſt his oppoſite: or elſe, 

We fortify in paper and in figures, 

Uſing the names of men inſtead of men: 

Like one, that draws the model of a houſe 

Beyond his pow'r to build it; who, half through, 

Gives o'er, and leaves his part- created coſt * 

« A naked ſubject to the weeping clouds, 

« And waſte for churliſh winter's tyranny.” 

Ilaſt. Grant that our hopes, yet likely of fair birth, 
Should be ftill-born ; and that we now poſſeſs'd 
The utmoſt man of expeQation : 

I think we are a body ſtrong enough, 

Ev'n as we are, to equal with the King. [ſand ? 
Bard. What, is the King but five and twenty thou- 
Haſt. To us, no more; nay, not ſo much, Lord Bar- 

For his diviſions, as the times do brawl, [dolph, 

Are in three heads; one pow'r againſt the French, 

And one againſt Glendower; perforce, a third 

Muſt take up us; ſo is the unfirm King 

In three divided ;. and his coffers ſound 

With hollow poyerty and emptineſs. 

York. That he ſhould draw his ſev'ral ſtrengths toge- 
And come againſt us in full puiſſance, [cher, 
Need not be dreaded. | 

Haft. If he ſhould do ſo, ; 

He leaves his back unarm'd, the French and Welch 

Baying him at the heels; never fear that. 
Bard. Who is it like ſhould lead his forces hither? 
Haſt. The Duke of Lancaſter, and Weſtmoreland: 


Againft the Welch, himſelf and Harry Monmouth; 


But who is ſubſtituted *gainſt the Freach, 
I have no certain notice, 
ort. Let us on: 
l | 2 $448 

* Coft, for work, 


And 
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And publiſh the occaſion of our arms. 

The commonwealth is fick of their own choice ; 

Their over-greedy love hath ſurfeited. 

An habitation giddy and unſure 

Hath he that buildeth on the vulgar heart. 

O thou fond many! with what loud applauſe 

Didſt thou beat heay'n with bleſſing Bolingbroke, 

Before he was what thou wouldſt have him be? 

And now, being trimm'd up in thine own defires, 

Thou, beaſtly * — art ſo full of him, 

That thou provok*ſ thyſelf to caſt him up. 8 

So, ſo, thou common dog, didſt thou diſgorge 

Thy glutton-boſom of the Royal Richard, 

And now thou would'ſ eat thy dead vomit up, 

And howl'ſt to find it. What truſt is in theſe times? 

They, that when Richard liv'd, would have him die, 

Are now become enamour'd on his grave; 

Thou that threw'ſ duſt upon his goodly head, 

When through proud London he came fighing on 

After th' admired heels of Bolinghroke, 

Cry'ſt now, O earth, yield us that King again, 

And take thou this. O thoughts of men accurs'd! 

Paſt and to come, ſeem beſt; things preſent, worſt. 
Mowb. Shall we go draw our numbers, and ſet on? 
Hat. We are Time's ſubjects, and Time bids, be gone. 

[ Exeunt. 
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ACT II. SCENE I. 


A flreet in London. 
Eater Hoſteſs, with two officers, Phang and Snare. 


Hoſt. M R. Phang, have you enter'd the action! 
Phang. It is enter'd. 2 
_ Hoft. Where's your yeoman? is he a luſty yeoman? 
will he ſtand to it? | | 
Phang. Sirrah, where's Snare? 
Hef. O Lord, ay, good Mr. Snare. 
Snare. Here, here. , | | 
| Phang. Snare, we muſt arreſt Sir John Falſtaff. _ 
Hef. Ay, good Mr. Snare, I have enter'd him and all. 


Snare. 
Mi 


Fung 


Sc. 1. KING HENRY IV. 175 
Snare. It may chance coſt ſome of us our lives : for 


he will lab, | 

Hoft. Alas the day! take heed of him; he ſtabb'd me 
in mine own houſe, and that moſt beaſtly; he cares not 
what miſchief he doth, if his weapon be out. He will 
foin like any devil; he will ſpare neither man, woman, 
nor child. 

Phang. If I can cloſe with him, I care not for his 
thruſt. 8 

Hoſt. No, nor I neither; I'll be at your elbow. 

Phang. If I but fift him once; if he come but within 
my vice . . | 

Hoſt. 1 am undone by his going; I warrant you, he is 
an infinitive thing upon my ſcore. Good Mr. Phang, 
hold him ſure; good Mr. Snare, let him not *ſcape. He 
comes continually ta Pie- corner, ſaving your manhoods, 
to buy a ſaddle: and he is indited to dinner to the Lub- 
bar's-head in Lombard-ſtreet, to Mr. Smooth's the Silk- 
man. TI pray ye, ſince my action is enter'd, and my caſe 
ſo openly known to the world, let him be brought in to 
his anſwer. A hundred mark 1s a long loan, for a poor 
lone woman ta bear; and I have borne, and borne, and 
borne, and have been fubb'd off, and fubb'd off, from 
this day to that day, that it is a ſhame to be thought 
on. There 1s no honeſty in ſuch dealing, unleſs a wo- 
man ſhould be made an aſs and a beaſt, to bear every 


knave's wrong. 


Enter Faſſtaff, Bardolph, and the Boy. 


Yonder he comes, and that arrant malmſey-nofe knave 


Bardalph with him. Do your offices, do your offices: 
Mr. Phang and Mr. Snare, do me, do me your offices. 


Fal. How now? whoſe mare's dead? what's the mat- 
ter? | 4 
Phang. Sir John, I arreſt you at the ſuit of Mrs. 
Quickly. | 75 . 
Fal. Away, varleta; draw, Bardolph: cut me off the 
villain's head: throw the quean in the, kennel. 
Hef. Twaw me in the kennel? Fit throw thee in 
Nat: enn a | the 


Vice, er gra/}. + a metaphor takes from a fm viee, Mos. Pope, 
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the kennel, Wilt thou? wilt thou? thou baſtardly 
rogue. Murder, murder ! O thoy honey-ſuckle villain *, 
wilt thou kill God's officers and the King's! O thou 
honey ſeed rogue“! thou art a honey-ſeed, a man quel- 
ler, and a woman-queller. 

Fal. Keep them off, Bardolph. 

Phang. A reſcue, a reſcue! 

Hofl. Good people, bring a reſcue or two; thou wo't, 
wo't thou? thou wo't, wo't thou? do, do, thou rogue, 
do, thou hemp-ſeed ! 

Fal. Away, you ſcullion, you rampallian, you fuſtila- 
rian: I'll tickle your cataſtrophe. 


SCENE II. Enter Cbiæf Juſtice attended. 
Ch. Juſt. What's the matter? keep the peace here, 


hoa |! | 
Hoſt. Good my Lord, be good to me. I beſeech 
you, ſtand to me. 

Ch. Juſt. How now, Sir John? what, are you brawl- 

ing here? 
Doth this become your place, your time, and buſineſs ? 
You ſhould have been well on your way to York. 
Stand from him, fellow; wherefore hang*ft thou on him? 

Hoſt. O my moſt worſhipful Lord, an't pleaſe your 
Grace, I am a poor widow of Eaſt-cheap, and he is ar- 
reſted at my ſuit. | 

Ch. Fuft. For what ſum? 

Hoſt. It is more than for ſome, my Lord, it is for all; 
all I have: he hath eaten me out of houſe and home; 
he hath put all my ſubſtance into that fat belly of his: 
but I will have ſome of it out again, or I'll ride thee 
o'nights, like the mare. | 

Ful. I think 1 am as like to ride the mare, if I have 
any *vantage of ground to get up. | 

Cb. Fuft. How comes this, Sir John? Fie, what man 
of good temper would endure this tempeſt of exclama- 
tion? are you not aſham'd to inforce a poor widow to ſo 
rough a courſe to come by her own ? | | 
Fal. What is the groſs ſum that I owe thee? 

Hoſt. Marry, if thou wert an honeſt man, thyſelf 

| and 


'* She meant to ſay, bomicidal villain, and homicide ragur. 
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and the money too. Thou didft ſwear to me on a par- 
cel-gilt goblet, fitting in my Dolphin chamber, at the 
ron table, by a ſea-coal fire, on Wedneſday in Whit- 
ſun- week, when the Prince broke thy head for likening 
him to a ſinging- man of Windſor ; thou didſt ſwear to 
me then, as 1 was wathing thy wound, to marry me, and 
make me my lady thy wife. Canſt chou deny it? did 
not good-wife Keech, the butcher's wife, eome in then, 
and call me Ggſip Quiciiy? coming in to borrow a maſs 
of vinegar; telling us, the had a good diſh of prawns; 
whereby thou did deſire to eat ſome; whereby I told thee, 
they were ul for a green wound; and didſt not thou, 
when ſhe was gone down ſtairs, defire me to be no more 
ſo familiarity with ſuch poor people, ſaying, that ere 
long they ſhould call me Madam? and didit thou not 
kiſs me, and bid me fetch thee thirty ſhillings? I put thee 
now to thy book-oath; deny it, if thou canit. 

Fal. My Lord, this is a poor mad ſoul; and ihe ſays 
vp and down the town, that her eldeſt ſor is like you. 
She hath been in good caſe, and the truth is, poverty 
hath diſtracted her; but for theſe fooliſh officers, I beſeech 
you, I may have redreſs againſt them. 

Ch. 70. Sir John, Sir John, I am well — 
with your manner of wrenching the true cauſe the falſe 
way. It is not a confident brow, nor the throng of 
words that come with ſuch more than impudent ſaueineſs 
from'yon, can thruſt me from a level confideration. I 
know you have practis d upon the eaſy- yielding ſpirit of 
this woman.———— 

Hoſt. Yes in troth, my Lord. 

Ch. Fuft. Priythee, peace; pay her the debt you owe 
her, and unpay the villany you have done her; the one 
you may do with Sterling money, and the other with eur · 
rent repentance. 

Fal. My Lord, I will not undergo this ſneap * with- 
out reply. You coll honourable boldneſs impudent ſau- 
cineſs: if a man will court'ſy and ſay nothing, he is vir- 
tuous. No, my Lord, my humble duty remeniber'd, I 
will not be your ſuitor: I ſay to you, I deſire deliver- 
ance from theſe officers, _ upon haſty employment in 
the _ s affairs. 


A Yorkſhire word, for rcbule. 
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Ch. Juſt. You ſpeak as having power to do wrong; 
but anſwer in the effect your reputation, and ſatisfy the 


poor woman. 


Fal. Come hither, hoſteſs. [ Afide. 


SCENE III. Enter Mr. Gower. 


Ch. Fuft. Maſter Gower, what news? 

Gower, The King, my Lord, and Henry Prince of 
Are near at hand: the reſt the paper tells. [Wales, 

Fal. As I am a gentleman | 

Hoſl. Nay, you faid ſo before. 

1 As I am a gentleman; — come, no more words 
et it. 

Hofl. By this heav'nly ground I tread- on, I muſt be 
fain to pawn both my plate, and the tapeſtry of my din- 
ing chambers. 

Fal. « Glaſſes, glaſſes, is the only drinking; and for 
« thy walls, a pretty flight drollery, or the ſtory of 
« the prodigal, or the German hunting in water-work *, 
« is worth a thouſand of theſe dead-hangings, and theſe 
« fly-bitten tapeſtries: let it be ten pound, if thou canſt.“ 
Come, if it were not for thy humours, there is not a bet- 
ter wench in England. Go, waſh thy face, and draw 
thy action: come, thou muſt not be in this humour with 
me; do'ſt not know me? Come, come, I know thou waſt 
ſet on to this. | : | 

Hofl. Pr'ythee, Sir John, let it be but twenty nobles ; 
I am loath to pawn my plate, in good earneſt, la. 

Fal. Let it alone, I'll make other ſhift; you'll be a 
fool ſtill. | 

Heft. Well, you ſhall have it, thongh I pawn my 


gown. I hope you'll come to ſupper : you'll pay me 


all together? 
Fal. Will I live? go with her, with her: hook on, 

hook on. | | | 
Hoft. Will you have Doll Tear-ſheet meet you at ſup- 
r? | 

Fal. No more words, Let's have her. 

| | [Exeunt Hoſteſs and Serjeant. 

Ch. Jul. I have heard better news. 
Ful. What's the news, my good Lord? 


i. e. In water-colovurs. 


Ch. Jul. 
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Ch. Jul. Where lay the King laſt night? 

Gower. At Baſingſtoke, my Lord. 

Fal. J hope, my Lord, all's well. What is the news, 
* 8 

h. Juſl. Come all his forees back ? 

3 No; fifteen hundred foot, ſive hundred horſe 
Are march'd up to my Lord of Lancaſter, 
Againſt Northumberland and the Archbiſhop. 

Fal. Comes the King back from Wales, my Noble 
Lord? 

Ch. Just. You ſhall have letters of me preſently. 


Come, go along with me, good Mr. Gower. 
Fal. My Lord, 
Ch. Juſt. What's the matter? | 
Ful. Maiter Gower, ſhall I entreat you with me to 

dinner ? 


Gower, I mult wait upon my good Lord here? 


179 


thank you, good Sir John. 


Ch. Juſt. Sir John, you loiter here too long, TERA 
you are to take ſoldiers up in the countries as you go. 


Ful. Will you ſup with me, Maſter Gower ? 


Ch, Tuſt. What foolith matter taught you theſe man- 
ners, Sir John? 


Fal. Maiter Gower, if they become me not, he was 
a fool that taught them me. This is the right fencing 
grace, my Lord, tap for tap, and ſo part fair. 
Ch. Fuft, Now the Locd lighten thee, thou art a great 
fool! [ [ Exeunt 4 


SCENE IV. Gontinues in London. 


Enter Prince Henry and Poins. 


P. Henry. Truſt me, I am exceeding weary. 

Point. Is it come to that? I had thought, en, 
durſt not have attach'd one of ſo high blood. 

P. Henry. It doth me, though it diſcolours the com- 
plexion of my greatneſs to acknowledge it. Doth it 
not ſhew vilely in me to defire ſmall beer? 

Point. Why, a prince ſhould not be fo looſely ſtudied, 
as to remember ſo weak a compoſition. 

P. Henry. Belike then my appetite was not princely 
got; for, in troth, I do now remember the poor crea- 

7 ture, 


180 THE SECOND PART or AQ i. 


ture, ſmall beer. But, indeed, theſe humble conſide- 
rations make me out of love with my greatneſs. « What 
« a diſgrace 1s it to me to remember thy name? or to 
« know thy face to-motrow, or to take note how 
« many pair of filk ſtockings thou haſt? viz. theſe, 
« and thoſe that were the peach-colour'd ones; or to 
« bear the inventory of thy ſhirts, as one for ſuperfluity, 
« and one other for uſe? but that the tennis-court- 
keeper knows better than I; for it is a low ebb of linen 
with thee, when thou keepeſt not racket there, as thou 
haſt not done a great while, becauſe the reſt of thy low 
countries have made a ſhift to eat up thy holland, And 
God knows, whether thoſe that bawl out of the ruins of 
thy linen, ſhall inherit his kingdom: but the midwives 
fay the children are not in the fault; whereupon the 
world increaſes, and kindreds are miglitily ſtrengthened. 

Poind. How ill it follows, after you have labour'd 
ſo hard, you ſhould talk ſo idly? Tell me, how many 
good young princes would do fo, their fathers lying fo 
lick as yours at this time is. 

P. Henry. Shall I tell this one thing, Poins? 

Prins. Yes, and let it be an excellent good thing. 

P, Henry. It ſhall ſerve among wits of no higher 
breeding than thine. | 

Poins. Go to; I ſtand the puſh of your one thing 
that you'll tell. | 

P, Henry, Why, 1 tell thee, it is not meet that I 
ſhould be ſad now my father is ſick; albeit I could tell 
to thee, (as to one it pleaſes me, for fault of a better, 
to call my friend,) I could be ſad, and fad indeed too. 

Point. Very hardly upon ſuch a ſubject. | 

P. Henry. By this hand, thou think/ſt me as far in the 
devil's book, as thou and Falſtaff, for obduracy and 
perſiſteney. Let the end try the man. But I tell 
thee, my heart bleeds inwardly, that my father is ſo fick: 
and keeping fuch vile company as thou art, hath in rea- 
fon taken from me all oſtentation of forrviv. 

Point. The reaſon? * 
P. Henry. What would'ſt thou think of me if I ſhould 
weep? AE do be 262" 40-4 
| Poins, I would think thee a moſt prinedy-bypocrite. 

P. Henry. It would be every man's thought; _ 
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thou art a bleſſed fellow, to think as every man thinks. 
Never a man's thought in the world keeps the road-way 
better than thine; every man would think me an hypo- 
crite indeed. And what excites your moſt worſhipful 
thonght to think ſo ? t 

Poins. Why, becauſe you have ſeemed ſo lewd, and 
ſo much ingraſfed to Falſtaff. 

P. Henry. And to thee. 

Poins. Nay, by this light, I am well ſpoken of, I can 
hear it with mine own ears. The worlt they can ſay of 
me is, that I am a ſecond brother, and that I am a pro- 
per fellow of my hands: ard thoſe two things I con- 
feſs I cannot help. Look, look, here comes Bardolph. 

P. Henry. And the boy that I gave Falſtaff. He had 
him from me Chriſtian, and ſee if the fat villain have 
not transform'd him ape. 


SCENE V. Enter Bardolth and Page. 


Bard. Save your Grace. 

P. Henry. And yours, moſt noble Bardolph. 

Bard. Come, you virtuous aſs, and baſhful fool, 
mult you be bluſhing? Wherefore bluſh you now? what 
2 maidenly man at arms are you become? Is it ſuch a 
matter to get a pottle-pot's maidenhead? 

Page. He call'd me ev'n now, my Lord, through a 
red lattice, and I could diſcern no part of his face from, 
the window; at laſt I ſpy'd his eyes, and methought 
he had made two holes in the ale-wife's new petticoat, 
and peep'd through. 

P. Henry. Hath not the boy profited ? 

Bard. Away, you whoreſon upright rabbet, away! 
Page. Away, you raſcally Althea's dream, away! 

P. Henry. Inſtruct us, boy, what dream, boy? 

Page. Marry, my Lord, Althea dream'd ſhe was 
2 of a firebrand; and therefore 1 call him her 

ream. | 

P. Henry. A crown's-worth of good interpretation; 
there it is, boy. [ Gives him money. 

Poins, O that this good bloſſom could be kept from 
cankers! well, there is fixpence to preſerve thee. 

Bard. If you do not make him be hang'd among 
you, the gallows ſhall be wrong'd. $3115] 
Vor. IV. Q P. Henry. 
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P. Henry. And how doth thy maſter, Bardolph? 

Bard. Well, my good Lord. He heard of your Grace's 
coming to town. There's a letter for you. 

P. Henry. Deliver'd with good reſpe&? 
doth the Martlemas, your maſter? 

Bard. In bodily health, Sir. 

Poins. Marry, the immortal part needs a phyſician; 
but that moves not him; though that be ſick, it dies 
not. 

f. Henry. I do allow this wen to be as familiar with 
me as my dog; and he holds his place: for, look you, 
how he writs. [Gives Poins the letter. 

Poins reads. John Falflaff, Knight, Every man 
muſt know that as often as he hath occaſion to name 
himſelf: even like thoſe that are kin to the King ; + for 
they never prick their ſinger but they ſay, There is ſome 
of the King's blood ſpilt. How comes that? ſays he 
that takes upon him not to conceive: the anſwer is as 
ready as a borrower's cap; J am the King's poor couſin, 
Sir. 


and how 


P. Henry, Nay, they will be kin to us, or they will 
fetch it from Japhet. But, to the letter. 

Poins. Sir John Falflaff, Knight, to the fon of the King, 
neareſt his father, Harry Prince of Wales, greeting, Why, 
this is a certificate. 

A. Henry. Peace. 

Point. I will imitate the Honourable Roman in bre- 
vity. Sure, he means brevity in breath; ſhort-winded. 
T commend me to thee, I commend thee, and J love thee. 
Be not too familiar with Poins ; for he miſuſes thy favours 
fo much, that he ſwears thou art to marry his fiſter Nell, 
Repent at idle times as thou may fo, and ſo farewell. T hine, 
by yea and no; which is as much as to: ſay, as thou l 
him: Jucl Falſtaff with my familiars: Jobn | with my 
brothers and fifters : and Sir 22 with all Europe. My 
Lord, I will ſteep this letter i in ſack, and make him eat 
We: 

P. Henry. That's to make him eat plenty of his words. 
But do you uſe me thus, Ned? muſt I _ your ſiſter? 


Pains. 
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Point. May the wench have no worſe fortune! But 
I never ſaid ſo. 

P. Henry. Well, thus we play the fool with the time, 
and the foirits of the wile fit in the clouds and mock us. 
Is your maſter here in London? 

Bard. Yes, my Lord. 

P. Henry. Where ſups he ? doth the old boar feed in 
the old frank ? 

Bard. At the old place, my Lord, in Eaſt-cheap. 

P. Henry. What company ? 

Page. Epheſians, my Load, of the old church. 

P. Henry. Sup any women with him? 

Page. None, my Lord, but old Mrs. Quickly, and 
Mrs. Doll Tear-ſheert. 

P. Henry. What Pagan may that be? 


Page. A. proper gentlewoman, Sir, and a kinſwoman 
of my maſter's. 


P. Henry. Even ſuch kin as the pariſh-heifers are to 

the town-bull. Shall we ſteal upon them, Ned, at ſup- 
? 
” Pak I am your ſhadow, my Lord, Ill follow you. 

P. Henry. Sirrah, you boy, and Bardolph, no word 
to your maſter that I am yet come to town. 'There's 
for your ſilence. 

Bard. I have no tongue, Sir. 

Page. And for mine, Sir, I will govern it. 

P. Henry. Fare ye well: go. This Doll Tear - ſheet 
ſhould be ſome road. 

Point. I warrant you, as common as the way between 
St. Alban's and London. 

P. Henry. How might we ſee Falſtaff beſtow himſelf 
to-night in his true colours, and not ourſelves be ſeen ? 

Point. Put on two leather jerkins and aprons, and 
wait upon him at his table, as drawers. 

P. Henry. From a god to a bull? a heavy enden 
It was Jove's caſe. From a prince to a prentice? 
a low transformation; that ſhall be mine: for” in ev 
thing, the purpoſe muſt N with the folly. Follow 
me, Ned. [ Exeunt. 


Q 2 SCENE 
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SCENE VI. Changes to Northumberland's caſile. 


Enter Nortbumberlund, Lady N. orthumberland, .and 
Lady Percy. 


North. I pr'ythee, loving wife, and gentle daughter, 
Give even way unto my rough affairs. 
Put not you on the viſage of the times, 
And be like them to Percy, troubleſome. 

L. North. J have giv'n over, I will ſpeak no more: 
Do what you will; your wiſdom be your guide. 

North. Alas, ſwect wife, my honour is at pawn, 
And, but my going, nothing can redeem it. 

J.. Percy. Oh, yet, for heav'n's ſake, go not to theſe 

wars. 

The time was, father, that you broke your word, 
When you were more endear'd to it than now; 
When your own Percy, when my heart-dear Harry, 
Threw many' a'northward look, to ſee his father 
Bring up his pow'rs : but he did long in vain! 
Who then perſuaded you to ſtay at home? 
"There were two honours loſt, yours and your ſons; 
For yours, may heav*nly glory brighten it! 
For his, it ſtuck upon him as the ſun 
In the grey vault of heav'n; and by his light 
Did all the chivalry of England move | 
To do brave acts. He was indeed the glaſs, 
Wherein the noble youth did dreſs themielvers 
He had no legs that practis'd not his gait: 
And ſpeaking thick, which Nature made his blemiſh, 
Became the accents of the valiant: 
For thoſe that could ſpeak low and tardily, 
Would turn their own perfection to abuſe, _ 
To ſeem like him. So that in. ſpeech, and gait, 
In diet, in affections of delight, 
In military rules, humours of blood, 
He was the mark and glaſs, copy and book, | 
That faſhion'd others. And him, wond'rous him! 
O miracle of men! him did you leave 
| (Second to none, unſeconded by you) 
To look upon the hideous god of war 
In diſadvantage; to abide a field, 
Where nothing but the ſound of Hot-ſpur's name 


Did 
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Did ſeem defenfible: fo you left him. 
Never, O, never do his ghoſt the wrong, 
To hold your honour more preciſe and nice 
With others, than with him. Let them alone. 
The Marſhal and the Archbiſhop are ſtrong. 
Had my ſweet Harry had but half their numbers, 
« To-day might I (hanging on Hot ſpur's neck) 
% Have talk'd of Monmouth's grave.“ 

North. Beſhrew your heart, 
Fair daughter; you do draw my ſpirits from me, 
With new-lamenting ancient overſights. 
But I muſt go and meet with danger there 
Or it will ſeek me in another place, 
And find me worſe provided. 

L. North. Fly to Scotland, 
Till that the nobles and the armed commons 
Have of their puiſſance made a little taſte. 

L. Percy. If they get ground and ' vantage of the King, 
Then join you with them, like a rib of ſteel, 
To make ſtrength ſtronger. But, for all our loves, 
Firſt let them try themſelves. So did your ſon: 
He was ſo ſuffer' d; ſo came I a widow; 
And never ſhall have length of life enough, 
To rain upon remembrance * with mine eyes, 
That it may grow and ſprout as high as heav”n, 
For recordation to my noble huſband. 


North. Come, come, go in with me: *tis with my mind 


As with the tide ſwell'd up into his height, 

That makes a ſtill- ſtand, running neither way. 

Fain wonld I go to meet the Archbiſhop, 

But many thouſand reaſons hold me back: 

J will reſolve for Scotland; there am I, 

Till time and vantage crave my company. [ Exeunt. 


SCENE VII. 
Changes to the Boar's-head tavern in Eafi-cheap. 


Enter two Drawers. 


1 Draw. What the devil haft thou brought there? 
Apple-Johns? thou know'ſt Sir John cannot endure an 
Apple. John. | | 

* 1. 
* Alluding to the plant reſemary, ſo called, and uſed in funcrals. 
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2 Draw. Maſs! thou ſayeſt true; the Prince once 
ſet a diſh of Apple-Johns before him, and told him there 
were five more Sir Johns; and, putting off his hat, ſaid, 
I will now take my leave of theſe ſix dry, round, old, 


wither'd knights. It anger'd him to the heart; but he 


hath forgot that. 

1 Draw. Why then, cover, and ſet them down; and 
ſee if thou can't find out Sneak's noiſe; Mrs. Tear-ſheet 
' would fain hear ſome muſic. Diſpatch; the room where 
they ſup is too hot, they'll come in ſtraight. 

2 Draw. Sirrah, here will be the Prince, and Maſter 
Poins anon; and they will put on two of our erkins and 
aprons, and Sir John muſt not know of it. Pardolph 
hath brought word. 


1 Draw. Then here will — old Utis: it will be an 
excellent ſtratagem 


2 Draw. Vl ſee if 1 can find out Sneak. [Excunt. 


SCENE VIII.. Enter Ho/leſs and Doll. 


Haft. L' faith, fweet-heart, methinks now you are in 
an excellent good temperality. Your pulſidge beats as 
extraordinarily as heart would deſire; and your colour, 
1 warrant you, is as red as any roſe: but, i'faith, you 
have drank too much canaries, and that's a marvellous 
ſearching wine; and it: perfumes the blood cre we can 
ſay what's this. How do you now? 

Dol. Better than I was: hem. 

Hef. Why, that was well ſaid: a good heart's worth 
gold. Look, here comes Sir John. 


' Enter Falltaff. | 

Fal. When Arthur finſt in court——empty the jorden 
and was a wirthy King, How now, Mrs. Doll. 

Hef. Sick of a calm: yea, good ſooth. 

Fal. So is all her ſect; if they be once in a calm, they 
are fick. 

Dol. Vou muddy Falcal, is that all the comfort you 
give me? n 

Fal. Vou make fat raſcale, Mrs. Doll. 

Do! I make them! gluttony and diſeaſes make them; 


I make them not. 
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make the diſeaſes, Doll; we catch of you, Doll, we catch 
of you; grant that, my poor virtue, grant that. 
Dol. Ay, marry, our chains and our jewels. | 
"al. Your brooches, pearls, and owches: for to ſerve 
bravely, is to come halting off, you know; to come off 
the breach with his pike bent bravely, and to ſurgery 
bravely; to veuture upon the charg'd chambers brave- 


ly 


Dol. Hang yourſelf, you muddy conger, hang your- 
ſelf ! 

Hot. By my troth, this is the old faſhion ; you. two 
never meet, but you fall to ſome diſcord ; you are both, 
in good troth, as rheumatic * as two dry toaſts, you can- 
not one bear with another's confirmitiess What the 
good-jer? one mult bear, and that muſt be you: you are 
the weaker veſſel, as they ſay, the emptier veſſel. 

[To Do 1. 

Dol. Can a weak empty veſſel bear ſuch a huge full 
hogſhead? there's a whole merchant's venture of Bour- 
deaux ſtuff in him; you have not ſeen a hulk better ſtuff*d 
in the hold. Come, I'll be friends with thee, Jack : thou 
art going to the wars, and whether I ſhall ever ſee thee 
again or no, there is no body cares. 


| SCENE IX. Enter Drawer. 
Draw. Sir, Ancient Piſtol is below, and would Nen 


with you. 
Dol. Hang him, ſwaggering raſcal, let him not come 
hither; it is the foul- mouth'dſt rogue in England. | 
Hoſt. If he ſwagger, let him not come here: no, by 
my faith. I muſt live amongſt my neighbours, I'll no 
* I am in good name and fame with the 
very beſt: ſhut the door, there comes no ſwaggerers here, 
I have not liv'd all this while to have ſwaggering now: 
ſhut the door, I pray ou. 
Fal. Doſt thou hear, hoſteſs? 
Hot. Pray you, pacify yourſelf, Sir John; there comes 
no % here. 


ul. Doſt thou hear — it is mine Ancient. 


Vie. Tilly-fally, Sir John, never tell me; your an- 
cient ſwaggerer comes not in my doors, I was before 


Maſter 


* She means to ſay [dlenetic. 
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Maſter Tiſick the deputy the other day; and, as he ſaid 
to me — it was no longer ago than Wedneſday laſt— 
Neighbour Quickly, ſays he;—Miiſter Domb our mi- 
niſter was by then; —neighbon Quickly, ſays he, re- 
ceive thoſe that are civil; for, ſaith he, you are in an ill 
name; (now he ſaid fo, 1 can tell whereupon;) for, ſays 
he, you are an honeſt woman, and well thought on; 
therefore take heed what gucits you receive: receive, 
fays he, no ſwaggering companions. There come 
none here. You would bleſs you to hear what he ſaid. 
No, I'll no ſwaggerers. 
Fal. He's no ſwaggerer, hoſteſs; a tame cheater, 
i' faith; you may ſtroak him as gently as a puppy-grey- 
hound; he will not ſwagger with a Barbary hen, if her 
Feathers turn back in any ſhew of reſiſtance. Call him 
up, drawer, | 

Ht. Cheater, call you him? I will bar no honeſt man 
my houſe, nor no cheater; but I do not love ſwaggering, 
by my troth; I am the worſe, when one ſays ſwagger. 
Feel, Maſters, how I ſhake, look you, I warrant you. 

Dol. So you do, hoſteſs. 

Hofl. Do 1? yea, in very truth, do I, as if it were an 
aſpen-leaf, I cannot abide ſwaggerers. 


SCENE X. Enter Piſtol, Bardolph, and Page. 

Pit. Save you, Sir John. 

Fal. Welcome, Ancient Piſtol. Here, Piſtol, I charge 
you with a cup of ſack: do you diſcharge upon mine 
hoſteſs. , 

Pit. 1 will difcharge upon her, Sir John, with two 
bullets. | 

Fal. She is piſtol-proof, Sir, you ſhall hardly offend 
her. | 
He. Come, I'll drink no proofs, nor no bullets. I 
will drink no more than will do me good, for no man's 
pleaſure, I. - 

P. Then to you, Mrs. Dorothy, I will charge you. 

Dol. Charge me! I ſcorn you, ſcurvy companion! 

what? you poor, baſe, raſcally, cheating, lack- linen 

mate; away, you mouldy rogue, away, I'm meat for 
r maſter. | 


Pi. I know you, Miſtreſs Dorothy. 


Dol. 
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Dol. Away, you cut-purſe rafcal, you filthy bung, 
away: by this wine, I'll thruſt my knife in your moldy 
chaps, if you play the ſaucy cuttle 'with me. Away, 
you bottle-ale raſcal, you baſket-hilt ſtale juggler, you. 
Since when, I pray you, Sir? what, with two points 
on your ſhoulder? much“! | 

Pit. 1 will murder your ruff for this. 

Fal. No more, Piſtol; I wou'd not have you go off 
here: diſcharge yourſelf of: onr company, Piſtol. 

He. No, good Captain Piſtol: not here, ſweet Cap- 
tain. 3411 464 a 

Dol. Captain! thou abominable damn'd cheater, art 
thou not aſham'd to be call'd Captain? if Captains were 
of my mind, they would truncheon you out of taking 
their names upon you before you have earn'd them. 
« You a Captain! you ſlave! for what? for tearing a 
« poor whore's ruff in a bawdy-houſe!”? He a Captain! 
hang him, rogue, he lives upon mouldy flew'd prunes 
and dry'd cakes. A Captain! theſe villains will make 
the word captain as odious as the word occupy; which 
was an excellent good word before it was ill ſorted; 
therefore Captains had need look to it. „ 

Bard. Pray thee, go down, good Ancient. | 

Fal. Hark thee hither, Miſtreſs Doll. 

Pit. Not I: I tell thee what, Corporal Bardolph, I 
could tear her: I'll be reveng'd on her. WELLS 

Page. Pray thee, go down. 
Pit. I'll fee her damn'd firſt; to Pluto's damned 
lake, to the infernal deep, to Erebus and tortures 
vile alſo, Hold hook and line, ſay I: down! down, 
dogs; down, fates: have we not Hiren + here? 

Hot. Good Captain Peeſel, be quiet, it is very late: 
I beſeech you now, aggravate your choler. +. , 

Pift. Theſe be good humours indeed. Shall pack- 
And hollow-pamper'd jades of Aſia t, [ horſes, 
Which cannot go but thirty miles a- dr, 


Compare 


A common expreſſion of diſdain at that time. | 
by The name of Piſtol's and Amadis du Gaul's ſword. Mr. Theo- 


t Theſe lines are in part a quotation out of an old abſurd fuſtian 
play, intitled, Tamburlain's conqueſts ; or, The Scythian ſpepberd. 
Mr, Theobald. 
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Compare with Cæſars, and with Cannibals, 
And Trajan Greeks? nay, rather damn them with 
King Cerberus, and let the welkin roar : 

Shall we fall foul for toys? 

Hoft. By my troth, Captain, theſe are very bitter 
words. 

Bard. Begone, good Ancient : this will grow to a 
brawl anon. 

Pit. Die men like dogs give crowns like pins: 
have we not Hiren here? 

Het. O' my word, Captain, there's none ſuch here. 
What the good jer? do you think I would deny her? 
] pray, be quiet. 

Pit. Then feed, and be fat, my fair Calipolis; come, 
give me ſome back. Si fortuna me tormenta, il Merare 
me contenta. 

Fear we . no, let the ſiend give fire: 
Give me ſome ſack: and, ſweet-heart, lie thou there: 
Come we to full points here; and are & cetera's nothing ? 

Fal. Piſtol, I would be quiet. 

' Pit. Sweet Knight, I kiſs thy neif: what! we have 
ſeen the ſeven ſtars: | 

Dol. Thruſt him down ſtairs, I cannot endure ſuch a 
fuſtian raſcal. 

Pift. Thruſt him down ftairs? know we not galloway 
nags? 

7 Quoit him down, Bardolph, like a ſhove-groat 
thilling: nay, if he do nothing but ſpeak nothing, he 
ſhall be nothing here. 

Bard. Come, get you-down ſtairs. 

Pifl. What, ſhall we have inciſion! ſhall we em- 


brew? then Death rock me aſleep, abridge my doleful 


days: why, then let grievous, ghaſtly, gaping wounds 
unt wine the ſiſters three. Come, Atropos, 1 fay.. 
n his fr. 
Hoſt. Here's goodly {tuff toward, 
al. Give me my rapier, boy. 
Dol. I pr 7006 Jack, I pr'ythee, do not draw. 
Fal. Get you down ſtairs. 
Drawing, and driving Piſtol out. 
Hal. Here” s a goodly tumult; I'll forſwear keeping 
houſe before 1'll be in theſe tirrits and frights. Soz 
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murther, I warrant now. Alas, alas, put up your na- 
ked weapons, put up your naked weapons. 

Dol. I pr'ythee, Jack, be quiet, the raſcal is gone: 
ah, you whoreſon, little valiant villain, you! 

Hoſt. Are you not hurt i' th' groin? methought he 
made a ſhrewd thruſt at your belly. 

Fal. Have you turn'd him out of doors ? 

Bard. Yes, Sir, the raſcal's drunk: you have hurt 
him, Sir, in the ſhoulder, 

Ful. A raſcal, to brave me! 

Dol. Ah, you ſweet little rogue, you: alas, poor 
ape, how thou ſweat'ſt? come, let me wipe thy face— 
come on, you whoreſon chops—ah, rogue! I love thee, 
—thou art as valorous as Hector of Troy, worth five 
of Agamemnon;. and ten times better than the nine 
worthies: a villain! 

Fal. A raſcally ſlave! I will tols the rogue in a 
blanket. 

Dal. Do, if thou dar'ſt for thy heart; if thou doſt, 
Ill canvaſs thee between a pair of ſheets. 


Enter Muſic. 


Page. The muſic is come, Sir. | | 
Fal. Let. them play; play, Sirs. Sit on my knee, 


Doll. A raſcal, bragging ſlave! the rogue fled from 


me like quick-filver. 

Dol. I'faith, and thou follow'dit him like a church: 
thou whoreſon little tydie Bartholomew boar- pig, when: 
wilt thou leave fighting on days, and foining on nights, 
and begin to patch up thine old body for heaven? 


SCENE XI. Enter Prince Henry and Point. 


Fal. Peace, good Dol, do not ſpeak like a death's- 
head: do not bid me remember mine end. 

Dol. Sirrah, what humour is the Prince * 

Fal. A good ſhallow: young fellow: he would. have 
* a good n he would have chipp'd bread. 
we 

Dol. They ſay, Poins has a wit. 

Fal. He 2 an, wit? hang ER wit 
is as thick as Tewkſbury muſtard: there is no more 
conceit in him, than is in a mallet. A 
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Dol. Why doth the Prince love him fo then? 

Fal. Becauſe their legs are both of a bigneſs: and he 
plays at quoits well, and eats conger and fennel, and 
drinks off candles ends for flap-dragons, and rides the 
wild mare with the boys, and jumps upon joint-ſtools, 
and ſwears with a good grace, and wears his boot very 
ſmooth like unto the ſign of the leg, and breeds no hate 
with telling of indiſcreet ſtories; and ſuch other gam- 
bol faculties he hath, that ſhew a weak mind and an 
able body, for the which the Prince admits him: for 
the Prince himſelf is ſuch another: the weight of an 
hair will turn the ſcales between their Avoirdupois. 

P. Henry. Would not this nave of a wheel. have his 
ears cut off? 

Poins. Let us heat him before his whore. 

P. Henry. Looks if the wither'd elder hath not his 
poll claw” i like a parrot. 

Point. Is it not ſtrange, that deſire ſhould ſo many 
years out-hve performance? 

Fal. Kiſs me, Doll. 

P. Henry. Saturn and Venus this year in conjunEtion! 
what ſays the almanack to that? 

Point. And look whether the fiery Trigon, his man, 
be not claſping too his maſter's old tables, his note- 
book, his counſel-keeper ? 

Fal. Thou doſt give me flattering buſſes. 

Dol. ** 0p troth, I kiſs thee with a moſt conſtant 
ben. 

Ful. 1 am old, I am old. | 

Dol. J love thee better than I love e'er a FAR young 
boy of them all. 

Fal. What ſtuff wilt thou have a kirtle of? I ſhall re- 
ceive . money on Thurſday :- thou ſhalt have a cap to- 
morrow. A. merry ſong, come: it grows late, we: will 
to bed. Thou wilt forget me when I am gone. 

Dol. By my troth, thou wilt ſet ine a weeping if thou 
ſay'ſt ſor prove that ever I; dreſs, myſelf handſome till 
thy return Well, hearken the end. 

Fal. Some ſack, Francis. :- --/ 

P. Henry. Poins. Anon, anon, Sir. 

Ful. Hal a baſtard ſon of the _—_ 61 and att not 
thou Poins his brother? 1 11 a 

P. ee 
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P. Henry. Why, thou globe of ſinful continents, what 
a life doſt thou lead? | 

Fal. A better than thou: I am a gentleman, thou 
art a drawer. 

P. Henry. Very true, Sir; and I come to draw you 
out by the ears. 

Hoft. Oh, the Lord preſerve thy good Grace! Wel- 
come to London. Now Heav'n bleſs that ſweet face of 
thine. What, are you come from Wales? 

Fal. Thou whoreſon mad compound of majeſty, by 
this light fleſh and corrupt blood, thou art welcome, 


| [ Leaning his haud upon Doll. 
Dol. How! you fat fool, I ſcorn you. 


F 


Poins. My Lord, he will drive you out of your re- 
venge, and turn all to a merriment, if you take not the 
heat. 

P. Henry. You whoreſon candle-myne, you, how vilely 
aid you ſpeak of me even now, before this honeſt, vir- 
tuous, civil gentlewoman? 

Hoſt. Bleſſing on your heart, and ſo ſhe is, by my 
troth. : 

Fal. Didſt thou hear me? 

P. Henry. Yes; and you knew me, as you did when 
you ran away by Gads-hill; you knew I was at your 

ack, and ſpoke it on purpoſe to try my patience. 

Fal. No, no, no; not ſo; I did not think thou waſt 
within hearing. 

P. Henry. I ſhall drive you then to confeſs the wilful 
abuſe, and then I know how to handle you. 

Fal. No abuſe, Hal; on my honour, no abuſe. | 

P. Henry. Not to diſpraiſe me, and call me pantler, 
and bread-chipper, and I know not what! 

Fal. No abuſe, Hal. 

Poins. No abuſe! 

Fal. No abuſe, Ned, in the world; honeſt Ned, none. 
I diſprais'd him before the wicked, that the wicked 
might not fal! in love with him; in which doing, | have 
done the part of a careful friend, and a true ſubject, and 
thy father is to give me thanks for it. No abuſe, Hal; 
none, Ned, none; no, boys, none. 

P. E See now, whether pure fear and entire 
cowardice doth not make _ wrong this virtuous gen- 
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tlewoman, to cloſe with us? Is ſhe of the wicked? 1s 
thine hoſteſs here of the wicked? or is the boy of the 
wicked? or honeſt Bardolph, whoſe zeal burns in his noſe, 
of the wicked? f 

Poing. Anſwer, thou dead elm, anſwer. 

Hal. The fiend hath prick'd down Bardolph irreco- 
verable, and his face is Lucifer's privy-kitchen, where he 
doth nothing but roaſt malt- worms: for the boy, there 
15 a good angel about him, but the devil out-bids him too. 

P. Henry. For the women, 

Fal. For one of them, ſhe is in hell already, and burns, 
poor ſoul! for the other, I owe her money; and whether 
ſhe be damn'd for that, I know not. 

Hoſt. No, I warrant you. 

Fal. No, I think thou art not: I think thou art quit 
for that. Marry, there is another inditment upon thee, 
for ſuffering fleſh to be eaten in thy houſe, contrary to 


the law, fer the which 1 think thou wilt howl. 


Haſt. All victuallers do ſo: what is a joint of mutton 
or two in a whole Lent? 

P. Henry. You, gentlewoman, 

Dol. What ſays your Grace? 

Fal. His Grace ſays that, which his fleſh rebels a- 
gainſt. | 


Hoſt. Who knocks ſo loud at door? Look to the 
door there, Francis. 


SCENE XII. Enter Pato. 


P. Henry. Peto, how now? what news? 

Peto. The King your father is at Weſtminſter, 
And there are twenty weak and wearied poſts 
Come from the north; and, as I came along, 
I met and overtook a dozen captains, 
Bare headed, ſweating, knocking at the taverns, 
And aſking every one for Sir John Falſtaff. 

P. Henry. By Heaven, Poins, I feel me much to blame, 
So idly to profane the precious time; 
When tempeſt of commotion, like the ſouth 
Borne with black vapour, doth begin to melt 
And drop upon our bare unarmed heads. 

|  Cive 
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Give me my ſword and cloak. Falſtaff, good night. 


i Exeunt Prince and Paine. 

Fal. Now comes in the ſweeteſt morſel of the night, 
and we maſt hence, and leave it unpick'd. More knock- 
ing at the door? how now? what's the matter? 

Bard. You mult away to court, Sir, preſently: a do- 
zen captains ſlay at door for you. 

Ful. Pay the muſicians, firrah. Farewell, hoſteſs; 
farewell, Doll. You fee, my good wenches, how mcn 
of merit are ſought after; the undeſerver may ſleep, 
when the man of action is call'd on. Farewell, good 
wenches; if I be not ſent away poſt, I will ſee you 
again ere I go. 

Dol. I cannot ſpeak; if my heart be not ready to 
burſt Well, ſweet Jack, have a care of thyſelf. 

Hal. Farewell, farewcll. [ Exit, 

Foft. Well, fare thee well: I have known thee thete 
twenty-nine years, come peſcod-timez but an honctter 
and truer-hearted man well, fare thee well. 

Bard. Mrs. 'Tear-ſheet, — 
Haſt. What's the matter? 
Bard. Bid Miſtreſs Tear-theet come to my maſter, 


Hat. O run, Doll, run; run, good Doll. [ Excunt, 


ACT III. SCENE I. 
The palace in London. . 


Inter King Henry in his night-gown, ith a Page, 


AH. Henry. Go call the Earls of Surrey and of 
Warwick; 
But, ere they come, bid them o'er-read theſe letters, 
And well conſider of them: make good ſpeed. 
[ Exit P ages 
How many thouſands of my pooreſt ſubjects 
Are at this hour aſleep! « O gentle Sleep, 
© Nature's ſoft nurſe, how have 1 frighted thee, 
That thou no more wilt weigh my eye-lids down, 
And ſteep my ſenſes in forgetfulneſs ? 
Why rather, Sleep, ly'ſt thou in ſmoaky cribs, 
Upon uneaſy pallets ſtretching thee, 
2 And 
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And huſh'd with buzzing night · flies to thy ſlumber; 
Than in the perfum'd chambers of the great, 
Under the canopies of coſtly ſtate, 

And lulPd with ſounds of ſweeteſt melody? 

O thou dull god, why ly'ſt thou with the vile 
In loathſome beds, and leav'it the kingly couch, 
A watch-caſe to a common larum-bell *? 

* Wilt thou, upon the high and giddy maſt, 
Seal up the ſhip-boy's eyes, and rock his brains, 
© In cradle of the rude imperious ſurge; 

And in the vititation of the winds, 

Who take the ruffian billows by the top, 
Curling their monſtrous heads, and hanging them 
With deat'ning clamours in the ſlipp*ry ſhrouds, 
That, with the hurly, death itſelf awakes: 
Can'ſt thou, O partial ſleep, give thy repoſe 
To the wet ſea- boy in an hour fo rude; 

* And, in the calmeſt and the ſtilleſt night, 

With all appliances and means to boot, 

Deny it to a king?” Then, happy low! lie down; 
Uneaſy lies the head that wears a crown. 


SCENE II. Enter Warwick and Surrey. 


IVar. Many good morrows to your Majeſty ! 

K. Henry. Is it good morrow, Lords? 

War. *Tis one o'clock, and paſt. 

K. Henry. Why, then, good morrow to you. Well, 

my Lords, | 

Have you read o'er the letters I ſent you? 

War. We have, my Leige. 

K. Henry. Then you perceive the body of ourkingdom, 
How foul it is; what rank diſeaſes grow, 
And with what danger, near the heart of it. 

War. It is but as a body ſlight diſtemper'd, 
Which to its former ftrength may be reſtor'd, 
With good advice and littte medicine. * 

y 


* This alludes to the watchmen ſet in garriſon-towns upon ſome 
eminence, attending upon an alarum- bell, which he was to ring out 


in caſe of fire, or any approaching danger. He had a cafe or box to 


ſhelter him from the weather; but at his utmoſt peril he was not to 
fleep whilſt he was upon duty. Theſe alarum-bells are mentioned 
in ſeveral other places of Shakeſpeare, Oxford Editor. 
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My Lord Northumberland will ſoon be ſchodl'd. 
A. Henry. Oh, heav'n, that one might read the book 

And ſce the revolution of the times [ of late, 

Make mountains level, and the continent, 

Weary of ſolid firmneſs, melt itſelf 

Into the ſca; and, other times, to fee 

The beachy girdle of the ocean 

Too wide for Neptune's hips; how chances mock, 

And changes fill the cup of alteration 

With divers liquors! O, if this were ſeen, 

The happieſt youth viewing his progreſs through, 

What perils paſt, what croſſes to enſue, 

Would ſhut the book, and fit him down and die. 

"Tis not ten years gone, 

Since Richard and Northumberland, great friends, 

Did feaſt together; and in two years after 

Were they at wars. It is but eight years ſince, 

This Percy was the man neareſt my ſoul; 

Who, like a brother, toil'd in my affairs, 

And laid his love and life under my foot; 

Yea, for my ſake, ev'n to the eyes of Richard, 

Gave him defiance. But which of you was by ? 


(You, couſin Nevil, as I may remember) [To Wer. 


When Richard, with his eye brim full of tears, 
Then check'd and rated by Northumberland, 
Did ſpeak theſe words, now prov'd a prophecy. 
Northumberland, thou ladder by the which 
« My couſin Bolingbroke aſcends my throne ;? 
Though then, Heav'n knows, I had no ſuch intent; 
ut that neceſſity ſo bow'd the itate, 
That I and greatneſs were compell'd to kiſs:) 
The time ſhall come, (thus did he follow it,) 
The time will come, that foul fin, gathering head, 
Shall break into corruption :? ſo went on, 
Foretelling this ſame time's condition, 
And the diviſion of our amity, 
War, There is a hiltory in all mens' lives, 
Figuring the nature of the times deceas'd; 
The which obſerv'd, a man may propheſy, 
With a near aim, of the main chance of thin 
As yet not come to life, which in their ſeeds 
And weak beginnings lie intreaſured, 
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Such things become the hatch and brood of time; 
And by the neceſſary form of tlas, 
King Richard might create a perf ct gueſs, 
That great Northumberland, then falſe to him, 
Would of that feed grow to a greater falſeneſs, 
Which ſhould not find a ground to root upon, 
Unleſs on you, 

K. Henry. Are theſe things then neceſſities? 
Then let us meet them like neceſſities; 
And that ſame word even now cries out on us. 
They ſay the Biſhop and Northumberland 
Are fifty thouſand ſtrong. 

War. It cannot be: 
Rumour doth double, like the voice and echo, 
The numbers of the fear'd. Pleaſe it your Grace 
To go to bed. Upon my life, my Lord, 
The pow'rs that you already have ſent forth, 
Shall bring this prize in very eaſily. 
Fo comfort you the more, | have receiv'd 
A certain inſtance that Glendower is dead, 
Your Majeſty hath been thas fortnight ill, 
And theſe unſeaſon'd hours perforce muſt add 
Unto your ſickneſs. 

K. Henry. I will take your counſel : 
And were theſe inward wars once out of hand, 
We would, dear Lords, unto the holy land. [ Exennt. 


SCENE III. 


Changes to Fuſtice Shallow's ſeat in Gloucęſlenſbire. 


Enter Shallow and Silence, juſtices ; with Mouldy, Shadow, 
Wart, Feeble, and Bull-calf. 


Shal. Come on, come on, come on; give me your 
hand, Sir; an early ſtirrer, by the rood “. And how doth 
my good couhn Silence? 

Sil. Good morrow, good couſin Shallow. 

Shal. And how doth my eouſin, your bed-fellow? 
— your faireſt daughter, and mine, my god-daughter 

en? 

$i]. Alas, a black ouzel, couſin Shallow. 
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Shal. By yea and nay, Sir, I dare ſay my couſin 
William is become a good ſcholar: he is at Oxford ſtill, 


is he not? 

Sil. Indeed, Sir, to my coſt. 

Shul. He muſt then to the inns of court ſhortly; I 
was once of Clement's inn; where, I think, they will 
talk of mad Shalloaw yet. 

Sil. You were call'd lufly Shallow then, couſin. 

Shal. T was call'd any thing, and I would have done 
any thing, indeed, too, and roundly too. There was I, 
and little John Doit of Staffordſhire, and black George 
Bare, and Francis Pickbone, and Will Squele a Cotſ- 
wold man, you had not four ſuch ſwinge-bucklers in all 
the inns of court again; and l may ſay to you, we 
knew where the Bona-Roba's were, and had the beſt of 
them all at commandment. 'Then was Jack Falſtaff 
(now Sir John) a boy, and page to Thomas Mowbray, 
Puke of Norfolk. 


Sil. This Sir John, couſin, that comes hither anon a- 
bout ſoldiers? 

Shal. The ſame Sir John, the very fame: I ſaw him 
break Schoggan's head at the court-gate, when he was 
a crack, not thus high; and the very ſame day I did 
fight with one Samſon Stockfiſh, a fruiterer, behind 
Gray's-Inn. O the mad days that I have ſpent! and 
to ſee how many of mine old acquaintance are dead ? 
Sil. We ſhall all follow, couſin. 

Shal. Certain, *tis certain, very ſure, very ſure: 
death (as the Pſalmiſt ſaith) is certain to all; all ſhall 
die. How a good yoke of bullocks at Stamford fair? 

Sil. Truly, couſin, I was not there. oy 

Shal. Death is certain. Is old Double of your town 
living yet? | 

Sil. Dead, Sir. | | 

Shal. Dead! ſee, fee, he drew a good bow: and 
dead! he ſhot a fine ſhoot. John of Gaunt loved him 
well, and betted much money on his head. Dead! he 
would have clapp'd in the clowt + at twelve ſcore, and 
carried you a fore-hand ſhaft at fourteen and fourteen 
and a half, that it would have done a man's heart good 
to ſee. How a ſcore of ewes now? 


Sil, 
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Sil. Thereafter as they be: a ſcore of good ewes may 
be worth ten pounds, 


Shal. And is old Double dead? 


SCENE IV. Enter Bardolph and Page. 


Si]. Here come two of Sir John Falſtaff's men, as I 
think, 

Shal. Good morrow, honeſt gentlemen. 

Bard. I beſcech you, which is Juſtice Shallow? 
 S$Shal. IJ am Robert Shallow, Sir, a poor Eſquire of 
this county, one of the King's Juſtices of the Peace. 
What is your good pleaſure with me? 

Bard. My Captain, Sir, commends him to you; my 
Captain Sir John Falſtaff, a tall gentleman, by heav'n! 
and a molt gallant leader. 

Shal. He greets me well; Sir, I knew him a good 
back-ſword man. How doth the good Knight? may 
1 aſk how my Lady his wife doth ? 

Bard. Sir, pardon, a ſoldier is better accommodated 
than with a wife. 

Shal. It is well ſaid, Sir; and it is well ſaid, indeed, 
too: better accommodated it 18 good, yea, indeed, 
is it ; good phraſes, ſurely, are, and ever were, very 
commendable. Accommodated—it comes of accommodo: 
very good, a good phraſe. 

Bard. “ Pardon me, Sir, I have heard the word. 
« Phraſe call you it? by this day, I know not the 
„% phraſe: but I will maintain the word with my ſword, 
« to be a ſoldier-like word, and a word of exceeding 
„ Food command. Accommodated, that is, when a 
% man is, as they ſay, accommodated; or, when a 
& man is, being whereby he may be thought to be ac- 
„ commodated, which is an excellent thing.“ 


SCENE v. Enter Falltoff. 


Shal. It is very juſt. Look, here comes good Sir 
John. Give me your good hand; give me your Wor- 
| ſhip's good hand: truſt me, you look well, and bear 
your ycars very well. Welegme, good Sir John. 
| Fal I am glad to ſee you well, good Maſter Robert 
Shallow. Maſter Sure-card, as I think. 


Shak. | 
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Sbal. No, Sir John, it is my couſin Silence, in com- 
miſſion with me. 

Fal. Good Maſter Silence, it well befits you ſhould 
be of the peace. | | 

Sil. Your good Worſhip is welcome. 

Fal. Fie, this is hot weather, Gentlemen; have you 
provided me here half a dozen of ſufficient men? 

Shal. Marry, have we, Sir: will you fit? 

Ful. Let me ſee them, I beſeech you. 

Shal. Where's the roll? where*s the roll? where's the 
roll? let me ſee, let me fee, let me ſee: ſo, fo, fo, ſo: 
yea, marry, Sir. Ralph Mouldy: let them appear as I 
call: let them do fo, let them do ſo. Let me ſee, where 
is Mouldy ? 

Moul. Here, if it pleaſe you. 

Shal. What think you, Sir John? a good limb'd fel- 
low; young, ſtrong, and of good friends. 

Fal. Is thy name Mouldy ? 

Moul. Yea, if it pleaſe you. 

Ful. Tis the more time thou wert us'd. 

Shal. Ha, ha, ha, moſt excellent, i' faith. Things 
that are mouldy, lack uſe: very ſingular good. Well 
ſaid, Sir John, very well ſaid. 

Ful. Prick him. 

Moul. 1 was prick'd well enough before, if you could 
have let me alone: my old dame will be undone now for 
one to do her huſbandry, and her drudgery ; you need 
not to have prick'd me, there are other men fitter to go 
out than I. 

Fal. Go to: peace, Mouldy, you ſhall go. Mouldy, 
it is time you were ſpent. | 

Moul. Spent? ; 

Shal. Peace, fellow, peace: ſtand aſide: know you 
where you are? For the other, Sir John.—Let me fee; 
Simon Shadow. | 

Fal. Ay, marry, let me have him to fit under: he's 
like to be a cold ſoldier, 

Sbal. Where's Shadow? 

Shad. Here, Sir. | 

Fal. Shadow, whoſe ſon art thou? 

Shad. My mother's ſon, Sir. 

Fal. Thy mother's ſon! like enough; and thy fa- 
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ther's ſhadow: ſo the ſon of the female is the ſhadow of 
the male: it is often ſo, indeed, but not of the father's 
fubſtance. 

Shal. Do you like him, Sir John? 

Fal. Shadow will ſerve for fummer; prick him; for 
we have a number of ſhadows to fill up the muſter-book. 

Shal. Thomas Wart. 

Fal. Where's he? 

Wart. Here, Sir. 

Fal. Is thy name Wart? 

Wart. Yea, Sir. 

Fal. Thou art a very ragged wart. 

Shal. Shall I prick him down, Sir John? 

Fal. It were ſuperfluous; for his apparel is built up- 
on his back, and the whole frame ſtands upon pins; prick 
him no more. 

1 Ha, ha, ha, you can do it, Sir “; you can de 

: I commend you well. Francis Feeble. 

Pele Here, Sir. | 

Fal. What trade art thou, Feeble? 

Feeble. A woman's tailor, Sir. 

Shal. Shall I prick him, Sir? 

Fal. You may: but if he had been a man's tailor, he 
would have prick'd you. Wilt thou make as many holes 
in an enemy's battle, as thou haſt done in a woman's pet- 
ticoat ? 

Feeble. I will do my good will, Sir; you can have no 
more. 

Fal. Well ſaid, good woman's tailor; well ſaid, cou- 
rageous Feeble: thou wilt be ag valiant as the wrath- 
ful dove, or moſt magnanimous mouſe. Prick the wo- 
man's tailor well, Maſter Shallow, deep, Maſter Shal- 
low. 

Feeble. I would Wart might have gone, Sir. 

Fal. T would thou wert a man's tailor, that thou 
might'ſt mend him, and make him fit to go. I cannot 
put him to be a private ſoldier, that is the leader of ſo 


many thouſands. Let that ſuffice, moſt forcible Feeble. 


Feeble. It ſhall ſuffice. 
Fal. | am bound to thee, reverend Feeble. Who is 
the next? 
Sbal. 


i. e. You know how to jeſt. 


PP Y 
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Shal. Peter Bull-calf of the green. 

Fal. Yea, marry, let us ſee Bull-calf. 

Bul. Here, Sir. 

Fal. Truſt me, a likely fellow. Come, prick me 
Bull-ealf, till he roar again. 

Bul. Oh, good my Lord Captain 

Fal. What, doſt thou roar before th'art prick'd? 

Bul. Oh, Sir, I am a diſeaſed man. 

Fal. What diſeaſe haſt thou? 

Bul. A whoreſon cold, Sir; a cough, Sir, which I 
caught with ringing in the King's affairs, upon his co- 
ronation-day, Sir, 

Fal. Come, thou ſhalt go to the wars in a gown: we' 
will have away thy cold, and I will take fuch order that 
thy friends ſhall ring for thee. Is here all? 

Shal. There is two more called than your number; 
you muſt have but four here, Sir; and fo, I pray you, 
go in with me to dinner. | 

Fal. Come, I will go drink with you, but I cannot 
tarry dinner. I am glad to fee you, in good troth, Ma- 
{ter Shallow. ; 

Shal. O, Sir John, do you remember ſince we lay 
all night in the wind-mill in St. George's fields? 

Fal. No wore of that, good Maſter Shallow, no more 
of that. 

Shal. Ha! it was a merry night. And is Jane Night- 
work alive! | 

Fal. She lives, Maſter Shallow. 

Shal. She never could away with me. 

Fal. Never, never: ſhe would always ſay, ſhe could 
not abide Maſter Shallow. | 
Sbal. By the maſs, I could anger her to the heart: 
ſhe was then a Bona-roba. Doth ſhe hold her own well? 

Fal. Old, old, Maſter Shallow. 

Shal. Nay, ſhe muſt be old, ſhe cannot chuſe but 
be old; certain, ſhe's old, and had Robin Night-work 
by old Niglit-work, before 1 came to Clements inn. 

Sil. That's fifty-five years ago. 

Shal. Ha, couſin Silence, that thou hadit ſeen that 
that this Knight and I have ſeen! ——— Hah, Sir John, 
ſaid I well? | 


Ful. 


2 
— AX oo 


* r _ 
— 1 * 


P 


— . . cor — — 
— — 3 _ 


204 THE SECOND PART OF AQ in. 


Fal. We have heard the chimes at midnight, Maſter 
Shallow. | 

Shal. That we have, that we have, in faith, Sir John, 
we have: our watchword was, Hem, boys. Come, 
let's to dinner; oh, the days that we have ſeen! come, 
come. 

Bul. Good Maſter Corporate Bardolph, ſtand my 
friend, and here is four Harry ten ſhillings in French 
crowns for you: in very truth, Sir, I had as lief be 
hang'd, Sir, as go; and yet for my own part, Sir, I 
do not care, but rather becauſe 1 am unwilling, and, 
for mine own part, have a deſire to ſtay with my friends; 
elſe, Sir, I did not care for mine own part ſo much. 

Bard. Go to; ſtand aſide. 

Maul. And, good Maſter Corporal Captain, for my 
old dame's ſake ſtand my friend: ſhe hath no body 
to do any thing about her when I am gone, and ſhe's 
old, and cannot help herfelf: you ſhall have forty, Sir. 

Bard. Go to; itand aſide. 

Feelle. I care not, a man can die but once; we owe 
God a death; I will never bear a baſe mind: if it be 
my deftiny, ſo; if it be not, ſo. No man is too good 
to ſerve his prince; and let it go which way it will, he 


that dies this year, is quit for the next. 


Bard. Well faid, thou art a good fellow. 

Ferble. Faith, I will bear no baſe mind. 

Fal. Come, Sir, which men ſhall I have? 

Shal. Four of which you pleaſe. t 

Bard. Sir, a word with you, — I have three pound 
to free Mouldy and Bull-calf. 

Fal. Go to; well. 

Shal. Come, Sir John, which four will you have? 

Fal. Do you chuſe for me. 3 

Shal. Marry then, Mouldy, Bull-calf, Feeble, and 
Shadow. Fe 

Fal. Mouldy, and Bull-calf. for you, Mouldy, 
ſlay at home till you are paſt ſervice; and for your part, 
Bull-calf, grow till you come unto it, I will none of 

„ 

i Sbal. Sir John, Sir John, do not yourſelf wrong; 
they are your likelieſt men, and I would have you ſerv'd 
with the beſt. 


Ful. 
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Ful. Will you tell me, Maſter Shallow, how to chuſe 
a man? Care I for the limb, the thewes, the ſtature, 
bulk and big ſemblance of a man? give me the ſpirit, 
Malter Shallow. Here's Wart, you ſee what a ragged 
appearance it is: he ſhall charge you and diſcharge 
vou with the motion of a pewterer's hammer; come off 
and on, ſwifter than he that gibbets on the brewer's buc- 
ket. And this ſame half fac'd fellow Shadow, give me 
this man, he preſents no mark to the enemy; the fœ- 
man may with as great aim level at the edge of a pen- 
knife; and, for a retreat, how ſwiftly will this Feeble, 
the woman's tailor, run off? O give me the ſpare 
men, and ſpare me the great ones. Put me a caliver 
into Wart's hand, Bardolph. 

Bard. Hold, Wart, traverſe: thus, thus, thus. 

Ful. Come, manage me your caliver: fo, very well, 
go to, very good, exceeding good. O, give me always 
a little, lean, old, chopt, bald ſhot. Well ſaid, Wart, 
thou art a good ſcab: hold, there is a teſter for thee. 

Shal. He is not his craft-maſter, he doth not do it 
right. I remember at Mile-end Green, when I lay at 
Clement's inn, 1 was then Sir Dagonet in Arthur's 
ſhow; there was a little quiver fellow, and he would 
manage you his piece thus; and he would about, and 
about, and come you in, and come you in: Kah, tah, 
tah, would he ſay; Bounce, would he ſay, and away 
again would he go, and again would he come, I ſhall 
never ſee ſuch a fellow. 


Fal. Theſe fellows will do well. Maſter Shallow, 


God keep you; farewell, Maſter Silence. I will not uſe 


many words with you, fare you well, Gentlemen both. 
I thank you, I muſt a dozen mile to-night, Bardolph, 
give the ſoldiers coats. 

Shal. Sir John, heaven bleſs you, and proſper your 
affairs, and ſend us peace. As you return, viſit my 
houſe. Let our old acquaintance be renewed: perad- 
venture I will with you to the court. 

Fal. I would you would, Maſter Shallow. 

Shal. Go to. I have ſpoke at a word. Fare you 

well, [ Exit, 

Fal. Fare you well, gentle gentlemen. On, Bar- 
dolph, lead the men away. As I return, I will fetch 

Vor. IV. 8 « off 
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© off theſe Juſtices, I do ſee the bottom of Juſtice 


«© Shallow, How ſubje& we old men are to this vice 
© of lying! this ſame flarv'd Juſtice hath done no- 
„thing but prated to me of the wildneſs of his youth, 
& and the feats he hath done about "Turnhull-ſtreet 3 and 
„every tlard word a lie, more duly paid to the hearer 
« than the Turk's tribute. I do remember him at Cle- 
„ ment's inn, like a man made after ſupper of a cheeſe- 
„ paring. When he was naked, he was for all the 
© world like a forked radiſh, with a head fantaſtically 
* carv'd upon it with a knife. He was ſo forlorn, that 
„ his dimenſions to any thick ſight were inviſible.” He 
was the very genius of famine, yet lecherous as a mon- 
Key, and the whores call'd him mandrale he came 
ever 1n the rere-ward of the faſhion; and ſung thoſe 
tunes to the over-ſcutch'd * houſewives that he heard the 
carmen whiſtle, and ſware they were his fancies or his 
good-nightr. And now is this vice's dagger become a 
{quire, and talks as familiarly of John of Gaunt as if he 
had been ſworn brother to him: and I'll be ſworn, he 
never ſaw him but once in the tilt-yard, and then he 
broke his head for crowding among the Marſhal's men. 
I faw it, and told John of Gaunt he beat his own 
name; for you might have truſs'd him and all his appa- 
rel into an eel-ſkin: the caſe of a treble hautboy was a 
manſion for him, a court; and now hath he land and 
beeves. Well, I will be acquainted with him, if I 
return; and it ſhall go hard but I will make him a 
philoſopher's two ſtones F to me. If the young dace 
be a bait for the old pike, I ſee no reaſon in the law 
of nature but I may ſnap at him. Let time ſhape, and 
there's an end. [Exeunt, 


ACT 


i. e. Whipp'd, carted. 
F + One of which was an univerſal medicine, and the other a tranſ- 


mutet of baſer metals into gold. Mr. Warburton, 
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ACT IV. SCENE I. 


Changes to a foreſt in Yorkſhire. | 
Enter the Archbiſhop of York, Mowbray, Haſtings and 


ole vile. 


York. HAT is this foreſt call'd? 
Haß. Tis Gaultree foreſt. 
York. Here ſtand, my Lords, and ſend diſcoverers ſorth, 
To know the numbers of our enemies, 
Haſt. We have ſent forth already. 
York. Tis well done. 
My friends and brethren in theſe great affairs, 
I muſt acquaint you, that I have receiv'd 
New-dated letters from Northumberland ; 
Their cold intent, tenor, and ſubſtance thus: 
Here doth he wiſh his perſon, with ſuch powers 
As might hold ſortance with his quality, 
The which he could not levy; wherenpon 
He 1s retir'd, to ripe his growing fortunes, 
To Scotland; and concludes in hearty prayers, 
That your attempts may over-live the hazard 
And fearful meeting of their oppoſite. 
Mowb. Thus do the hopes we have in him touch 
And daſh themſelves to pieces. [ ground, 


Enter a Meſſenger. 


Haft. Now, what news? 

M:f. Welt of this foreſt, ſcarcely off a mile, 
In goodly form eomes on the enemy: 
And by the ground they hide, I judge their number 
Upon, or near, the rate of thirty thouſand. 

Mowb. The juſt proportion that we gave them out. 
Let us way on, and face them in the field. 


SCENE II. Enter W:tmoreland. 


York. What well-appointed leader fronts us here? 
Moevb. I think it is my Lord of Weſtmoreland. 
Maß. Health and fair greeting from our general, 
The Prince, Lord John, and Duke of Lancaſter, 
York. Say on, my Lord of Weſtmoreland, in peace: 
8 2 „ at 
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What doth concern your coming ? 
. Then, my Lord, 
Unto your Grace do I in chief addreſs _ 
The ſubſtance of my ſpeech. If that rebellion 
Came like itſelf, in baſe and abject routs, 
Led on by heady youth, goaded with rage, 
And countenanc'd by boys and beggary 
I fay, if damn'd commotion ſo appear'd 
In his true, native, and moſt proper ſhape, 
You, reverend father, and theſe Noble Lords, 
Had not been here to dreſs the ugly form 
Of baſe and bloody inſurrection 
With your fair honours. You, my Lord Archbiſhop, 
Whoſe ſee is by a civil peace maintain'd, 
Whoſe beard the filver hand of peace hath touch'd, 
Whoſe learning and good letters peace hath tutor'd, 
Whoſe white inveſtments figure innocence, 
The dove and very bleſſed Spirit of peace; 
Wherefore do you fo ill tranſlate yourſelf, 
Out of the ſpeech of peace, that bears ſuch grace, 
Into the harſh and boiſt'rous tongue of war? 
Turning your books to glaves. your ink to blood, 
Your pens to launces, and your tongue divine * 
To a loud trumpet and a point of war? 
York. Wherefore do I this? ſo the queſtion ſtands. 
Briefly, to this end: we are all diſeas'd, 
And with our ſurfeiting and wanton hours, 
Have brought ourſelves into a burning fever, 
And we muſt bleed for it; of which diſeaſe 
Our late King Richard being infected, dy'd. 
But, my moſt Noble Lord of Weſtmoreland, 
I take not on me here as a phyſician: 
Nor do I, as an enemy to peace, 
'Troop in the throngs of military men: 
But rather ſhew a while like fearful war, 
To diet rank minds, fick of happineſs; 
And purge th' obſtructions which begin to ſtop 
Our very veins of life. Hear me more plainly, 
| have in equal balance juſtly weigh'd 
What wrongs our arms may do, what wrongs we ſuffer; 
And find our griefs heavier than our offences. — 
| ft 1 % 


| * 6 e Preaching in the meekneſs of the goſpel. 


Sc. 2. KING HENRY IV. 


We ſee which way the ſtream of time doth run, 
And are inforc'd from our moſt quiet ſphere, 
By the rough torrent of occalion; 

And have the ſummary of all our griefs, 

When time ſhall ſerve, to ſhew in articles; 
Which long ere this we offer'd to the King, 
And might by no ſuit gain our audience. 


When we are wrong'd, and would unfold our griefs, 


We are deny'd acceſs unto his perſon, 


Ev'n by thoſe men that moſt have done us wrong. 


The danger of the days but newly gone, 
( Whoſe memory 18 written on the earth 
With yet-appearing blood, ) and the examples 
Of every minute's inſtance, preſent now, 
Have put us in theſe ill-beſeeming arms: 
Not to break peace, or any branch of it; 
But to eſtabliſh here a peace indeed, 
Concurring both in name and quality. | 
Weſt. When ever yet was your appeal deny'd? 
Wherein have you been galled by the King? 
What Peer hath been ſuborn'd to grate on you, 
That you ſhould ſeal this lawleſs bloody book 
Of forg'd rebellion with a ſeal divine, 
And conſecrate Commotion's civil edge? 
York. My brother general, the commonwealth, 
To brother born an houſehold-cruelty, 
I make my quarrel in particular. 
IVeſt. There is no need of any ſuch redreſs; 
Or if there were, it not belongs to you. 
Mob. Why not to him in part, and to us all, 
That feel the bruiſes of the days before; 
And ſuffer the condition of theſe times 
To lay an heavy and unequal hand 
Upon our honours? 
Weſt. O my good Lord Mowbray, 
Conſtrue the times to their neceſſities, 
And you ſhall ſay indeed it is the time, 
And not the King, that doth you injuries, 
Yet, for your part, it not appears to me, 
Or from the Kine, or 1n the preſent time, 
That you ſhould have an inch of any ground 
To build a grief on, Were you not reſtor'd 
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To all the Duke of Norfolk's ſeigniories, 
Your noble and right-well-remember'd father? 

Mo ub. What thing, in honour, had my father loſt, 
That need to be reviv'd and breath'd in me? 

The King, that lov'd him, as the ſtate ſtood then, 
Was, force perforce, compell'd to baniſh him. 
And then, when Harry Bolingbroke and he 
Being mouated, and both roufed in their ſeats, 
Their neighing courſers daring of the ſpur, 
Their armed ftaves in charge, therr beavers down, 
Their eyes of fire ſparkling through ſights of ſteel, 
And the loud trumpet blowing them together; 
Then, then, when there was nothing could have ſtaid 
My father from the breaſt of Bolingbroke 

O, when the King did throw his warder down, 
His own life hung upon the ſtaff he threw 

"Then threw he down himſelf, and all their lives, 
That by indictment, or by dint of ſword, 

Have fince mifcarried nnder Bolingbroke. 

Weſt. You ſpeak, Lord Mowbray, now, you know 
The Earl of Hereford was reputed ther ſnot what. 
In England the moſt valiant gentleman. 

Who knows on whom Fortune would then have ſmil'd? 
But if your father had been victor there, 

He ne'er had borne it out of Coventry ; 

For all the country in a general voice 

Cry'd hate upon him; all their prayers and love 

Were ſet on Hereford, whom they doated on, 

And bleſs'd, and grac'd, indeed, more than the King. 
But this is mere digreſſion from my purpoſe. 
Here come I from our princely General, 
To know your griefs; to tell you from his Omer, 
That he will give you audience; and wherein 

It ſhall appear that your demands are juſt, 

You ſhall enjoy them; every thing ſet off, 

That might ſo much as think you enemies. 

Mowb. But he hath forc*d us to compel this offer, 
And it proceeds from policy, not love. 

Weſt. Mowbray, you over-ween to take it 5 
This offer comes from mercy, not from fear. 
For, lo! within a ken, our army lies; 

Upon mine honour, all too confident 


To 
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To give admittanee to a thought of fear. 

Our battle is more full of names than yours, 

Our men more perfect in the uſe of arms, 

Our armour all as ſtrong, our cauſe the beſt; 

Then reaſon wills our hearts ſhould be as good. 

Say you not then, our offer is compell'd. 
Mowb. Well; by my will, we ſhall admit no parley. 
IWeſt. That argues but the ſhame of your offence : | 

A rotten caſe abides no handling. i 
Haſt. Hath the Prince John a full commiſſion, «| 

In very ample virtue of his father, 9 

To heat and abſolutely to determine 1 

Of what conditions we ſhall ſtand upon? 1 
IW:/t. That is intended in the Generals name: Þ+ 

I muſe you make ſo flight a queſtion. 11 
York. Then take, my Lord of Weſtmoreland, this 

For this contains our general grievances; [ſchedule, 

Each ſeveral article herein redreſs'd, 

All members of our cauſe, both here and hence, 

That are inſinewed to this action, 

Acquitted by a true ſubſtantial form; 

And preſent executions of our wills 

To us, and to our properties, confin'd; 

We come within our lawful banks again, 

And knit our powers to the arm of peace. 
Weſt. This will I ſhew the General. Pleaſe you, Lords, 

In fight of both our battles, we may meet; 

And either end in peace, (which Heav*n ſo frame!) 

Or to the place of difference call the ſwords, 

Which muſt decide it. 


York. My Lord, we will do fo. [Exit Weſt. 


SCENE III. 
Mowb. There is a thing within my boſom tells me, 


That no conditions of our peace can ſtand. 
Haſt. Fear you not that: if we can make our peace 

Upon ſuch large terms and fo abſolute, 

As our conditions ſhall infiſt upon, 

Our peace ſhall Rand as firm as rocky mountains, 
Mowb. Ay, but our valuation ſhall be ſuch, 

That ev'ry flight and falſe-derived cauſe, | 

Yea, ev'ry idle, nice and wanton reaſon, 


Shall 
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Shall to the King taſte of this action. 


That were our royal faiths martyrs in love, 
We ſhall be winnow'd with ſo rough a wind, 
That ev'n our corn ſhall ſeem as light as chaff, 
And good from bad find no partition. 
York. No, no, my Lord; note this: the King is weary 
Of dainty and ſuch picking grievances: 
For he hath found, to end one doubt by death, 
Revives two greater in the heirs of life. | 
And therefore will he wipe his tables clean, 
And keep no tell-tale to his memory, 
That may repeat and hiſtory his loſs 
To new remembrance. For full well he knows, 
He cannot ſo preciſely weed this land, 
As his miſdoubts preſent occaſion; 
His foes are ſo enrooted with his friends, 
'That, plucking to unfix an enemy, 
He doth unfaſten ſo and ſhake a friend. 
So that this land, like an offenſive wife, 
That hath enrag'd him on to offer ſtrokes, 
As he is ſtriking, holds his infant up, 
And hangs reſolv'd correction in the arm 
That was uprear'd to execution. 
Haſt. Beſides, the King hath waſted all his rods 
On late offenders, that he now doth lack 
The very inſtruments of chaſtiſement : 
So that his pow'r, like to a fangleſs lion, 
May offer, but not hold. 
York. Tis very true: 
And therefore be aſſur'd, my good Lord Marſhal, 
If we do now make our atonement well, 
Our peace will, like a broken limb united, 
Grow ſtronger for the breaking. 
Mowb. Be it ſo. 
Here is return'd my Lord of Weſtmoreland. 


Enter Weſtmoreland. | | 
Weſt. The Prince is here at hand: pleaſeth your 
__ Lordſhip 
To meet his Grace, juſt diſtance *tween our armies? 
Mowb. Your Grace of Vork in God's name then ſet 
forward, _ | DTS ET 
. Tord. 
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York. Before, and greet his Grace; my Lord, we 


come, 


SCENE IV. Enter Prince Jobn of Lancaſter. 


Lan. You're well encounter'd here, my couſin Mow- 
Good day to you, my gentle Lord Archbiſhop, [ bray; 
And ſo to you, Lord Haſtings, and to all. 

My Lord of York, it better ſhew'd with you, 
When that your flock, aſſembled by the bell, 
Encircled you, to hear with reverence 
Your expoſition on the holy text; 
Than now to ſee you here an iron man, 
Cheering a rout of rebels with your drum, 
Turning the word to ſword, and life to death. 
That man that fits within a monarch's heart, 
And ripens in the ſunſhine of his favour, 
Would he abuſe the count'nance of the King, 
Alack, what miſchiefs might he ſet abroach, 
In ſhadow of ſuch greatneſs? With you, Lord Biſhop, 
It is even ſo. Who hath not heard it ſpoken, 
How deep you were within the books of heav'n? 
To us, the ſpeaker in his parliament : 
To us, th' imagin'd voice of heav'n itſelf; 
The very opener and intelligencer 
Between the grace, the ſanctities of heav'n, 
And our dull workings: O, who ſhall believe | 
But you miſuſe the rev*rence of your place, 1 
Employ the countenance and grace of Heayv'n, 
As a falſe favourite doth his prince's name 
In deeds diſhon'rable! you've taken up, 
Under the counterfeited zeal of God, 
The ſubje&s of his ſubſtitute, my father; 
And both againſt the peace of heav'n and hun 
Have here up-ſwarm'd them. 
York. Good my Lord of Lancaſter, 
I am not here againſt your father's peace : 
But, as I told my Lord of Weſtmoreland, 
The time $.1i{-order'd doth in common fence 
Crowd us, and cruſh us to this monſtrous form, 
To hold our ſafety up. I ſent your Grace 
The parcels and particulars of our grief, 
The which hath been with ſcorn ſhov'd from the court : 
| Whereon 
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Whereon this Hydra-ſon of war is born, | 

Whoſe dangerous eyes may well be charm'd aſſeep 

With grant of our moſt juſt and right deſire; 

And true obedience, of this madneſs cur'd, | 

Stoop tamely to the foot of majeſty. 11 
Mob. If not, we ready are to try our fortunes : 

To the laſt man. 

Haft. And though we here fall down, 
We have ſupplies to ſecond our attempt : | 1 
If they miſcarry, theirs ſhall ſecond them. 

And ſo ſucceſs “ of miſchief ſhall be born, 
And heir from heir ſhall hold his quarrel up, 
While England ſhall have generation. 

Lan. You are too ſhallow, Haſtings, much too ſhallow; 
To ſound the bottom of the after- times. 

Weſt. Pleaſeth your Grace, to anſwer them directly, 
How far-forth you do like their articles? 

Lan. 1 like them all, and do allow them well: 

And fwear here, by the honour of my blood, 
My father's purpoſes have been miſtook ; 

And ſome about him have too laviſhly 

Wreſted his meaning and authority. 

My Lord, theſe griefs ſhall be with ſpeed redreſs'd ;: 
Upon my life, they ſhall. If this may pleaſe you, 
Diſcharge your pow'rs unto their ſeveral counties, 
As we will ours; and here, between the armies, 
Let's drink together friendly, and embrace; 

That all their eyes may bear thoſe tokens home, 
Of our reſtored love and amity. 

York. I take your princely word for theſe redreſſes. 

Lan. I giveit you; and will maintain my word; 
And thereupon I drink unto your Grace. 

Ha. Go, Captain, and deliver to the army 
This news of peace; let them have pay, and part: 

1 know it will pleaſe them. Hie thee, Captain. 
Exit Colevile. 

York. To you, my Noble Lord of Weſtmoreland. 

. I pledge your Grace; and if you knew what 
| TI have beſtow'd, to breed this preſent peace, [pains 
You would drink freely ; but my love to ye 
Shall ſhew itſelf more openly hereafter. - 


York. 
+ Succefs, for ſucceſſion. 
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York. I do not doubt you. 
IWeft. J am glad of it. 
Health to my Lord, and gentle couſin Mowbray. 
Mowb. You wiſh me health in very happy ſeaſon, 
For I am on the ſudden ſomething ill. 
York. Againſt ill chances men are ever merry, 
But heavineſs fore-runs the good event. 
Weſt. Therefore be merry, coz, ſince ſudden forrow 
Serves to ſay thus, Some good thing comes to-morrow, 
York. Believe me, I am paſting light in ſpirit. 
Mowb. So much the worſe, if your own rule be true. 
[ Shouts. 
Lan. The word of peace is render'd; hark! they 
Mowb. This had been chearful after victory. [ ſhout, 
York. A peace is of the nature of a conqueit ; 
For then both parties nobly are ſubdu'd, 
And neither party loſer, 
Lan. Go, my Lord, 
And let our army be diſcharged too. [Exit We, 
And, good my Lord, ſo pleaſe you, let our trains 
March by us, that we may peruſe the men 
We ſhould have cop'd withal. 
York. Go, good Lord Haſtings ; 
And, ere they be diſmiſs'd, let them march by. 
| [ Exit Haſlings. 
Lan. I truſt, Lords, we ſhall lie to.night together. 


SCENE V. Re-enter W:ſtmoreland. 


Now, couſin, wherefore ſtands our army {till ? 

Weſt. The leaders, having charge from you to ſtand, 
Will not go off until they hear you ſpeak. 

Lan. They know their duties. 


Re-enter Haſlings. 

Hat. My Lord, our army is diſpers'd already: 
Like youthful ſteers unyok'd, they took their courſe 
Eaſt, weſt, north, ſouth; or, like a ſchool broke up, 
Each hurries towards his home and ſporting-place. 

Weſt. Good tidings, my Lord Haſtings; for the which 
L do arreſt thee, traitor, of high treaſon: f 
And you, Lord Archbiſhop, and you, Lord Mowbray, 
Of capital treaſon I attach you both. | a 

Mowb. 
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Mob. ls this proceeding juſt and honourable ? 
Weſt. Is your aſſembly ſo? 
York. Will you thus break your faith? 
Lan. I pawn'd you none: 
J promis'd you redreſs of theſe ſame grievances, 
Whereof you did complain; which, by mine honour, 
I will perform with a moſt Chriſtian care. 
But for you, rebels, look to taſte the due 
Meet for rebellion and ſuch acts as yours. 
Moſt ſhallowly did you theſe arms commence, 
Fondly brought here, and fooliſhly ſent hence. - 
Strike up our drums, purſue the ſcatter'd ſtray ; 
Heav'n, and not we, hath ſafely fought to-day. 
Some guard theſe traitors to the block of death, 
Treaſon's true bed and yielder up of breath. [DW Exeunt. 
[ Alarm. Excurſions, 


SCENE VI. Enter Falſtaſf and Cole vile. 


Fal. What's your name, Sir? of what condition are 
you? and of what place, I pray? 

Cole. I am a Knight, Sir; and my name is Colevile 
of the dale. 

Fal. Well then, Colevile is your name, a Knight is 
your degree, and your place, the dale. Coleville ſhall 
{till be your name, a traitor your degree, and the dun- 
geon your place, a place deep enough: ſo ſhall you ſtill 
be Colevile of the dale. : 

Cole. Are not you Sir John Falſtaff? 

Fal. As good a man as he, Sir, whoe'er I am: do ye 
yield, Sir, or ſhall I ſweat for you? if 1 do ſweat, they 
are the drops of thy lovers, and they weep for thy 
death; therefore rouſe up fear and trembling, aud do 
obſervance to my mercy. 

Cole. I think you are Sir John Falſtaff, and in that 
thought yield me. | 
Fal. I have a whole ſchool of tongues in this belly of 
mine, and not a tongue of them all f any other 
word but my name: an' I had but a belly of any indit- 
ferency, I were ſimply the moſt active fellow in Europe: 
my womb, my womb, my womb undoes me. Here 
comes our General. N, ein eam 
e Enter 
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Enter Printe Fohn of Lancaſter, and Weſtmoreland. 


Lan. The heat is paſs'd, follow no farther now, 

Call in the pow'rs, good couſin Weſtmoreland. 
[ Exit Teſt. 

Now, Falſtaff, where have you been all this while? 
When every thing is ended, then you come, 
Theſe tardy tricks of yours will, on my life, 
One time or other break ſome gallow's back. | 

Fal. 1 would be ſorry, my Lord, but it ſhould he 
thus: 1 never knew yet, but rebuke and check was the 
reward of valour. Do you think me a ſwallow, an 
arrow, or a bullet? have I, in my poor and old motion, 
the expedition of thought? I ſpeeded hither with the 
very extremeſt inch of poſſibility, I have founder'd 
nineſcore and odd polts: and here, travel-tainted as I 
am, have in my pure and immaculate valour taken Sir 
John Colevile of the dale, a moſt furious Knight and 
valorous enemy; but what of that? he ſaw me and yield- 
ed; that I may juſtly ſay with the hook- nos'd fellow of 
Rome there, Cæſar,. ——1 came, ſaw, and overcame. 

Lan. It was more of his courteſy than your deſerving. 

Fal. IL know not, Here he is, and here 1 yield him; 
and I beſeech your Grace, let it be book'd with the reſt 
of this day's deeds; or, by the Lord, I will have it in a 
particular ballad elſe, with mine own picture on the top of 
it, Colevile kiſſing my foot: to the which courſe if 1 be 
enforc'd, if you do not all ſhew like gilt twopences to me; 


and I, in the clear ſky of fame, o'erſhine you as much as 


the full moon doth the cinders of the element, which 
ſhew like pins heads to her; believe not the word of 
the noble. Therefore let me have right, and let def 
mount. 6 | 

Lan. 'Thine's too heavy to mount. 

Fal. Let it ſhine then. 

Lan. Thine's too thick to ſhine. 


Fal. Let it do ſomething, my good Lord, that may do 


me good, and call it what you v 


Lan. Is thy name Cole ville? 
Cole. It is, my Lord. 


Lan. A famous rebel art thou, Colevile. 
Vor. IV. ＋ . al. 
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Fal. And a famous true ſubject took him. 

Cole. J am, my Lord, but as my betters are, 
That led me hither; had they been rul'd by me, 
You ſhould have won them dearer than you have. 

Fal. I know not how they fold themſelves; but thou, 
like a kind fellow, gav'& thyſelf away gratis; and 1 thank 
thee for thee. 


SCENE VII. Enter Weflmoreland. 


Lan. Now, have you left purſuit ? 
Weſt. Retreat is made, and execution ſtay'd. 
Lan Send Colevile then with his confederates 
To York, to preſent execution. | 
Blunt, lead him hence; and fee you guard him ſure, 
[Ex. with Cole vile. 
And now diſpatch we tow'rd the court, my Lords; 
I hear the King, my father, is ſore ſick: 
Our news ſhall go before us to his Majeſty, 
Which, couſin, you ſhall bear to comfort him; 
And we with ſober ſpeed will follow you. 9 
Fal. My Lord, I beſeech you, give me leave to go 
through Glo'ſterſhire; and when you come to court, 
pray ſtand my good Lord in your good report. 
Lan. Fare you well, Falſtaff; I, in my condition, 
Shall better ſpeak of you than you deſerve. [ Extt. 
Fal. I would you had but the wit; *twere better than 
your dukedom. Good faith, this ſame young ſober- 
blooded boy doth not love me; nor a man cannot make 
him laugh; but that's no marvel, he drinks no wine. 
There's never any of theſe demure boys come to any 
proof; for thin drink doth ſo over-cool their blood, and 
making many fiſh-meals, that they fall into a kind of 
male green- ſickneſs; and then, when they marry, they 
et wenches, They are generally fools and cowards; 
which ſome of us ſhould be too, but for inflammation. 
A good ſherris-ſack hath a twofold operation. in it; it 
aſcends me into the brain; dries me there all the fooliſh, 
dull, and crudy vapours which inviron it; makes it 
apprehenſive, quick, forgetive, full of nimble, fiery, 
and deleQable ſhapes; which deliver'd o'er to the voice, 
the tongue, which is the birth, becomes excellent wat. 
The ſecond. property of your excellent ſherris, is, the 
| warming 
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warming of the blood ; which before cold and ſettled, 
left the liver white and pale; which is the badge of pu- 
ſillanimity and cowardice: but the ſherris warms it, and 
makes it courſe from the inwards, to the parts extreme; 
it illuminateth the face, which, as a beacon, gives 
warning to all the reſt of this little kingdom, man, to 
arm; and then the vital commoners and inland petty 
ſpirits muſter me all to their captain, the heart; who, 
great, and puff'd up with this retinue, doth any deed of 
courage: and this valour comes of ſherris. So that ſkill 
in the weapon is nothing without ſack, for that ſets it 
a-work ; and learning a mere liovard of gold kept by a 
devil, till ſack commences it, and ſets it in act and uſe. 
Hereof comes it, that Prince Harry is valiant; for the 
cold blood he did naturally inherit of his father, he hath, 
like lean, ſteril, and bare land, manured, huſbanded, an- 
till'd, with excellent endeavour of drinking good and good 
{tore of fertile ſherris, that he is become very hot and va- 
tant. If I had a thouſand ſons, the firit human princi- 
ple I would teach them, ſhould be to forſwear thin po- 
tations, and to addict themiclves to ſack. 9275 


Enter Bardulph. 


How now, Bardolph ? 


Bard. The army is diſcharged all, and gone. 

Fal. Let them go; Ill through Gloucelterſhfre, and 
there I will viſit Maſter Robert Shallow, Eſquire; I 
have him already tempering between my finger and my 
thumb, and ſhortly will I ſeal with him. Come away. 


[ Exeunt, 


SCENE VIII. 


Changes to the palace at Weſtminſter. 


Enter King Henry, Warwick, Clarence, and Glouceſter. 


K. Henry. Now, Lords, if heav'n doth give ſucceſsful 
To this debate that bleedeth at our doors, ſend 
We will our youth lead on to higher fields, 

And draw no ſwords but what are ſanctify'd. 
Our navy is addreſs'd, our pow'r collected, 


T5 Our 
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Our ſubſtitutes in abſence well inveſted, 


And every thing lies level to our wiſh: 


Only we want a little perſonal ſtrength; 
And pauſe us, till theſe rebels, now a- foot, 
Come underneath the yoke of government. 
War. Both which, we doubt not, but your Majeſty 
Shall ſoon enjoy. 
KA. Henry. Humphry, my ſon of Glouceſter, 
Where is the Prince your brother? | 
Glou. I think he's gone to hunt, my Lord, at Windſor. 
A. Henry. And how accompanied? 
Glou. I do not know, my Lord. 
A. Henry. Is not his brother, Thomas of Clarence, 
with him? 
Glou. No, my good Lord, he is in preſence here. 
Cla. What would my Lord and Father? 
K. Henry. Nothing but well to thee, Thomas of Cla- 
rence. 
How chance thou art not with the Prince thy brother? 
He loves thee, and thou doſt neglect him, Thomas 
Thou haſt a better place in his affection 
Than all thy brothers: cheriſh it, my boy; 
And noble offices thou mayꝰſt effect 
Of mediation, after I am dead, 
Between his greatneſs and thy other brethren. 
Therefore omit him not; blunt not his love; 
Nor lofe the good mg of his grace, 
By ſeeming cold, or careleſs of his will. 
« For he is gracious, if he be obſerv'd: 
« He hath a tear for pity, and a hand 
« Open as day, for melting charity: 


Vet notwithſtanding, being incens'd, he's flint; 


« As humorous as winter, and as ſudden 

« As flaws congealed in the ſpring of day“. 

« His temper therefore muſt be well obſerv'd: 

« Chide him for faults, and do it reverently, 

« When you perceive his blood inclin'd to mirth; - 
c« ut 


* Alluding to the opinion of ſome philoſophers, that the vapours 
being congealed in the air by cold, (which is moſt intenſe towards 
the morning:) and being afterwards rarified and let looſe by the 
warmth of the ſun, occaſion thoſe ſudden impetuous gults of wind 
which are called faws. Oxford editor. | 
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« But being moody, give him line and ſcope, 
& Till that his paſſions, like a whale on ground, 
« Confound themſelves with working.“ Learn this, 
Thomas, 
Aud thou ſhalt prove a ſhelter to thy friends; 
A hoop of gold to bind thy brothers in, 
That the united veſſel of their blood, 
(Mingled with venom of ſuggeltion, 
As, force perforce, the age will pour it in,) 
Shall never leak, though it do work as ſtrong 
As aconitum, or raſh gun-powder. 
Cla. I ſhall obſerve him with all care and love. 


K. Henry. Why art thou not at Windſor with him, 


Thomas? | 
Cla. He is not there to-day ; he dines in London. 
K. Henry. And how accompanied? canſt thou tell that? 
Cla. With Poins, and other his continual followers, 
A. Henry. Moiſt ſubject is the fatteſt ſoil to weeds ; 
And he, the noble image of my youth, 
Is overſpread with them; therefore my grief 
Stretches itſelf beyond the hour of death. 
The blood weeps from my heart, when I do ſhape, 
In forms imaginary, th' unguided days 
And rotten times that you ſhall look upon, 
When I am ſleeping with my ancellors. 
For when his headſtrong riot hath no curb, 
When rage and hot blood are his counſellors, 
When means and laviſh manners meet together, 
Oh, with what wings ſhall his affection fly 
Tow'rd fronting peril and oppos'd decay? | 
War. My gracious Lord, you look beyond him quite: 
The Prince but ſtudies his companions, | 
Like a ſtrange tongue; wherein, to gain the language, 
"Tis needful that the molt immodeſt word 
Be look'd upon, and learn'd; which once attain'd, 
Your Highneſs knows, comes to no farther uſe, 
But to be known and hated. $0, like groſs terms, 
The Prince will in the perfectneſs of time 
Caſt off his followers; and their memory 
Shall as a pattern or a meaſure live, 
By which his Grace muſt mete the lives of others; 
* Turning 
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Turning paſt evils to advantages. 
K. Henry. Tis ſeldom, when the bee doth leave her 
comb 


Who's here? Weſtmoreland ! 


SCENE IX. Enter Weſtmoreland. 


Meſt. Health to my Sovereign, and new happineſs 
Added to that which I am to deliver! 
Prince John, your ſon, doth kiſs your Grace's hand : 
Mowbray, the Biſhop Scroop, Haſtings, and all, 
Are brought to the correction of your law: 
There is not now a rebel's {word unſheath'd, 
But peace puts forth her olive ev'ry where. 
The manner how this action hath been borne, 
Here at more leiſure may your Highneſs read, 
With every courſe, in his particular. 

R. Henry. O Weſtmoreland, thou art a ſuramer-bird, 
Which ever in the haunch of winter ſings 
The lifting up of day. 


In the dead carrion. 


Enter Harcourt. 


Look, here's more news. | 
Har. From enemies heav'n keep your Majeſty : 

And, when they ſtand againſt you, may they fall 

As thoſe that I am come to tell you of ! 

The Earl Northumberland, and the Lord Bardolph, 

With a great pow'r of Engliſh and of Scots, 

Are by the Sh'riff of Yorkſhire overthrown : 

The manner and true order of the fight, 

This packet, pleafe it you, contains at large. | 

K. Henry. And wherefore ſhould theſe good news make 
me lick ? 

Will fortune never come with both hands full, 

But write her fair words {till in fouleſt letters? 

She either gives a ſtomach, and no food; 
Such are the poor, in health;) or elle a feaſt, 
And takes away the ſtomach; (ſuch the rich, 

That have abundance, and enjoy it not.) 

I ſhould rejoice now at this happy news; 

And now my ſight fails, and my brain is giddy. 

O me, come near me, now I am much ill! 


Glou. Comfort your Majeſty! 


Cla. 
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Cla. Oh, my royal father! 
Weji. My ſovereign Lord, chear up yourſelf, look up, 
War. Be patient, Princes; you do know, theſe fits 
Are with his Highneſs very ordinary. 
Stand from him, give him air: he'll ſtraight be well. 
Cla. No, no, he cannot long hold out theſe pangs ; 
Th' inceſſant care and labour of his mind 
Hath wrought the mure that ſhould confine it in, 
So thin, that life looks through, and will break out. 
Glon. The people fear me; for they do obſerve 
Unfather'd heirs and loathly birds of nature. 
The ſeaſons change their manners, as the year 
Had found ſome months aſleep, and leap'd them over. 
Cla. The river hath thrice flow'd, no ebb between; 
And the old folk (time's doating chronicles) 
Say, it did ſo a little time before 
That our great grandſire Edward ſick'd and dy'd. 
War. Speak lower, Princes, for the King recovers, 
Glov. This apoplex will, certain, be his end. 
K. Henry. I pray you, take me up, and bear me hence 
Into ſome other chamber: ſoftly, pray. 
Let there be no noiſe made, my gentle friends, 
Unleſs ſome doleing “, favourable hand 
Will whifper muſic to my weary fpirit. 
War. Call for the muſic in the other room. 
K. Henry. Set me the crown upon my pillow here. 
Cla. His eye is hollow, and he changes much. 
War. Leſs noiſe, leſs noaſe. 


SCENE X. Enter Prince Henry. 


P. Henry. Who ſaw the Duke of Clarence ? 
Cla. 1 am here, brother, full of heavineſs. 
P. Henry. How now! rain within doors, and none 2- 

How doth the King? | [ broad? 
Glou, Exceeding ill. 

P. Henry. Heard he the good news yet ? 

Tell it him. 
Glou. He alter'd much upon the hearing it. 4 
P. Henry. If he be ſick with joy, 11 

He'll recover without phyſic. Fe | 

ar, 


i. e. A hand uſing ſoft melancholy airs. 
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War. Not ſo much noiſe, my Lords? ſweet Prince, 


ſpeak low 
The King, your father, is diſpos'd to ſleep. 
Cla. Let us withdraw into the other room. 
Mar. WilPt pleaſe your Grace to go along with us! 


P. Henry. No; J will fit, and watch here by the King. 


[ Exeunt all but Prince Henry, 
Why doth the crown lie there upon his pillow, 
Being ſo troubleſome a bed-fellow ? 
« O poliſh'd perturbation! golden care! 
That keep'it the ports of ſlumber open wide 
% To many a watchful night: ſleep with it now! 
« Yet not ſo ſound, and half ſo deeply ſweet, 
« As he whoſe brow, with homely biggen bound, 
& Snores out the watch of night. O Majeſty! 
« When thou doſt pinch thy bearer, thou doth fit 
« Like a rich armour worn in heat of day, 
% That ſcalds with ſafety.” By his gates of breath 
There lies a downy feather, which ftirs not. 
Did he ſuſpire, that light and weightleſs down 
Perforce muſt move. My gracious Lord! my father! 
This ſleep is ſound, indeed; this is a ſſeep, 
That from this golden rigol hath divorc'd 
So many Engliſh Kings. Thy due from me 
Is tears, and heavy ſorrows of the blood; 
Which nature, love, and filial tenderneſs 
Shall, O dear father, pay thee plenteouſly. 
My due ſrom thee is this imperial crown, | 
Which, as immediate from thy place and blood, 
Derives itſelf to me. Lo, here it fits, 


Which heav*n ſhall guard: and put the world's whole 


Into one giant-arm, it ſhall not force [ſtrength 
This lineal honour from me. This from thee | 
Will I to mine leave, as tis left to me. Exit. 
SCENE XI. 


Enter Warwick, Glouceſter, and Clarence. 


K. Henry. Warwick! Glouceſter! Clarence! 
Cla. Doth the King call L | 
War. What would your Majeſty! How fares your 


K. Henry. 


Grace ? 
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K. Henry. Why did you leave me here alone, my 


Lords? 

Cla. We left the Prince my brother here, my Liege, 

Who undertook to fit and watch by you. 
K. Henry. The Prince of Wales! where is he? let me 

ſee him. 

War. This door is open, he is gone this way. 

Glou. He came not through the chamber where we 

ſtay'd. 
K. Henry. Where is the crown? who took it from my 
pillow ? 

War. When we withdrew, my Liege, we left it here. 

K. Henry. The Prince hath ta'en it hence? go ſeek 
Ts he ſo haſty, that he doth ſuppoſe | ſhim out. 
My ſleep my death? find him, my Lord of Warwick, 
And chide him hither ſtraight; this part of his 
Conjoins with my diſeaſe, and helps to end me. 
See, ſons, what things you are! how quickly nature 
Falls to revolt, when gold becomes her object ? 
For this, the fooliſh over-careful fathers ſcare, 
Have broke their ſleeps with thought, their brains with 
Their bones with induſtry: for this, ingroſſed 
The canker'd heaps of ſtrange-atchieved gold: 
For this, they have been thoughtful to inveſt, 
Their ſons with arts and martial exerciſes; 
When, like the bee, culling from ev'ry flow'r, 
Our thighs are pack'd with wax, our mouths with honey, 
We bring it to the hive; and, like the bees, 
Are murder'd for our pains! this bitter taſte 
Yield his ingrofſments to the dying father. 


Enter Warwick. 


Now, where is he, that will not ſtay fo long, 
Till his friend, Sickneſs, hath determin'd me? 
War. My Lord, I found the Prince in the next room, 
Waſhing with kindly tears his gentle cheeks, 
With ſuch a deep demeanour in great ſorrow, 
That Tyranny, which never quaff'd but blood, 
Would by beholding him have waſh'd his knife 
With gentle eye-drops. He is coming hither. _ 
K. Henry, But wherefore did he take away the 2 
nter 
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Enter Prince Henry. | 
Lo, where he comes. Come hither to me, Harry; 
Depart the chamber, leave us here alone. [ Exe. Lords, 
P. Henry. I never thought to hear you ſpeak again. 
K. Henry. Thy with was father, Harry, to that thought. 0 
I ſtay too long by thee, I weary thee. \ 
Doſt thou ſo hunger for my empty chair, \ 
That thou wilt needs inveſt thee with my honours; 0 
Before thy hour be ripe? O fooliſh youth! 1 
Thou ſeek'ſt the greatneſs that will overwhelm thee. 
Stay but a little; for my cloud of dignity 
Is held from falling with ſo weak a wind, 
That it will quiekly drop; my day is dim. | 
Thou haſt ſtoPn that, which, after ſome few hours, 
Were thine without offence; and at my death 
Thou haſt ſeal'd up my expectation; : 
Thy life did manifeſt, thou low'dſt me not; 
And thou wilt have me die affur'd of it. | 
Thou hid'ſt a thouſand daggers in thy thoughts, - 


> Loo Lend om. 


Which thou haſt whetted on thy ſtony heart, 
To ſtab at half an hour of my frail life. 

What! canſt thou not forbear me half an hour? 
Then get thee gone, and dig my grave thyſelf, 
And bid the merry bells ring to thy ear, | 
That thou art crowned, not that I am dead. | 
Let all the tears that ſhould bedew my herſe, 
Be drops of balm to ſanctify thy head; 
Only compound me with ee duſt, 


| Give that which gave thee life unto the worms. 


Pluck down my officers, break my decrees, 

For now a time is come to mock at form; 

Henry the Fifth is crown'd: up, Vanity! 

Down, Royal ſtate! all you ſage counſellors, hence! 


„And to the Engliſh court aſſemble now, | 


« From ev'ry region, apes of idleneſs: 

% Now, neighbour confines, purge you off your ſcum; 

Have you a ruffian that will ſwear? drink? dance? 

„ Revel the night? rob? murder? and commit 

The oldeſt fins the neweſt kind of ways? 

« Be happy, he will trouble you no more: 

[England ſhall double gild his treble guilt “;] 
5 | « England 

* Evidently the nonſenſe of ſome fooliſh player. Mr. W. 
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« England ſhall give him office, honour, might: 
« For the Fifth Harry from curb'd licence plucks 
« The muzzle of reſtraint; and the wild dog 
« Shall fleſh his tooth on every innocent.“ 
O my poor kingdom, fick with civil blows! 
When that my care could not with-hold thy riots, 
What wilt thou do when riot is thy care? 
O, thou wilt be a wilderneſs agam, 
Peopled with wolves, thy old inhabitants. 
P. Henry. O pardon me, my Liege! but for my tears, 


Knecling. 


1 moiſt impediments unto my ſpeech, ) 

had foreſtall'dꝰ this dear and deep rebuke, 
Ere you with grief had ſpoke, and I had heard 
The courſe of it ſo far. There is your crown; 
And he that wears the crown immortally, 
Long guard it yours! If I affect it more, 
Than as your honour, and as your renown, 

Let me no more from this obedience riſe, 
Which my molt true and inward-duteous ſpirit 
Teacheth this proſtrate and exterior bending. 
Heav'n witneſs with me, when J here came in, | 
And found no courſe of breath within your Majeſty, 1 
How cold it ſtruck my heart! If I do feign, q 
O let me in my preſent wildneſs die, | „ 


And never hve to ſhew th” incredulous world 14 
The noble change that I have purpoſed. 1 
Coming to look on you, thinking you dead, it 
{ 588 dead almoſt, my Liege, to think you were, ) 1 
ſpake unto the crown, 4s having ſenſe, | 
And thus upbraided it. The care on thee depending iT 
Hath fed up the body of my father, | | | 
Therefore thou beſt of gold art worſt of gold; 1 
Other, leſs fine in carrat, is more precious, | 1 ö 
Preſerving life in med' cine potable: 8 | | 
But thou, moſt fine, moſt honour'd, moſt renown'd, 1 
Haſt eat thy bearer up. Thus, Royal Liege, 
Accuſing it, I put it on my head, 5 
To try with it (as with an enemy, 
That had before my face murder'd my father) - 
5 | 
| 
; 


The quarrel of a true inheritor. 


But if it did infect my blood with joy, 


— 
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Or ſwell my thoughts to any ſtrain of pride, 
If any rebel or vain ſpirit of mine 
Did with the leaſt affection of a welcome 
Give entertainment to the might of it ; 
Let heav'n for ever keep it from my head, 
And make me as the pooreſt vaſlal is, 
That doth with awe and terror kneel to it! 
K. Henry. O my ſon! 
Heav'n put it in thy mind to take it hence, 
That thou might'ſt win the more thy father's love, 
Pleading ſo wiſely in excuſe of it. 
Come hither, Harry, fit thou by my bed; 
And hear, I think, the very lateſt counſel 
That ever I ſhall breathe. Heay'n knows, my ſon, 
By what by-paths and indirect crook'd ways 
I met this crown; and I myſelf know well, 
How troubleſome it fat upon my head. 
To thee it ſhall deſcend with better quiet, 
Better opinion, better confirmation : 
For all the foil of the atchievement goes 
With me into the earth. It ſeem'd in me 
But as an honour ſnatch'd with boiſt'rous hand, 
And I had many living to upbraid 
My gain of it by their aſſiſtances; 
Which daily grew to quarrel and to bloodſhed, 
Wounding ſuppoſed “ peace. All their bold feats, 
Thou ſeeſt, with peril J have anſwered. 
For all my reign hath been but as a ſcene 
Acting that argument: and now my death 


Changes the mode +; for what in me was purchas'd, 


Falls upon thee in a much fairer ſort; 

For thou the garland wear'ſt ſucceſſively. 

Yet though thou ſtand'ft more ſure than I could do, 
Thou art not firm enough, ſince griefs are green; 


And all thy friends, which thou muſt make thy friends, 


Have but their ſtings and teeth newly ta'en out; 
By whoſe fell working I was firſt advanc'd, 
And by whoſe pow'r I well might lodge a fear, 
To be again diſplac'd: which to avoid 


* Suppoſed, for undermined. 


* 


+ Mode, here, does not ſignify faſhion ; but time and meaſure in 


ſinging or the pitch in ſpeaking. Mr. W. 


ft > bt ant r kh. el. rd e Ot 


—# --© -Senb- I 


Se. 11. KING HENRY Iv. 229 


cut them off, and had a purpoſe now 
To lead our many to the holy land; 
Leſt rett and lying {till might make them look 
Too near into my ſtate. Therefore, my Harry, 
| 
Þ 


. 


Be it thy courſe to buſy giddy minds 

With foreign quarrels; that action, hence, borne out, 

May waſte the memory of former days. 

More would I, but my lungs were waſted ſo, 

That ſtreugth of ſpeech is utterly deny'd me. 

How I came by the crown, O God, forgive! 

And grant it may with thee in true peace live! 
H. Henry. My gracious Liege, 

You won it, wore it, kept it, gave it me; 

Then plain and right muſt my poſſeſſion be; 

Which I with more than with a common pain, 

*Gainft all the world, will rightfully maintain. 


Enter Lord Fohn of Lancaſter, and IWarcowick. 
K. Henry. Look, look, here comes my John of Lan- 


caltcr. 

Lan. Health, peace and happineſs to my Royal fathef! 

R. Henry. Thou bring't me happineſs and peace, ſon 
Put health, alack, with youthful wings is flown {John 
From this bare, wither'd trunk. Upon thy fight 
My worldly bufineſs makes a period. 
Where is my Lord of Warwick ? 

P. Henry. My Lord of Warwick. 

K. Henry. Doth any name particular belong 
Unto the lodging where I firſt did ſwoon? 

War. Tis call'd Fernſalem, my Noble Lord. 

K. Henry. Laud be to God! even there my life muſt ends 
It hath hn propheſy'd to me many years, 
I ſhould not die but in Jeruſalem: 
Which vainly 1 ſuppos'd the holy land. 
But bear me to that chamber, there I'Il lie: | 
In that Jeruſalem ſhall Harry die, [Exeunt. 


ACT 
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ACT*V.JCENE-L 


Shallow's ſeat in Gly ſterſhire. 
Enter Shallow, &. Hence, Falſiaff, Bardolph, and Page. 


Shal. By cock and pye, Sir, you ſhall not away to- 
night. What! Davy, I ſay 

Fal. You mult excuſe me, Maſter Robert Shallow. 

Shal. L will not excuſe you; you ſhall not be excu- 
ſed. Excuſes ſhall not be admitted: there is no ex- 


cuſe ſhall ſerve: you ſhall not be excus'd, Why, Da- 


YY 5. 


Euler Dar, 5. 


Davy. Here, Sir. 

Shal. Davy, Davy, Davy, let me ſee; Davy, let me 
ſee; yea, marry, William Cook, bid him come hither, 
Sir Juhn, you. ſhall not be cxcus'd, 

Davy. Marry, Sir, thus: thoſe precepts cannot be 
ſerv'd; and, again, Sir, ſhall we ſow the head-land with 
wheat ? | 

Shal, With red wheat, Davy. But, for William 
Cook, are there no young x idgeons? 

Davy. Yea, Sir Here is now the ſmith's note 
for ſliocing, and plough-irons. 

Shal. Let it be caſt and | pace 
not be excus'd. 

Davy. Now, Sir, a new link to the bucket mult need: 
he had. And, Sir, do you mean to ſtop any of Wil- 
liam's wages about the lack he loſt the other day at 
Hineckly fair? 

al. He ſhall anſwer it. Some pidgeons, Davy, a 
couple of ſhort-legg'd hens, a joint of wutton, and auy 
pretty little tiny kickſhaws: tell William Cook. 

Davy. Doth the.man of war ſtay all night, Sir? 

Shal. Yes, Davy. I will uſe him well, A friend 
i' th' court is better than a penny in purſe. Uſe his men 
well, Davy; for they are arrant knaves, and will back- 
bite, 

Davy. No worſe than they are backbitten, Sir; for 
they have marvellous foul linen. 


Sir John, you ſhall 


Shal. 
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Shal. Well conceited, Davy. About thy buſinets, 
Davy. 

Davy. I beſeech you, Sir, to countenance William Vi- 
for of Woncot againſt Clement Perkes of the hill. 

Shal. There are many complaints, Davy, againſt that 
Viſor; that Viſor is an arrant knave, on my knowledge. 

Davy. „1 grant your Worſhip, that he is a knave, 
« Sirz but yet God forbid, Sir, but a knave ſhould have 
« ſome countenance at his friend's requeſt, An honeſt 
« man, Sir, is able to ſpeak for himſelf, when a knave is 
« not. I have ſerv'd your Worſhip truly, Sir, thefe 
« eight years; and if I cannot once or twice in a quar- 
« ter bear out a knave againft an honeſt man, I have but 
& very little credit with your Worthip. The Kknave is 
mine honeſt friend, Sir; thereforc, 1 beſeech your Woi— 
ce ſhip, let him be countenauc'd.“ 

Shal. Go to, I ſay, he ſhall have no wrong. Look 
about, Davy. Where are yon, Sir John? come, of 
with your boots. Give me vour hand, Maſter Bardolhph. 

Bard. T am glad to ſee your Worthip. 

Shal. I thank thee with all my heart, kind Matter 
Bardolph; and welcome, my tall fellow. [LT the Page. ] 
Come, Sir John, 

Fal. I'll follow you, good Maſter Robert Shallow. 
F Exeunt Shallow, Silence, &c.] Bardolph, look to our 
horſes. If I were ſaw'd into quantities, I ſhould 
make four dozen of ſuch bearded hermits-ſtaves as Maſ- 
ter Shallow. „ It is a wonderful thing to ſee the ſem. 
te blable coherence of his mens? ſpirits and his: they, 
ce by obſerving of him, do bear themſelves like fooliſh 
&« juſtices; he, by converſing with them, is turn'd into 
a juſticelike fervingman. Their ſpirits are ſo mar- 
„ ried in conjunction, with the participation of ſociety, 
that they flock together in conſent, like ſo many wild- 
« geeſe. If J had a ſuit to Maſter Shallow, I would 
* humour his men with the imputation of being near 
* their maſter: if to his men, I would curry with Maſ- 
© ter Shallow, that no man could better command his 
&« ſervants. It is certain, that either wiſe bearing or 
ignorant carriage is caught, as men take diſeaſes one 
«© of another: therefore let men take heed of their 


U 2 company.“ 
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c company.” I will deviſe matter enough out of this 
Shallow to keep Prince Henry in continual laughter the 
wearing out of fix faſhions, which is four terms or two 
ations, and he ſhall laugh without intervallums. „, 
te jt is much, that a he with a flight oath, and a jeſt with 
« a {ad brow, will do with a fellow that never had the 
ache in his ſhoulders.” O, you ſhall ſee him laugh till 
his face be like a wet cloak ill laid up. 

Shal. | Within. ] Sir John— 

Fal. I come, Maiter Shallow; I come, Maſter Shal.. 
low. [Exit Falllaſſ 
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SCENE II. Changes io the court in London. 


Enter the Earl of Warwick, and the Lord Chief Fuſlice. 


ar. How now, my Lord Chief Juſtice, whithes 
Ch. Jil. How doth the King? | [away ? 
War. Excecding well: his cares are now all ended. 
Ch, Juſt. I hope, not dead? 

IWor. He's walk'd the way of Nature; 

And to our purpoſes he lives no more. 

Ch. fat. I would his Majeſty had call'd me with him. 

The ſervice that I truly did his life, 

Hath left me open to all injuries. | 
War. Indeed | think the young King loves you not. 
Ch. Fuft. I know he doth not; and do arm myſelf, 

To welcome the condition of the time: 

Which cannot look more hideouſly on me, 


Than I have drawn it in my fantaſy. 


Enter Lord Fohn of Lancaſter, Glouceſter, and Clarence. 


War. Here come the- heavy iſſue of dead Harry. 
O that the living Harry had the temper 
Of him, the worſt of theſe three gentlemen: 
How many Nobles then ſhould hold their places, 
That muſt ſtrike ſail to ſpirits of vile ſort! 
Ch. Fuſt. Alas, 1 fear all will be overturn'd. 
J. au. Good morrow, couſin Warwick. 
Glou. Cla. Good morrow, coulin. 
Lan. We meet, like men that had forgot to ſpeak. 
War. We do remember; but our argument 
Is all too heavy to admit much talk. 1 
| Lan. 
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Lan. Well, peace be with him that hath made us 
heavy ! 

Ch. Fuft. Peace be with us, leſt we be heavier! 

Glau. O, good my Lord, you've loft a friend indeed; 
And I dare ſwear, yon borrow not that face 
Of ſeeming ſorrow ; it is, fure, your own. 

Lan. Though no man be aſſur'd what grace to find, 
You ſtand in coldeſt expectation 
I am the ſorrier; would 'twere otherwiſe. 

Cla. Well, you muſt now ſpeak Sir John Falſtaff fair, 
Which ſwims againſt your ſtream of quality. 

Ch. Tuſt. Sweet Princes, what 1 did, 1 did in honour, 
Led by th' impartial conduct of my foul; 
And never ſhall you ſee that T will beg 
A rated and foreſtall'd remiſſion. 
If truth and upright innocency fail me, 
I'llto the King my maſter that is dead, 
And tell him who hath ſent me after him. 

War. Here comes the Prince. 


SCENE III. Enter Prince Heuty. 


Ch. Fuft. Heav'n ſave your Majeſty ! 
P. Henry. This new and gorgeous garment, Majeſty, 
Sits not ſo eaſy on me as you think. 
Brothers, you mix your ſadneſs with ſome fear: 
This is the Engliſh, not the Turkiſh court; 
Not Amurath an Amurath ſucceeds, 
But Harry, Harry. Yet be ſad, good brothers, 
For, to ſpeak truth, it very well becomes you : 
Sorrow ſo royally in you appears, 
That I will deeply put the faſhion on, 
And wear it in my heart. Why then be ſad ; 
But entertain no more of it, good brothers, 
Than a joint burthen laid upon us all. 
For me, by Heav'n, I bid you be aſſur'd, 
I'll be your father and your brother too: 
Let me but bear your love, I'll bear your cares: 
Yet weep that Harry's dead: and ſo will I. 
But Harry lives, that ſhall convert thoſe tears 
By number into hours of happineſs. | 
Lan. Sc. We hope no other from your Majeſty. 
U 3 P, Henry. 
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P. Henry. You all look ſtrangely on me; and you 
You arc, I think, aflur'd, 1 love you not. [moit, 
[Tothe Ch. Juſi. 

Ch. Juſt. J am aſſur'd, if T be meaſur'd rightly, 

Your Nlajeſty hath no juſt cauſe to hate me. 

P. Henry. No! might a prince of my great hopes 
50 great indignities you laid upon me? [ forget 
What! rate, rebuke; and roughly ſend to * 

I' immediate heir of England! was this eaſy ? 
May this be waſh'd in Lethe, and forgotten ? 

Ch. Juſt. I then did uſe the perſon of your father; 

The image of his power lay then in me: 

And in th' adminiſtration of his law, 

While I was buſy for the commonwealth, 
Your Highneſs pleaſed to forget my place, 
The majeſty and pow'r of law and juſtice, 
The image of the King whom I preſented; 
And ſtruck me in my very ſeat of judgment: 
Whereon, as an offender to your father, 

I gave bold way to my authority, 

And did commit you. If the deed were ll, 
Be you contented, wearing now the garland, 
To have a fon ſet your decrees at naught: 

So pluck down juſtice from your awful bench; 
To trip the courſe of law, and blunt the ſw ond 
That guards the peace and ſafety of your perſon: 
Nay more, to ſpurn at your moſt Royal image, 
And mock your working in a ſecond body. 
Queſtion your Royal thoughts, make the caſe yours; 

Be now the father, and propoſe a ſon; 

Hear your own dignity ſo much profan'd; 

See your moſt dreadful laws ſo looſely lighted; 

Behold yourſelf ſo by a ſon difdain'd: 

And then imagine me taking your part, 

And in your pow'r ſo ſilencing your ſon. 

After this cold conſid'rance, ſentence me; 

And, as you are a King, ſpeak in your ſtate, 

What I have done that miſtecame my place, 

My perſon, or my Liege's ſovereignty. 

P. Henry. You are right, Juſtice, and you weigh this . 
Therefore ſtill bear the balance and the ſword: well; 
And I do wiſh your honours may increaſe, 


Till 
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Till you do hve to ſee a ſon of mine 

Offend von, and obey you, as I did: 

So ſhall 1 live to ſpeak my father's words; 

Hoppy am I, that have a man fo bold, 

hat dares do juſtice on my proper ſon; 

And no leſs happy, having ſuch a ſon, 

That would deliver up his greatneſs ſo 

Into the hand of juſtice. You committed me; 

For which I do commit into your hand 

Th' unſtained {word that you have us'd to bear; 

With this remembrance, that you uſe the ſame 

With a like bold, juſt, and impartial ſpirit, 

As you have done 'gainſt me. "There is my hand, 

You ſhall be as a father to my youth: 

My voice ſhall found as you do prompt mine ear; 

And 1 will ſtoop and humble my intents, 

To your well- practis'd wile directions. 

And, Princes all, believe me, I beſeech you; 

My father is gone wild into his grave; 

For in his tomb he my afte&ions ; 

And with his ſpirit ſadly I ſurvive, 

To mock the expectations of the world; 

To fruſtrate prophecies, and to raze out 

Rotten opinion, which hath writ me down 

After my ſeeming. Though my tide of blood 

Hath proudly flow'd in vanity till now; 

Now doth it turn and ebb back to the ſea, 

Where it ſhall mingle with the ſtate of floods, 

And flow henceforth in formal majeſty. 

Now call we our high court of parliament; 

And let us chuſe ſuch limbs of noble counſel, 

That the great body of our ſtate may go 

In equal rank with the beſt govern'd nation; 

That war or peace, or both at once, may be 

As things acquainted and familiar to us, 

In which you, father, ſhall have foremoſt hand. 
[To the Lord Chief Fuſlice, 

Our coronation done, we will accite 

(As I before remember'd) all our ſtate, 

And (Heav'n conſigning to my good intents) 

No prince, nor peer, ſhall have juſt cauſe to ſay, 


Heav'n ſhorten * s happy life one day. Exeunt. 
SCENE 
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SCENE IV; 
Changes to Shailow's ſeat in Glouceſterſhire, 


Enter Falſtaff, Shal'ow, Sil:nce, Bardolph, the Page, 
| and Davy. 


Sal. Nay, you ſhall ſee mine orchard, where in an 
arbour we will eat a laſt year's pippin of my own graft. 
ing, with a difh of carraways, and ſo forth. Come, cou- 
fin Silence; and then to bed. 

Ful. You have here a goodly dwelling, and a rich. 

Shal. Barren, barren, barren: beggars all, beggars all, 
Sir John ; marry, good air. Spread, Davy, ſpread, Da- 
vy; well ſaid, Davy. 

Ful. This Davy ſerves you for good uſes; he is your 
ſervingman, and your huſbandman. 

Shal. A good varlet, a good varlet, a very good var- 
let, Sir John. By the maſs, I have drank too much 
ſack at ſupper. A good varlet. Now fit down, now 
fit down: come, coulin. 

Sil. Ah, firrah, quoth-a. 

Ie fhall do nothing but eat, and make goed chear, | Singing. 
And praiſe heavn for the merry year ; 
When fl:/h is cheap and females dear, 
And lufly lads roam here and there ; 
So merrily, and ever among, ſo merrily, &c. 
Fal. There's a merry heart, good Maſter Silence. 
I'll give you health for that anon. 

Shal. Give Mr. Bardolph ſome wine, Davy. 

Davy. Sweet Sir, fit; I'll be with you anon; moſt 
ſweet Sir, fit. Maſter Page, fit: good Maſter Page, 
fit. Proface! What you want in meat, we'll have in 
drink; but you muſt bear; the heart's all. Exit. 

Shal. Be merry, Maſter Bardolph, and, my little ſol- 
dier there, be merry. 

Sil. [ Singing. Be merry, be merry, my wife has all, 

For women are ſbrecus, both ſhort and tall ; | 
Tic merry in hall, when beards wag all, 

Ard welcome merry Shrovetide. 

Be merry, be merry. ff 

Fal. 1 did not think Maſter Silence had been a man 
of this mettle, | 

Sil. 
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Sil. Who [? J have been merry twice and once ere 
now. 


Re-enter Davy. 


Day. There is a diſh of leather- coats for you. 
Shal. Davy, 
Davy. Your Worſtip—— PIl be with you ſtraight, 

A cup of wine, Sir? 
Sil. [ Stnging. ] A cup of wins, 

That's briſk and fine, 

And drink unto the leman mine ; 

And a merry heart lives long-a. 

Fal. Well faid, Maſter Silence. 

Sil. If we ſhall be merry, now comes in the ſweet of 
the mght. 

Fal. Health and long life to you, Maſter Silence. 

Sil. Fill the cup, and let it come. I'll pledge you, 
were't a mile to the bottom. 

Shal. Honeſt Bardolph, welcome if thou want*ſt any 
thing and wilt not call, beſhrew thy heart. Welcome, 
my little tiny thief, and welcome, indeed, two: I'll drink 
to Maſter Bardolph, and to all the cavileroes about 
London. 

Davy. I hope to ſee London ere I die. 

Bard. If I might ſee you there, Davy, 

Shal. You'll crack a quart together? ha, will you not, 
Maſter Bardolph ? 

Bard. Yes, Sir, in a pottle-pot. 

Sbal. By God's hggens, I thank thee; the knave will 
ſtick by thee, I can hee thee that. He will not out, 
he is true bred. 

Bard. And I'll ſtick by him, Sir. 

[One knocks at the door. 

Shal. Why, there ſpoke a king: lack nothing, be mer- 
ry. Look, who's at door there, ho: who knocks ? 

Fal. Why, now you have done me right. 

Sil. [ Singing. ] Do me right, and dub me knight, Sa- 
mingo *. Is't not fo? 

Fal. Tis fo. 

Sil. Is't ſo? why, then ſay, an old man can do ſome- 
what. 


Davy. 


He means to fay, San Domings. Oxford editor. 
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Davy. If it pleaſe your Worſhip, there's one Piſtol 


come from the court with news. 
Zul. From the court? let him come in. 


SCENE V. Enter Piſtol. 


Jiow now, Piſtol? 
Pifl. Sir John, 'ſave you, Sir. 
Hal. What wind blew you hither, Piſtol! ; 
Pit. Not the ill wind which blows no man good, ſweet 
Knight: thou art now one of the greateſt men in the 
realm, | 
Sil. Indeed I think he be, but goodman Puff of Barſon, 
Pill. Puff? 
Puff in thy teeth, moſt recreant coward baſc? 
Sir John, I am thy Piſtol and thy friend; 
And helter fkelter have I rode to thee; 
And tidings do I bring, and lucky joys, 
And golden times, and happy news of price. 
Ful. I pr'ythee now, deliver them like a man of this 
world. | 
Piſt. A ſoutra for the world and worldlings baſe! 
I ſpeak of Africa and golden joys. 
Fal. O baſe Aſſyrian Knight, what is thy news ? 
Let King Cophetua know the truth thereof . 
Sil. And Robin-hood, Scarlet, and John. 
Pi. Shall dung hill curs confront the Helicons ? 
And ſhall good news be baffled? 
Then, Piſtol, lay thy head m fury's lap. 
Shal. Honeſt gentleman, I know not your breeding. 
Pi. Why then, lament therefore. 
Sal. Give me pardon, Sir. “ If, Sir, you come 
& with news from the court, I take it, there is but two 
« ways, either to utter them, or to conceal them.” 1 
am, Sir, under the King, in ſome authority. | 
Pi. Under which King? Bezonian, ſpeak or die. 
Shal. Under King Harry. 
P. Harry the Fourth? or Fifth? 
Shal. Harry the Fourth. 
Pit. A foutra for thine office! 
7 Sir 
* Lines taken from an old bombaſt play of Xing Copbetna and 


the beggar-maid : of whom, as we learn from Shakeſpeare, there 
were ballads too. Mr. Warburton. 
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Sir John, thy tender lambKkin now is King. 
Harry the Fifth's the man. 1 ſpeak the truth. 
When Piſtol lies, do this, and fig me like 

The bragging Spaniard. 

Fal. What, 1s the old King dead? 

Pift. As nail in door: the things I ſpeak are juſt. 

Tal. Away, Bardolph, ſaddle my horſe. Maſter 
Robert Shallow, chuſe what office thou wilt in the land, 
tis thine. Piſtol, I will double charge thee with digni- 
ties. 

Bard. O joyful day! I would not take a knighthood 
for my fortune. 

Pift. What? ] do bring good news. 

Fal. Carry Maſter Silence to bed: Maſter Shallow, 
my Lord Shallow, be what thou wilt, I am Fortune's 
ſteward. Get on thy boots, we'll ride all sight. Oh, 
{wcet Piſtol! away, Bardolph: come, Piſtol, utter more 
to me; and withal deviſe ſomething to do thyſe'f good, 
Boot, boot, Maſter Shallow. I know the young King 
is ſick for me.. Let us take any man's horſe: the laws 
of England are at my commandment. Happy are they 
which have been my friends; and wo to my Lord Chief 
Juſtice? 

Piſt. Let vultures vile ſeize on his lungs alſo! 

Whereis the life that late T led* ? ſay they. 
Why, here it is, welcome this pleaſant day. [ Exeunt, 
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SCENE VI. Changes to a flreet in London. 


Enter Hoſteſs Quickly, Dull Tear. ſbeet, and Beadles. 


Hoſt. No, thou arrant knave, I would I might die, 
that I might have thee hang'd; thou haſt drawn my 
ſhoulder out of joint. 

Bead. The conſtables have deliver'd her over to me; 
and. ſhe ſhall have whipping cheer enough, I warrant her. 
There hath been a man or two kill'd about her. 

Dol. Nut-hook, nut-hook, you lie; come on, I'll tell 
thee what, thou damn'd tripe viſag'd raſcal, if the child 
I go with, do miſcarry, thou hadſt better thou hadit 
ſtruck thy mother, thou paper-fac'd villain, 

Hoſt. 


Words of an old ballad, 


? 
s 
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Hol. O the Lord, that Sir John were come, he would 
make this a bloody day to ſome body. But I pray God 
the fruit of her womb miſcarry. 

Bead. If it do, you ſhall have a dozen of cuſhions 
again, you have but cleven now. Come, I charge vou 
both go with me; for the man is dead that you and Piito! 
beat among you. 

Dol. III tell thee what, thou thin man in a cenſer! 
I will have you as ſoundly ſwing'd for this, you blue- 
bottle rogue! you filthy famiſh'd correctioner! if you be 
not ſwing'd, I'll forſwear half-kirtles. 

Bead. Come, come, you the-knight-arrant, come. 

He. O, that right ſhould thus o'ercome might! 
Well, of ſufferance comes caſe. 

Dol. Come, you rogue, come; bring me to a juſtice. 

HA. Ves come, you ſtarv'd bloodhound. 

Dol. Goodman death, goodman bones! —— 

Hofi. Thou atomy, thou! 

Dol. Come, you thin thing: come, you raſcal! 


Bead. Very well. f O Zxcun-. 
SCENE VII. 
A public place wear IV eflminſler abbry. 


Enter two Groums flrewing ruſhes. 


1 Crom. More ruſhes, more ruſhes. 
2 Groom. The trumpets have ſounded twice. 
1 Groom. It will be two of the clock ere they come 
from the coronation: diſpatch, diſpatch. 
FExeunt grooms, 


Enter H. alftaff, Shallow, Piftol, Bardolþh, and the Bay. 
Ful. Stand here by me, Maſter Robert Shallow, I 


will make the King do you grace: I will leer upon him 
as he comes by, and do but mark the countenance thet 
he will give me. | 

Pit. Bleſs thy lungs, good Knight. 

Fal. Come here, Piſtol, ſtand behind me. O, if I 
had had time to have made new hveries, I would have 
beſtow'd the thouſand pound I borrow'd of you. But 
it is no matter, this poor ſhow doth better; this doth in- 


fer the zeal I had to ſee him, 
Shal: 
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Shal. It doth ſo. 

Ful. It ſhews my earneſtnefs of aſſection. 

Pit. It doth ſo. 

Lal. My devotion. 

Pit. It doth, it doth, it doth. 

Fal. As it were, to ride day and night, and not to 
deliberate, not to remember, not to have patience to 
ſhift me. 

$hal. It is moſt certain. 

Fal. But to ſtand ſtained with travel, and ſweating 
with defire to ſee him, thinking of nothing elſe, putting 
all affairs elſe in oblivion, as if there were nothing elſe 
to be done but to ſee him. 

Pit. Tis ſemper idem; for alſane hoc nibil eft. Tis 
all in all, and all in every part. 

Shal. Tis ſo, indeed. 

Pit. My Knight, I will inflame thy noble liver, and 
make thee rage. | 
Thy Doll and Helen of thy noble thoughts 
Is in baſe durance and contagious priton ; 

Haul'd thither by mechanic dirty hands, [ ſnake, 
Rouſe up revenge from Ebon den, with fell AleQo's 
For Doll is in. Piſtol ſpeaks nought but truth. 

Fal. ] will deliver her. 

Piſt. There roar'd the fea; and trumpet-clangor 
ſounds. 


SCENE VIE. 
The trumpets ſound, Enter the King, and his train. 


Fal. God ſave thy Grace, King Hal, my Royal Hal! 
Piſt. The heav'ns thee guard and keep, moſt royal 


imp of fame! 
Fal. God fave thee, my ſweet boy! 
King. My Lord Chief Juſtice, ſpeak to that vain man. 
Ch. Juſt. Have you your wits? know you what '' tis 
you ſpeak ? 
Fal. My King, my Jove, I ſpeak to thee,'my heart. 
King. I know thee not, old man; fall to thy prayers: 
How ill white hairs become a fool and jeſter! 
I have _ dream'd of ſuch a kind of man, 
So ſurfeit-{well'd, ſo old, and ſo profane; 
But, being awake, I do deſpiſe my dream. 
Vor IV. X | Make 
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Make leſs thy body, (hence !,) and more thy grace; 
Leave gormandizing. Know, the grave doth gape 
For thee, thrice wider than for other men. 

Reply not to me with a fool-born jeſt. 

Preſume not that I am the thing I was: 

For Heav'n doth know, ſo ſhall the world perceive, 
That I have turn'd away my former ſelf, 
So will I thoſe that kept me company. 

When thou doſt hear 1 am as I have been, 
Approach me, and thou ſhalt be as thou waſt, 

The tutor and the feeder of my riots: 

Till then I haniſh thee, on pain of death, 

As I have done the reſt of my miſleaders, 

Not to come near our perſon by ten miles. 

Fot competence of life, I will allow you, 

That lack of means inforce you not to evil: 

And as we hear you do reform yourſelves, 

We will, according to your ſtrengths and qualities, 
Give you advancement. Be't your charge, my Lord, 
To ſee perform'd the tenor of our word. 

Set on. LEx. King, Oc. 


SCENE IX. 


Fal. Maſter Shallow, I owe you a thouſand pound. 
Shal. Ay, marry, Sir John, which I beſeech you to 
let me have home with me. 

Ful. That can hardly be, Mr. Shallow. Do not you 
grieve at this; I ſhall be ſent for in private to him: look 
you, he muſt ſeem thus to the world. Fear not your 
advancement, IL will be the man yet that ſhall make 
you great. 2 

Shal. I cannot perceive how, unleſs you give me your 
doublet, and ſtuff me out with ſtraw. I beſeech you, 
good. Sir John, let me have five hundred of my thou- 
ſand. | 

Ful. Sir, I. will be as good as my word. This that 
you heard, was but a colour 

Shal. A colour, I fear, that you will die in, Sir John. 

Fal. Fear no colours: with me to dinner. Come, 
Lieutenant Piſtol; come, Bardolph. I ſhall be ſent for 
ſoon at night. - 
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Enter Chief Juſtice and Prince John. 


Cb. Fuft. Go, carry Sir John Falſtaff to the Fleet, 
Take all his company along with him. 

Fal. My Lord, my Lord 

Ch. Juft. I cannot now ſpeak, I will hear you ſoon. 


Take them away. 
Pift. Si fortuna me tormenta, il ſperare me contenta. 
[ Exeunt.” 


Manent L. ancaſter and Chief Tuftice. 


Lan. I like this fair proceeding of the King's. 

He hath intent his wonted followers 

Shall all be very well provided for; 

But they are baniſh'd, till their converſations 

Appear move wiſe and modett to the world; 
Ch. Juſt. And ſo they are. 
Lan. "the King hath call'd his parliament, my Lord. 
Ch. Juſt. He hath. ; 
Lan. I will lay odds, that ere this year expire, 

We bear our civil ſwords and native fire 

As far as France. I heard a bird ſo ſing, 

Whoſe muſic, to my thinking, pleas'd the King. 

Come, will you hence? [Excunt. 


EPILOGUE. 


Spoken by a Dancer. 


# IRST, my fear; then, my court*ſy ; laſt, my ſpeech. My 
fear it your diſpleaſure ; my court y, my duty; and my 
Speech, to beg your pardons. If you look for a good ſpeech 
now, you undo me; for what have io ſay is of mine own 
making, and what, indeed, I ſhould ſay, will, J doubt, 
prove mine own marring. But to the purpoſe, and ſo to the 
venture. Be it known to you, (as it is very well,) I was 
lately here in the end of a diſpleaſing play, to pray your pa- 
tience for it, and to promiſe you fa better. I did mean, in- 
deed, to pay you with this; which if, like an ill venture, 
it come unluckily home, I break : and you, my gentle creditors, 
loſe. Here I promiſed you I would be, and here I commit 


2 my 
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my body to your mercies : bate me ſome, and I will pay you 
ſome, and, as moſt debtors do, promiſe you infinitely. 
mp tongue cannot intreat you to acquit me, will you com- 
mand me to uſe my legs? and yet that were but light payment, 
to dance out of your debts but a good conſtience will make any 
P2fible ſatisfaFion, and ſo will I. All the gentleawomen here 
Lo forgiven me ; if the gentlemen will not, then the gentlemen 
do not agree with the gentlewomen, which was never ſeen le- 
fore in ſuch an aſſembly. 
One word more, I leſeech you. If you be not too much 
cloy'd with fat meat, our humble author will continue the 
ory with Sir Fohn in it, and make you merry with fair 
Catharine of France; where, for any thing I know, Ful- 
aff ſhall die of a feveat, unleſt already he be kilPd with your 
hard cpinions : for Oldcaſile * died a martyr, and this is not 
the man. My tongue is weary : when my legs are too, I will 


bid you good night, and ſo kneel down before you ; but, indeed, 
to pray for the Queen, 


* This alludes to the firſt play, in which Sir John Oldcaſtle was 
put for Falſtaff, Mr. Pope. 
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KING HrNRX V. Court, . 
Duke of Glouceſter, 8 Williams, } foldrers, 
Duke of Bedford, the Ki Charles, Xing of France. 
Duke of Clarence, 1 The Dauphin. 

Duke of York, uncles to the | Duke of Burgondy. 
Duke of Exeter, King. Conſtable, 

Earl of Saliſhury, Orleans, 

Earl of Weſtmoreland, Rambures, - French Lord:. 
Earl of Warwick. Bout bon, 
Archbiſhop of Canterbury. Grandpree, J 

Biſhop of Ely. Governor of Harfleur. 


Earl of Cambridge, Y conſpirators | Mountjoy, à berald. 
Lord Scroop, againſt the | Ambaſſadors to the King of Eng- 


Sir Thomas Grey, J King. land. 

Sir Tho. Erpingham, } Iſabel, Queen of France. 

Gower, i officers in | Catharine, daughter to the King 
Fluellen, X. Hen- | of France. ; 

Mackmorris, ry'sarmy. | Alice, à lady attending on the 
Jamy, | Princeſs Catharine, 

Nym, formerly ſervants to | Quickly, Piſto!'s wife, an hoſteſs. 
Bardolph, ( Falſtaff, now ſol- | CHORUS. 

Piſtol, diers in the King's | Lords, Meſſengers, French and 
Boy, army. Engliſh Soldiers, with other 
Bates, a ſeldier. Attendants. 


The SCENE, at. the beginning of the Play, lies in England; bud: 
afterwards, wholly in France. 


ee: 
PROLOGUE. 


O For a muſe of fire, that would aſcend 
« The brighteft heaven of invention ! 
« 4 kingdom for a age, princeſs to ad. 
X 3 % And 


® This play was writ (as appears from a paſſage in the chorus 

to the fifth act) at the time of the Earl of e the 

forces in Ireland in the 00 of Q Eliſabeth, and not till after 
Ee * 


Henry VI. had been pl. as may be ſeen by the 
ile play, Mr, ey ; y be ſeen by concluſion of 
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C And monarchs to behold the felling ſcene! 
« Then ſhould the warlike Harry, like himſelf, | 
« Aſſume the port of Mars ; and, at his heels, 1 
« (Leaſh'd in, like hounds, ) ſhould famine, feword, and fire, N 
Crouch for employment.” Pardon, gentles all, 9 
T he flat unraiſed ſpirit, that hath dar*d, 

On this unworthy ſcaffold, to bring forth 

So great an objed. Can this cock-pit hold 

The waſly field of France! or may we cram, 

Within this wooden O, © the very caſkes 

« That did affright the air, at Agincourt *”” 

O, pardon ; fince a crooked figure may 

Atteſt in little place a million 

And let us, cyphers to this great accompt, 

On your imaginary ſorces work, 

Suppoſe within the girdle of theſe walls 

Are now confin'd two mighty monarchies ; 

« Whoſe high up-reared, and abutting fronts 

% Perilous, the narrow ocean = aſunder.”? 

Piece out our imperfeftions with your thoughts : 

Into a thouſand parts divide one man, 

And make imaginary puiſſance : 

Think, when we talk of horſes, that you ſee them 
Printing their proud hoofs i th receiving earth. 

For tit your thoughts that now muſt deck our Kings, 
Carry them here, and there; jumping o'er times ; 
Turning th* accompliſhment of many years 

Into an hour-glaſs : for the which ſupply, 

Admit me Chorus to this hiſtory ; 

Who, prologue-like, your humble patience pray, 
Gently to hear, Lindly to judge, our play. 


ACT I. SCENE I. | 
An antechamler in the Engliſh court, at Kenilworth. 
Enter the Archbiſhop of Canterbury, and Biſhop of Ely. 


Cant. My Lord, I'll tell you; that ſelf bill is urg'd, 
Which, in th' eleventh year o' th' laſt King's reign; 
Was like, and had indeed againſt us paſs'd, 
But that the ſcambling and unquiet time 561 

| 1 
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Did puſh it out of further queſtion. 
Ely. But how, my Lord, ſhall we reſiſt it now? 
Cant. It mult be thought on. If it paſs againſt us, 
We loſe the better half of our poſſeton ; 
For all the temporal lands, which men devout 
By teſtament have given to the church, 
Would they ſtrip from us; being valu'd thus: 
As much as would maintain, to the King's honour, 
Full fifteen earls, and fifteen hundred knights, 
Six thouſand and two hundred good eſquires; 
And to relief of lazars, and weak age 
f indigent faint ſouls, paſt corporal toil, 
A hundred alms-houſes, right well ſupply'd; 
And to the coffers of the King, beſide, 
A thouſand pounds by th* year. Thus runs the bill. 
Eh. This would drink deep. 
Cant. *T would drink the cup and all. 
Ely. But what prevention? 
Cant, The King is full of grace and fair regard. 
Ely. And a true lover of the holy church. 
Cant. The courſes of his youth promis'd it not; 
The breath no ſooner left his father's body, 
But that his wildneſs, mortify'd in him, 
Seem'd to die too; yea, at that very moment, 
« Conſideration, like an angel, came 
« And whipp'd th' offending Adam out of him; 
% Leaving his body as a paradiſe, 
44 T5 n I and contain celeſtial ſpirits.” 
Never was ſuch a ſudden ſcholar made: 
Never came reformation in a flood 
With ſuch a heady current, ſcow'ring faults: 
Nor ever Hydra-headed wilfulneſs 
So ſoon did loſe his ſeat, and all at once, 
As in this King. 
Ely. We're bleſſed in the change. 
Cant. Hear him but reaſon in divinity, 
And, all-admiring, with an inward wiſh 
You would defire, the King were made a Prelate. 
Hear him debate of commonwealth-affairs, 
You'd ſay, it hath been all in all his ſtudy. 
Liſt his diſcourſe of war, and you ſhall hear 
A fearful battle render'd you in muſic, 
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Turn him to any cauſe of policy, 

The Gordian knot of it he will unlooſe, 
Familiar as his garter. When he ſpeaks, 
The air, a charter'd libertine, is ſtill; 

And the mute wonder lurketh in mens” ears, 
To ſteal his ſweet and honeyed ſentences: 
So that the act, and practic part of life, 
Muſt be the miſtreſs to this theorique. 
Which is a wonder how his Grace ſhould glean it, 
Since his addiction was to courſes vain ; 

His companies unletter'd, rude, and ſhallow ; 

His hours filPd up with riots, banquets, ſports; 
And never noted in him any ſtudy, 

Any retirement, any ſequeſtration, 

From open haunts and popularity. | 

Ely. The ſtrawberry grows underneath the nettle, 

And wholeſome berries thrive, and ripen beſt, 
Neighbour'd by fruit of baſer quality: 
And ſo the Prince obſcur'd his contemplation 
Under the veil of wildneſs; which, no doubt, 
Grew like the ſummer-graſs, faſteſt by mght, 
Unfeen, yet creſcive in his faculty. 

Cant. It muſt be fo; for miracles are ces d: 
And therefore we muſt needs admit the means, 
How things are perfected. 

How now for mitigation of this bill, 
Urg'd by the Commons? doth his Majeſty 
Incline to it, or no? 

Cant. He ſeems indifferent ; 

Or rather ſwaying more upon our part, 
Than cheriſhing th' exhibiters againſt us. 
For I have made an offer to his Majefty, 
Upon our ſpiritual convocation; 

And in regard of caufes now in hand, 
Which I have open'd to his Grace at large, 
As touching France, to give a greater ſum, 
Than ever at one time the clergy } yet 

Did to his predeceffors of won | 

Ely. How did this Ana, HR my Lord? 

Cant. With good acceptance of his Majeſty : 
Save that there was not time 4 to Rear 


— 
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(As I perceiv'd his Grace would fain have done) 
The ſeverals, and unhidden paſſages 

Of his true titles to ſome certain dukedoms, 
And, generally, to the crown of France, 
Deriv'd from Edward his great-grandfather. 

Ely. What was th' impediment that broke this off? 
Cant. The French Ambaſſador upon that inſtant 
Crav'd audience; and the hour, I think, is come 

To give him hearing. Is it four o'clock ? 

Ely. It is. 

Cant. Then go we in to know his embaſſy : 
Which I could with a ready gueſs declare, 
Before the Frenchman ſpeaks a word of it. 

Ely. I'll wait upon you, and I long to hear it. 

| [ Excunt. 


SCENE II. Opens to the preſence. 


Enter King Henry, Glouceſter, Bedford, Clarence, Warwick, 
Weſtmorland, and Exeter. 


K. Henry. Where is my gracious Lord of Canterbury? 

Exe. Not here in preſence. 

A. Henry. Send for him, good uncle. 

Wet. Shall we call in th' ambaſſador, my Liege? 

X. Henry. Not yet, my couſin; we would be reſolv'd, 
Before we hear him, of ſome things of weight, | 
That taſk “ our thoughts, concerning us and France. 


Enter the Archbiſhop of Canterbury, and Biſhop of Ely. 
Cant. God and his angels guard your facred throne, 
And make you long become it! 
K. Henry. Sure, we thank you. 
My learned Lord, we pray you to proceed, 
And juſtly and religiouſly unfold, 
Why the law Salike, that they have in France, 
Or ſhould, or ſhould not, bar us in our claim, 
And God forbid, my dear and faithful Lord, 
That you ſhould faſhion, wreſt, or bow your reading 
Or nicely charge your underſtanding ſoul 
With opening titles miſcreate, whoſe right 
Suits not in native colours with the truth. 


For 
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For God doth know, how many now in health 
Shall drop their blood, in approbation | 
Of what your reverence ſhall incite us to. 
Therefore take heed how you impawnF our perſon; 
How you awake our fleeping ſword of war: 

We charge you in the name of God, take heed. 
For never two fuch kingdoms did contend 

Without much fall of blood; whoſe guiltleſs drops 
Are every one a woe, a ſore complaint, 

*Gainſt him whoſe wrong gives edge unto the ſwords, 
That make ſuch waſte in brief mortality. 

Under this conjuration, ſpeak, my Lord; 

For we will hear, note, and believe in heart, 

That what you ſpeak is in your conſcience waſh'd, 

As pure as fin with baptiſm. 

Cant. Then hear me, gracious Sovereign, and you 
That owe your lives, your faith, and ſervices, [Peere, 
To this imperial throne. t There is no bar 
To make againſt your Highneſs claim to France, 

But this which they produce from Pharamond: 

In terram Salicam mulieres ne ſuccetlant; 

No woman ſhall ſucceed in Salike land: 

Which Salike land the French unjuſtly gloze 

To be the realm of France, and Phatamond 

The founder of this law and female bar. 

Yet their own authors. faithfully affirm, 

That the land Salike lies in Germany, 

Between the floods of Sala and of Elbe: 

Where Charles the Great, having ſubdu'd the Saxons, 
There left behind and ſettled certain French: 
Who, holding in diſdain the German women, 
For ſome diſhoneſt manners of their life, 
Eſtabliſn'd then this law; to wit, no female 
Should be inheritrix in Salike land : 

Which Salike, as I ſaid, 'twixt Elbe and Sala, 
Is at this day in Germany call'd Meiſen. 

Thus doth it well appear, the Salike law 
Was not deviſed for the realm of France. 


+ Impaun, for engage n f 7 ; 
This whole ſpeech is copied (in a manner verbatim) from Hall's 

2 Henry V. year the ſecond, falio 4. xx. xxx. xl, &c. Mr: 
ope. 
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Nor did the French poſſeſs the Salike land, 
Until four hundred one and twenty years 
After defunction of King Pharamond, 

(Idly ſuppos'd the founder of this law,) 
Who died within. the year of our redemption 
Four hundred twenty-ſix ; and Charles the Great 
gubdu'd the Saxons, and did ſeat the French 
Beyond the river Sala in the year | 

Eight hundred five. Beſides, their writers ſay, 
King Pepin, which depoſed Childerick, 1 
Did as heir-general (being deſcended 1 
Of Bilthild, which was daughter to King Clothair) 
Make claim and title to the crown of France. 

Hugh Capet alſo, who uſurp'd the crown 

Of Charles the Duke of Lorrain, ſole heir-male 

Of the true line and ſtock of Charles the Great, 

To fine “ his title with ſome ſhews of truth, 

(Though, in pure truth, it was corrupt and naught,) 
Convey'd himſelf as heir to th? Lady Lingare, 
Daughter to Charlemain, who was the ſon 

To Lewis th' Emperor, which was the fon 

Of Charles the Great. Alſo King Lewis the ninth r, 
Who was ſole heir to the uſurper Capet, 

Could not keep quiet in his conſcience, 

Wearing the crown of France, till ſatisfy'd 

That fair Queen Iſabel his grandmother, 

Was lineal of the Lady Ermengere, 

Daughter to Charles the foreſaid Duke of Lorraine 
By the which match the line of Charles the Great 
Was re-united to the crown of France. 

90 that, as clear as is the ſummer's ſun, 

King Pepin's title, aud Hugh Capet's claim, 

King Lewis his poſſeſſion g, all appear 

To hold in right and title of the female. 

So do the Kings of France until this day. 

Howbeit they would hold up this Salike law, 

To bar your Highneſs claiming from the female; 
And rather chuſe to hide them in a net, | 
Than amply to imbare their crooked titles, 
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Uſurp'd from you and your progenitors. claim? 
K. Henry. May I with right and conſcience make this 
Cant. The fin upon my head, dread Sovereign ! 

For in the book of Numbers it is writ, 

When the ſon * dies, let the inheritance 

Deſcend unto the daughter. Gracious Lord, 

Stand for your own, unwind your bloody flag: 

Look back into your mighty anceſtors ; 

Go, my dread Lord, to your great-grandfire's tomb, 

From whom you claim; invoke his warlike ſpirit ; 

And your great uncle Edward the Black Prince 

Who on the French ground play'd a tragedy, 

Making defeat on the full pow'r of France; 

While his moſt mighty father, on a hill, 

Stood ſmiling, to behold his lion's whelp 

Forage in blood of French Nobility. 

O noble Engliſh, that could entertain 

With half their forces the full pow'r of France; 

And let another half ſtand laughing by, 

All out of work, and cold for action! 

Ely. Awake remembrance of theſe valiant dead, 

And with your puiſſant arm renew their feats! 

You are their heir, you fit upon their throne 

The blood and courage that renowned them, 

Runs in your veins; and myi thrice-puiſſant Liege 

Is in the very May-morn of his youth, 

Ripe for exploits and mighty enterpriſes. 

Exe. Your brother kings and monarchs of the earth 

Do all expect that you ſhould rouſe yourſelf; 

As did the former lions of your blood. 

Weſt. They know, your race had cauſe, and means, 
and might: . _ 

So hath your Highneſs; never King of England 

Had Nobles richer,” and more loyal ſubjects; 

Whoſe hearts have left their bodies here in England, 

And lie pavilion'd in the field of France. | 

O let their bodies follow; my dear Liege, 

With blood, and ſword, and fire, to. win your right. 
Cant. In aid whereof, we of the ſpiritualty 

Will raiſe your Highneſs ſuch a mighty ſum 

As never did the clergy at one time 3 

13 2 „ | | | Bring 
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Bring in to any of your anceſtors. 
K. Ileury. We mult not only arm r'invade the French, 
But lay down our proportions to defend | 
Againlt the Scot, who will make road upon us 
With all advantages. 
Cant. They of thoſe marches, gracious Sovereign, 
Shall be a wall ſufficient to defend 
Our ivland from the piltering borderers. | 
1 A. Henry, We do not mean the courting ſnatchers only, 
| But fear the main intendment of the Scot, 
Who hath been {till a giddy neighbour to us: 
For you ſhall read, that my great grandfather 
Ne'er went with his full forces into France, 
But that the Scot on his unfurniſh'd kingdom 
Came pouring, like a tide into a breach, 
With ample and brim fulneſs of his force ; 
Galling the gleaned land with hot aſlays ; 
Girding with grievous ſiege caſtles and towns; 
That England, being empty of defence, 
Hath ſhook, and trembled, at th' ill yeighbourhood. | 

Cant. She hath beea then more fear'd than harm'd, 
For hear her beſt exampled by herſelf ; [my Liege: 
When all her chivalry hath been in France, 

And ſhe a mourumg widow of her Nobles, 

She hath herfelt not only. well defended, 

But taken and impounded as a ſtray ,_ 

The King of Scots; whom ſhe did ſend to France, 
To fill King Edward's fame with priſoner-kings; 
And make his chronicle as rich with prize, : 
As is the ouzy bottom of the ſea 

With ſunken wreck and ſumleſs treaſuries. 

Exe. But there's a ſaying very old and true, | 
1f that you will France avin, then with Scotland firſt Legin “. 
For once the eagle Englagd being in prey, 

To her unguarded;neft the weazel Scot, 

Comes ſneaking, and ſo ſacks her princely eggs; 
Play ing the mouſe in abſence of the cat, | 

To taint, and havoc, more than ſhe can eat. 

Ely. It follows then, the cat muſt ſtay at home, 
Yet that is but a 'ſcug'd + neceſhty ; 

Vor. IV. | Y Since 


* Hall's chronicle, Hen. V. n 8G Bow 
-- +k e, Excuſed gear 3. fol. 7. P. 3.x, Mr. Pope 


—— Ws 


= * — 2 y—U—) ———— 


__ 3 r 


254 KING HENRY V. AR 1. 


Since we have locks to ſaſeguard neceſſaries, 
Ant pretty traps to catch the petty thieves. 
While that the armed hand doth fight abroad, 
Ti adviſed head defends itſelf at home: 
For government, though high, and low, and lower, 
Put into parts, dotli keep in one conſent; 
Congrering in a full and natwal cloſe, 
Like muſic. 

Cant. Therefore Heaven doth divide 
The ſtate of man in divers functions, 
Setting endeavour in continual motion: 


To which is fixed, as an aim or butt, 


Obedience; for ſo work the honey-bees; 
Creatures, that by a ruling nature teach 
The art of order to a peopled kingdom. 
Ihey have a king, and officers of ſort : 


Where ſome, like magiſtrates, correct at home; 


“ Others, like merchant-ventures, trade abroad; 
« Others, like ſoldiers, armed in their ſtings, 

« Make boot upon the ſummer's velvet-buds; 
Which pillage they with merry march bring home 
Jo the tent-royal of their emperor : | 

© Who, buſied in his majeſty, ſurveys 

„ The ſinging maſon building roofs of gold; 

« 'The civil citizens heading up the honey; 

+ The poor mechanic porters crowding in 
Their heavy burdens at his narrow gate; 

« The fall. ey'd juſtice, with his furly hum, 

0 Delivering o'er to executors pale 

The lazy yawning drone.” I this infer, 
That many things, having full reference 

To one conſent, may work contrariouſly : 


As many arrows, looſed ſeveral ways, 


Come to one mark: as many ways meet in one town; 
As many freſh ſtreams meet in one ſalt ſea; 

As many lines cloſe in the dial's centre; 

So may a thouſand actions, 't once a- foot, 

End in one purpoſe, and be all well borne 
Without defeat. Therefore to France, my Liege. 
Divide your happy England into four; 


*Whereaf take you one quarter into France; 
And you withal ſhall make all Gallia ſhake; 


If we, with thrice ſuch. powers left at home, 
Cannot defend our own doors from the- dog, 
Let us be worried; and our nation loſe 

The name of hardineſs and policy. 

K. Henry. Call in the meſſengers ſent from the Dau- 
Now are we well reſolv'd; and by God's help [phin. 
And yours, the noble finews of our power, 

France being ours, we'll bend it to our awe, 

Or break it all to pieces. There we'll ſit, 

Ruling in large and ample empery, 

O'er France, and all her almoſt kingly dukedoms ;: 
Or lay theſe bones in an unworthy urn, 

Tombleſs, with no remembrance over them. 
Either our hiſtory ſhall with full mouth 

Speak freely of our acts: or elſe our grave, 

Like Turkiſh mute, ſhall have a tongueleſs mouth, 
Not worſhipp'd with a waxen epitaph. 


SCENE III. Enter Ambaſſadors of France. 


Now are we well prepar'd to know the pleaſure 
Of our fair couſin Dauphin; for we lar, 
Your greeting is from him, not from the King. 
Amb. May't pleaſe your Majeſty, to give us leave 
Freely to render what we have in charge: 
Or ſhall we ſparingly ſhew. you far off 
The Dauphin's meaning, and our embaſſy? | 
K. Henry. We are no tyrant, but a Chriftian- King, 
Unto ob grace * our paſſion is as ſubject, | 
As are our wretches fetter'd in our priſons: 
Therefore, with frank and with uncurbed plainneſs, 
Tell us the Dauphin's mind. | 
Amb, Thus then, in few. | 
Your Highneſs, lately ſending into France, 
Did claim ſome certain — 5D the right _ 
Of your great predeceſſor, Edward the Third. 
In anſwer of which claim, the Prince our maſter 
Says, that you ſavour too much of your youth; 
And bids you be advis'd: there's nought in France, 
That can be with a nimble galliard won; 
You cannot revel into dukedoms there: 5 
He therefore ſends you (meeter for your ſpirit) 
| „ This 
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This tun of treafure; and in lieu of this, 
Deſires you, tet the dukedoms that you claim, 
Hear no more of you. | This the Dauphin fpeaks. 
A. Henry. What treafure, uncle? . 207 
Exe. Tennis-balls, my Liege. | 
K. Henry. We're glad the Dauphin is ſo pleaſant with us. 
His preſent, and your pains, we thank you for. 
When we have.match'd our rackets to theſe balls, 
We will in France, by God's grace, play a ſet, 
Shall ſtrike his father's crown into the hazard. 
Tell him, h'ath- made a match with ſuch a wrangler, 
That all the courts of France will be diſturb'd 
With chaces. And we underſtand him well, 
How he comes o'er vs with our wilder days; 
Not meaſuring what uſe we made of them: 
We never valu'd this poor ſeat of Englend ; 
And therefore, living bence, did give ourſelf 
To barb'rous licence; as 'tis ever common, 
That men are mcrrieſt when they are from home. 
But tell the Dauphin, L will keep my ſtate, 
Be like a King, avd ſhew my ſail of greatneſs, 
When l do rouſe me on my throne of France. 
For that I have laid by my majeſty, | 
And plodded like a man for working-days 
But I will riſe there with ſo full a glory, 
That 1 will dazzlealt the eyes of France; 
Yea, ſtrike the Dauphin Blind to look on us. 
And tell the ꝓleaſant Prince, this mock of his 
Hath turn'd his balls to gun-ftones ; and his foul 
Shall ſtand ſore charged for the waſteful vengeance 


That ſhall fly with them. Many thouſand widows 


Shall this his mock mock out of their dear huſbands; 

Mock mothers from their fons, mock caſtles down: 

And ſome are yet angotten and unborn, 

That ſhall have cauſe to curſe the Dauphin's ſcorn, 

But this lies all within the will of God, | 

To whom I do appeal: and in whoſe name, 

Tell you the Dauphin, I am coming on 

To venge me as | may; and to put forth 

My rightful band ina well-hallow'd cauſe. 

So get you hence in peace, and tell the Dauphin, 

Eis jeſt will ſarour but of ſhallow wit, _ 
| ha ell 
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When thouſands weep, more than did laugh at it. 
Convey them with ſafe conduct. Fare ye well. 
[ Excunt Ambaſſ.dors. 
Exe. This was a merry meſſage. 
K. Henry. We hope to make the ſender bluſh at it: 
Therefore, my Lords, omit no happy hour, 
That may give furth'rance to our expedition; 
For we have now no thoughts in us but France, 
Save thoſe to God, that run before our buſineſs. 
Therefore let our proportions for theſe wars 
Be ſoon collected, and all things thought upon, 
That may with reaſonable ſwiftaeſs add 
More feathers to our wings; for, God before, 
We'll chide this Dauphin at his father's door. 
Therefore let every man now taſk his thought, 
That this fair action may on foot be brought. [| Exeunt. 


SCENE. IV. 


Before Quickly's houſe in Egft-cheads. 
Enter Corporal Nym, and Lieutenant Bardolph.. 
Bard. Well met, Corporal Nym. 


Nym. Good-morrow, Lieutenant Bardolph. 

Bard. What, are Ancient Piſtol and you friends yet? 

Nym. For my part, I care not: I ſay little; but when 
time ſhall ſerve, there ſhall be, { miles. ] But. that ſhall 
be as it may. I dare not fight, but I will wink and 
hold out mine iron: it is a {imple one; but what though? 
it will toaſt cheeſe, and it will encore cold as. another 
man's ſword will; and there san end. 

Bard. 1 will beſtow a breakfaſt to make you friends, 
and. we'll be all three ſworn brothers to France: Jet it 
be ſo, good Corporal Nym. 

Nym. *Faith, I will live as long as I may, that's the 
certain of it; and when 1 cannot live any longer, I will 
do as I may; that is my reſt, that is the . of; 
it. 1 

Bard. It is certain, Command: that he i is married to 
Nell Quickly; and certainly ſhe did you wrong, for 
you were troth-plight to her. 

Os; I cannot tell, things muſt be as they may men 

T4 may 


1 
| 


KING HENRY V. Act l. 


may ſleep, and they may have their throats about them 
at that time; and ſome ſay, knives have edges: it mult 
be as it may; though patience be a tir'd dame, yet ſhe 


will plod; there muſt be concluſions; well, I cannot 
tell, 


Zuter P. Yiol and Quickly, 


Bard. Here comes Ancient Piſtol and his wife; good 
Corporal, be patient here. How now, mine hoſt Piſtol 

Pift. Baſe tyke, call'ſt thou me hoſt? now by this 
hand, 1 ſwear, I ſcorn the term? nor ſhall my Nell keep 
lodgers. 

QAuicl. No, by my troth, not long: for we cannot 
lodge and board a dozen or fourteen gentlewomen, that 
live honeſtly by the prick of their needles, but it will be 
thought we keep a bawdy-houſe ſtraight. O welliday, 
Lady, if he be not drawn! Now we ſhall fee wilful 
adultery and murther committed. 

Bard. Good Lieutenant, good Corporal, offer no- 
thing here. 

Nym. Piſh! 

Pl. Piſh for thee, Ifland dog: thou 4 cur 
of Iſland. 

Duick, Good Corporal Nym, ſnew thy valour, and 
put up thy ſword. 

 Nym. Will you ſhog off? I would have ſolus. 

Pit. Solus, egregious dog? O viper vile! 

The ſolar in thy moſt marvellons face, 

The /olur-m thy teeth, and in thy throat, 
And in thy hateful hangs, yea, in thy maw, perdy; 
And, which is worſe, within thy naſty mouth. 

I do retort the ou in thy bowels; 

For I can take, and Piſtol's cock is vp 

And flaſhing. Bre will folloß . 

Nym. T am not Barbaſon, you cannot e me: 1 
have an humour to knock you indifferently well; if 
you grow foul with me, Piſtol, 1 will ſcour you with my 
rapier as I may, in fair terms. If you would walk off, 
F would prick your guts a little in good terms as } may, 
and that's the humour ef it. 

Len O'braggard vile, and damned Furious wight! 


The 
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The grave doth gape, and doating death is near; 


Therefore exhale, 

Bard. Hear me, hear me, what I ſay: he that ſtrikes 
the firſt ſtroke, I'll run him up to the halts as 1 am a 
ſoldier. 

Pit. An oath of mickle might; and fury ſhall abate, 
Give me thy fiſt, thy fore-foot to me give: 

Thy ſpirits are moſt tall. 

Nym. I will cut thy throat one time or other in fair 
terms, that is the humour of it. 

Piſt. Coupe d gorge, that is the word. I defy thee 

again. | 
O hound of Crete, think' thou my ſpouſe to get? 
No, to the ſpittle go, 
And from the powd'ring tub of infamy 
Fetch forth the lazar kite of Creſſid's kind, 
Doll Tear-ſheet, ſhe by name, and her efpoule. 
I have, and I will hold the guondam Quickly 
For th' only ſhe; and pauca, there's enough; go to. 


Emer the Boy. 


Bay. Mine hoſt Piſtol, you muſt come to my maler, 
and you, hoſteſs: he is very fick, and would to bed. 
Good Bardolph, put thy noſe between his ſheets, and do 
the office of a warming- pan: faith he's very ill. 

Bard. Away, you rogue. 

Quick, By my troth he'll yield the crow a pudding one 
of thefe days; the King has kild his heart. ood 
hufband, come home = Zeit Quicliy. 

Bard. Come, ſhall I make you two ds: we muſt 
to France together: why the devil ſhould we keep 
Lnives to cut one another's throats ? 

Pift. Let floods o'erſwell, and fiends for food how! 

on! 

Ma. Yowll pay me the eight Hilbugs 10 won obo 4 
at betting? 

Piſt. Baſe is the ſlave that pays. 

Nym. That now I will have; that's the linboue of it 

Pift. As manhood ſhall compound, Pn Nome. T 

| Dru i 


Bard. By this ſword, Wer the thruſt, 
IU Fill him; by this ford, 1 will. WOR'IT TS 
Pig. 
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With winged heels, as Engliſh Mercuries. 
« For now fits Expectation in che air, 
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Pit. Sword is an oath, and oaths muſt have their 
courſe. 

Bard. Corporal Nym, an' thou wilt be friends, be 
friends; an' thou wilt not, why then be enemies with 
me too; pr'ythee put up. 

Pifl. A noble ſhalt thou have and preſent pay; 

And liquor likewite will I give to thee; 

And friendſhip hall combine and brotherhood. 
ÞIl live by Nym, and Nym ſhall live by me. 
Is not this juſt? for I ſhall ſuttler be 

Unto the camp, and protits will accrue. 

Give me thy hand. 

Mm. I ſhall have my noble? 

Pill. In caſh moſt juſtly paid. 

Ma, Well then, that's the humour oft. 


' Re-enter Quiclly. 


wick. As ever you came of women, come in quickly 
to Sir John: ah, poor heart, he is ſo ſhak'd of a burn- 
ing quotidian tertian, that it is moſt lamentable to be- 
hold. Sweet men, come to him. 
Mm. The King hath run bad humours on the Knight, 
that's. the even of it. 
Pift. Nym, thou haſt ſpoken. the right, his heart is 
fracted and corroborate. 
Nym. The King is a good King, but it mult be as it 
may; he paſſes ſome tumours and careers. | 
Pift. Let us condole the Knight; for, lambk ins! 
we will live. [Exeunt. 


ACT IL SCENE I. 


Chorus. N OW all the youth of England are on fre 
And filken dalliance in the wardrobe les: 

Now thrive the armourers, and honour's thought 
Reigns ſolely in the breaſt of every man. 

They fell the paſture now, to buy the horſe; 
Following the mirror of all Chriſtian kings, 
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« And hides a ſword from hits unto the point 

« With crowns imperial;“ crowns, and coronets, 
Promis'd to Harry and his followers. 

The French, advis'd by good intelligence 
Of this moſt dreadful preparation, 

Shake in their fear; and with pale policy 

Seek to divert the Engliſh purpoſes. 

O England! model to thy inward greatneſs, 

Like Fatle body with a mighty heart; 

What might'ſt thou do, that honour would thee do, 
Were all thy children kind and natural! 

But ſee, thy fault France hath in thee found out; 

A neſt of hollow boſoms, which he fills 

With tregch'rous crowns; and three corrupted men, 
One, Richard Earl of Cambridge, and the ſecond, 

Henry Lord Scroop of Maſham, and the third, 

Sir Thomas Grey Knight of Northumberland, 

Have for the guilt of France (O guilt indeed!) 
Confirm'd conſpiracy with fearful France: 

And by their hands, this grace of kings muſt die, 

If hell and treaſon hold their promiſes, 12 
Ere he take ſhip for France. - Then in Southampton 
Linger your patience on, and well digeſt _ 

Th' abuſe of diſtance, while we farce a play. 

Ihe ſum is paid, the traitors are agreed, 

The King is ſet from London, and the ſcene . 
Is now tranſported, gentles, to Southampton:  ' 
There is the play houſe now, there you maſt it ; 
And thenceto France ſhall we convey you ſafe, 
And bring you back; charming the narrow ſeas 
To 1 gentle paſa. for if we may, | 

not offend one ſtomach with out play. 

But, till the King come forth, and not till then, | 
Unto Southampton do we ſhift our ſcene. [Exit. 


SCENE II. Seuthanpton. 
Enter Exeter, Bedford, and Weſtmoreland. 


Bed. *Fore God, his Grace is bold to truſt thee trai- 

Exe. They ſhall be apprehended by and by. { tors. 

Weſt. How ſmooth and even they do bear NN 
As if allegiance in their boſoms ſat, | . 
Crowned with faith and conſtant loy alty : 
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Bed. The King hath note of all that they intend, 
By interception which they dream not of. 

Exe. Nay, but the man that was his bedfellow, 
Whom he bath lull'd and cloy'd with gracious favours ; 
That he ſhould for a foreign purſe ſo ſell 
His ſovereign's life to death and treachery ! 


[ Trumpets ſound. 


Euter the King, Scroop, Cambridge, Greg, and 
Attendants. 


K. Henry. Now fits the wind fair, and we will aboard, 
My Lord of Cambridge, and my Lord of Maſham, 

And you, my gentle Knight, give me your thoughts: 
Think you not, that the pow'rs we bear with us 
Will cut their paſſage through the force of France; 
Doing the execution and the act 

For which we have in aid aſſembled them? 

Scroop. No doubt my Liege if each man do his beſt. 

K. Henry. I doubt not that; ſince we are well per- 
We carry not a heart with us from hence, [ ſuaded, 
That grows not in a fair conſeat with ours: 

Nor leave not one behind, that doth not wifh 
Succeſs and conquelt to attend on us. | 

Camb. Never was monarch better fear'd, and lov'd, 
Than is your Majeſty; there's not a ſubject, 

That fits in heart-grief and uneaſineſs 
Uuder the ſweet ſhade of your government. 

Grey. True; thoſe that were your father's enemies, 
Have ſteept their gauls in honey, and do ſerve you 
With hearts create of duty and of zeal. 

K. Henry. We therefore have great cauſe of thankful- 
And ſhall forget the office of our hand, [neſs; 
Sooner than quittance * of deſert and merit, 

According to the weight and worthineſs. 

Scroop. * 80 ſervice ſhall with ſteeled finews toil; 

« And labour ſhall refreſh itſelf with hope, 
To do your Grace inceſſant ſervices. 

XK. Henry. We judge no leſs. Uncle of Exeter, 

Enlarge the man committed yeſterday, 
That rail'd againſt qur perſon2 we conſider, 
It was exceſs of wine that ſet him on, wes 


ie. Requital, 
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And on his more advice we pardon him. 

Scroop. That's mercy, but too much ſecurity ; 
Let him be puniſh'd, Sovereign, leſt example 
Breed (by his ſuff 'rance) more of ſuch a kind. L 

K. Henry. O, let us yet be merciful. 

Cam. So may your Highneſs, and yet puniſh too. 

Grey. You ſhew great mercy, if yon give him life, 
After the taſte of much correction. 

K. Henry. Alas! your too much love and care of me 
Are heavy oriſons *gainſt this poor wretch. 
If little faults, proceeding on diſtemper *, 
Shall not be wink'd at, how ſhall we ſtretch our eye, 
When capital crimes, chew'd, ſwallow'd and digeſted, 
Appear before us? We'll yet enlarge that man, 
"Though Cambridge, Scroop, and Grey, in their dear care 
And tender preſervation of our perſon, 
Would have him puniſh'd. Now to our French cauſes; 
Who are the late commiſſioners? 

Cam. I one, my Lord. 
Your Highneſs bade me aſk for it to-day. 

Scroop. So did you me, my Liege. 

Grey. And I, my Sovereign. [is yours, 

K. Henry. Then, Richard Earl of Cambridge, there 
There your's, Lord Scroop of Maſham; and, Sir Knight, 
Grey of Northumberland, this ſame is yours; 

Read them, and know 1 know your worthineſs. 
My Lord of Weſtmoreland and uncle Exeter, 
We will aboard to-night. Why, how now, Gentlemen ? 
What ſee you in — apers, that you loſe 
So much complexion? look ye, how they change! 
Their cheeks are paper. Why, what read you there, 
That hath ſo cowarded, and chas'd your blood 
Out of appearance? 
Cam. I confeſs my fault, 
And do ſubmit me to your Highneſs? mercy. 

Grey. To which we all appeal. 

K. Henry. The mercy that was quick in us but late 
By your own counſel is ſuppreſs'd and kill'd: © 
You mult not dare for ſhame to talk of mercy ; 
For 2 own reaſons turn into your boſoma, 
As dogs upon their maſters, worrying you. a 

"oy? | : 7 ; cc 
i. e. Sudden paſſions | 
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See you, my Princes aud my Noble Peers, 

Theſe Engliſh montters! My Lord Cambridge here, 
You know how apt our love was to accord 

To furniſh him with all appertinents 

Belonging to his honour; and this man 
Hath for a few light crowns lightly conſpir'd, 

And {worn unto the practices of France 1 

To kill us here in Hampton. To the which, 

This Knight, no leſs for bounty bound to us 

Than Cambridge is, hath likewiſe ſworn. But O! 
What ſhall I fay to thee, Lord Scroop, thou cruel, 
Ingratetul, ſavage, and inhumane creature ! 

Thou that didit bear the key of all my counſels, 
That knew'ſ the very bottom of my ſoul, 

That almoſt might'ſt have coin'd me into gold, 
Would'it thou have practis'd on me for thy uſe: 
May it be poſlible, that foreign hire 

Could out of thee extract one e ſpark of evil, 

That might annoy my finger? Tis ſo range, 

That though the truth of it ſtand off as groſs 

As black from white, my eye will ſcarcely ſee it. 
Treaſon and murder ever kept together, . 

As two yoke-devils ſworn to either's purpoſe ; 
Working fo groſsly * in a natural cauſe, 

That admiration did not whoop + at chem. 

But thou, gainſt all proportion, didit bring in 
Wonder to wait on treaſon, and on murther : 

And whatſoever cunning fiend it was, 

That wrought upon theſe ſo prepoſtꝰrouſſy, 

Hath got the voice in hell for excellence: 

And other devils, that ſuggeſt by treaſons, 

Do botch and hungle up daninat ion, 

With patches, colours, and with forms being eee 
From gliſt'ring ſemblances of piety : 

But he that temper*'d thee, bade thee ſtand up; | 
Gave thee no inſtance hy thou ſhouldſt do treaſon, 
Unleſs to dub thee with the name of traitor. 

If that ſame demon that hath thee thus, 
Should with his W the whole apron el _ 

110 
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He might return to vaſty Tartar back, 
And tell the legions, I can never win 
A foul ſo eaſy as that Engliſhman's. 
Oh, how haft thou with jealouſy infected 
The ſweetneſs of afſiance! Shew men dutiful? 
Why fo didit thou: or ſeem they grave and learned? 
Why fo didſt thou: come they of noble family? 
Why ſo didſt thou: ſeem they religious? 
Why ſo didſt thou: or are they ſpare in diet, 
Free from groſs paſſion, or of mirth, or anger, 
Conſtant in ſpirit, not ſwerving with the blood, 
Garniſh'd and deck'd in modeſt complement “, 
Not working with the ear, but with the eye, 
And but in purged judgment truſting neither? 
Such, and fo finely boulted didſt thou ſeem. 
And thus thy fall hath left a kind of blot, 
To mark the full-fraught man, the beſt endu'd, 
With ſome ſuſpicion. I will weep for thee. 
For this revolt of thine, methanks, is like 
Another fall of man.— Their faults are open; 
Arreſt them to the anſwer of the law, 
And God acquit them of their practices! 
Exe. I arreſt thee of high treaſon, by the name of 
Richard Earl of Cambridge. 
L arreſt thee of high treaſon, by the name of Henry 
Lord Scroop of Maſham. hy 
I arreſt thee of high treaſon, by the name of Thomas 
Grey, Knight of Northumberland. 
Scroop. Our purpoſes God juſtly hath diſcover'd, 
And I repent my fault, more than my death; 
Which | beſeech your Highneſs to forgive, 
Although my body pay the price of it. 
Cam. For me, the gold of France did not ſeduce, 
Although I did admit it as a motive 
The ſooner to effect what I intended; 
But God be thanked for prevention, 
Which 1 in ſuff*rance heartily rejoice for, 
Beſeeching God and you to pardon me. 
Grey. Never did faithful ſubje& more rejoice 
At the diſcovery of moſt dangerous treaſon, 
Than I do at this hour joy o'er myſelf, 
Vor. IV. 2 Prevented 
N ® ;, e. Fulneſs, 
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Prevented ſiom a damned enterpriſe. 
My fault, but not my body, pardon, Sovereign. 
H. Henry. God quit you in his mercy! hear your fen- 
tence ; 

You have conſpir'd againſt our Royal perſon, 

Join'd with an enemy proclaim'd, and from his coffers 
Receiv'd the golden earneſt of our death; 

Whercin you would have fold your King to ſlaughter, 
His princes and his peers to ſervitude, 

His ſubjects to oppreſſion and contempt, 

And his whole kingdom nito deſolation. 

Touching our perſon, ſeek we no revenge: 

But we our kingdom's ſafety muſt fo tender, 
Whoſe ruin you three ſought, that to her laws 
We do deliver you. Go therefore hence, 

Poor miſerable wretches, to your death; 

The taſte whereof God of his mercy give 

You patience to endure; and true repentance 

Of all your dear offences! Bear them hence. [ Exeunt. 
Now, Lords, for France; the enterpriſe whereot 
Shall be to you, as us, like glorious. 

We doubt not of a fair and lucky war, 

Since God ſo gracionſly hath brought to light 

This dangerous treaſon lurking in our way, 

To hinder our beginning. Now we doubt not, 

But every rub is ſmoothed in our way: 
Then forth, dear countrymen ; let us deliver 

Our puiſſance into the hand of God, 

Putting it ſtraight in expedition. 
Chearly to ſea; the ſigns of war advance; 


No King of England, if not King of France, [Excunt. 
SCENE III. 


Changes to Quickly's houſe in Eaſt-cheap. 
Enter Piſtol, Nym, Bardalph, Boy, and Quickly. 
viel. Pr'y thee, honey-ſweet huſband, let me bring 
LES thee to Staines. | - 

Pi. No; for my manly heart doth yern. ; 
Bardolph, be blythe; Nym, rouſe thy vaunting veins; 
Boy, briſtle thy courage up: for Falſtaff he is dead) 

And we muſt yern therefore: * 7 
pia * Ard. 


D 


i 
„ 
b 


+ 
ME CI On hams 2 


Sc. 3. KING HENRY V. | 207 
Bard. Would I were with him whereſome*er he is, 


either in heaven or in hell. 

Quick. Nay, fure he's not in hell; he's in Arthur's 
boſom, if ever man went to Arthur's boſom. He made 
a finer end, and went away an' it had been any Chriſtom 
child; a' parted even juſt between twelve and one, even 
at the turning o' th' tide: for after I ſaw him fumble 
with the ſheets, and play with flowers, and ſmile upon. 
his fingers' end, I knew there was but one way; for his 
noſe was as ſharp as a pen. How now, Sir John? 
quoth I: what, man, be of good cheer: ſo a' cried: 


out, God, God, God, three or four times. Now I, to 


 eomfort him, bid him, a' ſhou'd not think of God; I 


hop'd there was no need to trouble himſelf with any 
ſuch thoughts yet: ſo a' bade me lay more clothes on his 
feet. I put my hand mto the bed and felt them, and 
they were as cold as a ſtone: then 1 felt to his knees, 
and fo upward, and, upward; aud all was cold as any 
Kone. 

Nym. They ſay he cried out of ſack, 

Duick, Ay, and that a' did. 

Boy. And of women. 

Duick. Nay, that a' did'not. 

Boy. Yes, that he did; and ſaid they were devils in- 
carnate. 


Ovick, A” could never abide carnation, *twas a co- 
lour he never lik'd. 


Boy. He ſaid once, the deule would have him about 
women. 

Quick. He did in ſome ſort, indeed, handle women; 
but then he was rheumatic, and talk'd of the whore of 
Babylon. 

Boy. Do you not remember he ſaw a flea ſtick upon 

Z 2 | Bardolph's 


* Theſe words, ard a table of green fields, though inſerted in all 
the ſubſequent editions after the word pen, are not to be found in 
the old editions of 1600 and 1608. This nonſenſe got into all thefe 
editions by a pleaſant miſtake of the ſtage-editors, who printed from 


the common piece-meal-written parts in the play-houſe. A table 


was here directed to be brought in (it being a ſcene in the tavern 
where they drink at part ing, ) and this dire & ion crept into the text 
from the margin. Greenfield was the name of the property · man 


in that time, who furniſh-& implements, &c. for the actors. 4 
bable of Greenfield's. Mr. 8 ; 
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* noſe, and ſaid it was a black ſoul burning in 
ꝛell? 

Bard. Well, the fuel is gone that maintain'd that fire: 
that's all the riches I got in his ſervice. 

Nym. Shall we ſhog? the King will be gone from 
Southampton. | 

Pifl. Come, let's away. My love, give me thy lips: 
Look to my chattels, and my moveables ; 
Let ſenſes rule; the word is, pitch and pay 
Truſt none, for oaths are ftraws; mens? faiths are wa- 

+ fer-cakes, 

And hold-faſt is the only dog, my duck, 
Therefore Caveto be thy counſellor. 
Go, clear thy cryſtals. Yoke-fellows in arms, 
Let us to France; like horſe-leeches, my boys; 
To ſuck, to ſuck, the very blood to ſuck. 

Boy. And that's but unwholeſome food they ſay. 

Pit. Touch her ſoft mouth and march. Come! 

Bard. Farewell, hoſteſs. 

Nym. I cannot kiſs, that is the humour of it; but 
adieu. 

Piſt. Let houſewifery appear; keep cloſe, I thee com- 
mand. 

Quick. Farewell; adieu. [ Exeunt, 


SCENE IV. 
Changes to the French King's palace. 
Enter the French King , the Dauphin, the Duke of Burgundy, 


| and the Conflable. 
Fr. King. Thus come the Engliſh with full power up- 
And more than careleſsly it us concerns [on us 


To anſwer royally in our defences. 

Therefore the Dukes of Berry and of Bretagne, 
Of Brabant and of Orleans, ſhall make forth, 

And you, Prince Dauphin, with all ſwift diſpatch ; 
To line and new repair our towns of war, 

With men of courage, and with means defendant. 
For England his approaches makes as fierce, 

As waters to the ſucking of a gulph. 

It fits us then to be as provident 
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As fear may teach us out of late examples, 
Left by the fatal and neglected Engliſh 
Upon our fields. 
Dau. My moſt redoubted father, 
It is moſt meet we arm us 'gainſt the foe: 
For peace itſelf ſhould not ſo dull a kingdom, 
8 war nor no known quarrel were in queſtion,) 
ut that defences, muſters, preparations, 
Should be maintain'd, aſſembled, and collected, 
As were a war in expectation. 
Therefore, I ſay, 'tis meet we all go forth, 
To view the ſick and feeble parts of France: 
And let us do it with no ſhew of fear; 
No, with no more than if we heard that England 
Were buſied with a Whitſon morris dance: 
For, my good Liege, ſhe is ſo idly king'd, 
Her ſceptre ſo fantaſtically borne, 
By a vain, giddy, ſhallow, humorous youth, 
That fear attends her not.. 

Con. O peace, Prince Dauphin! 
You are too much miſtaken in this King. 
8 your Grace the late ambaſſadors, 

ith what great ſtate he heard their embaſſy; 
How well ſupply'd with noble counſellors, 

How modeſt in exception, and withal. 

How terrible in conſtant reſolution :: 

And you ſhall find, his vanities fore-ſpent 

Were but the out- ſide of the Roman Brutus, 
Covering diſcretion with a coat of folly ; 

« As. gardeners do with ordure hide thoſe roots 
„That ſhall firſt ſpring and be moſt delicate “.“ 

Dau. Well, *tis not ſo, my Lord High Conſtable. 
But tho? we think it ſo, it is no matter: 

In cauſes of defence, tis beſt to weigh 


Zz 3 The 


7 Shakeſpeare not having given us, in the firſt or ſecond part of 
Henry 1V. orin other place but this, the remoteſt hint of the 
circumſtance here alluded to, the compariſon muſt needs be a little 
obſcure to thoſe who don't know or reflect, that ſome hiſtorians 
have told us, that Henry IV. had entertained a deep jealouſy of his 
ond aſpiring ſuperior genius. Therefore, to prevent all umbrage, 
the Prince withdrew from public affairs, and amuſed himſelf in 
conſorting with a diſſolute crew of robbers. Mr, Warburton, 
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The enemy more mighty than he ſeems; 

So the proportions of defence are fill'd; 

Which of a weak and niggardly projection, 
Doth, like a miſer, ſpoil his coat with ſcanting * 
A little cloth. 

Fr. King. Think we King Harry ftrong ; 
And, Princes, look you Fas. 0. to — hun. 
The kindred of him hath been fleſh'd upon us; 
And he 1s bred out of that bloody ſtrain, | 
That hunted us in our familiar paths: 5 
Witneſs our too much memorable ſhame, 

When Creſſy battle fatally was ſtruck 

And all our princes captiv'd by the hand 

Of that black name, Edward Black Prince of Wales: 
While that his mounting fire, on mountain ſtanding, 
[Up in the air, crown'd with the golden ſun, |] 
Saw his heroic ſeed, and ſmil'd to ſee him 

Mangle the work of nature, and deface 

The patterns that by God and by French fathers 
Had twenty years been made. This is a tem 

Of that victorious ſtock; and let us fear 

The native mightineſs and fate of him +. 


* Enter a Meſſenger. 


Me. Ambaſſadors from Harry King of England, 
Do crave admittance to your Majeſty. 

Fr. King. We'll give them preſent audience. Go 

and bring them. 
You fee this chace is hotly follow'd, friends. 

Dau. Turn head, and ftop purſuit ; for coward dogs 
Moſt ſpend their mouths, when what they ſeem to threaten 
Runs far before them. Good my Sovercign, 
Take up the Engliſh fhort; and let them Know 
Of what a monarchy you are the head. 
Self-love, my Liege, is nat ſo vile a fan, —_ 

As {elf neglecting. ; | 


n 


SCENE V. Enter Exeter. * 


Fr. Xing. From our brother England? = 
| Exe. 


} A nonſenſical line of ſome player. 
} 5. e. Fortune and condition of his houſe or family. 
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Exe. From him; and thus he greets your Majeſty, 
He wills you in the name of God Almighty, 
That you diveſt yourſelf, and lay apart 
The borrow'd glories, that, by gift of heaven, 
By law of nature and of nations, *long i 
To him and to his heirs; namely, the crown, 
And all the wide- ſtretch'd honours that pertain, 
By cuſtom and the ordinance of times, h 
Unto the crown of France. That you may know, 
'Tis no ſiniſter nor no aukward claim, | 
Pick'd from the worm-holes of long-vauiſh'd days, 
Nor from the quit of old oblivion rak'd, 
He ſends you this molt memorable line, 
In every branch truly demonſtrative, 

[ Gives the French King a paper. 

Willing you over-look his pedigree; 
And when you find him evenly deriv'd 
From his moſt fam'd of famous anceſtors, 
Edward the Third; he bids you then reſign 
Your crown and kingdom, indirectly held 
From him the native and true challenger. - 

Fr. King. Or elſe what follows? 
Exe. Bloody conſtraint ; for if you hide the crown 
Ev'n in your hearts, there will he rake for it. 
And therefore in fierce tempeft is he coming, 
In thunder, and in earthquake, like a Jove; 
That, if requiring fail, he may compel. | 
He bids you, in the bowels of the Lord, ok 
Deliver up the crown; and to take mercy | 
On the poor ſouls, for whom this hungry war 
Opens his vaſty jaws; upon your head 
Turning the widows? tears, the orphans? cries, 
The dead mens' blood, the pining maidens' groans, 
For huſbands, fathers, and betrothed lovers, 
That ſhall be ſwallow'd in this controverſy. 
This is his claim, his threat'ning, and my meſſage; 
Unleſs the Dauphin be in preſence here, 

To whom expreſsly I bring greeting too. 
Fr. King. For us, we will conſider of this further: 
Tomorrow ſhall you bear our full intent | 1 
Back to our brother England. Wo 0 
Dau. For the Dauphin 
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I ftand here for him: what to him from England? 

Exe. Scorn and defiance, ſlight regard, contempt, 
And any thing that may not miſbecome 
'The mighty ſender, doth he prize you at. 
Thus ſays my King; and if your father's Highneſs 
Do not, in grant of all demands at large, 
Sweeten the bitter mock you ſent his Majeſty ; 
He'll call you to ſo hot an anſwer for it, 
That caves and womby vaultages of France 
Shall chide your treſpaſs, and return your mock 
In ſecond accent to his ordinance. 

Dau. Say, if my father render fair reply, 
It is againſt my will: for I defire 
Nothing but odds with England; to that end, 
As matching to his youth and vanity, 
I did preſent him with thoſe Pans balls. 

Exe. He'll make your Paris Louvre ſhake for it, 
Were it the miſtreſs court of mighty Europe: 
And, be aſſur'd, you'll find a difference 

As we his ſubjects have in wonder found) 
etween the promiſe of his greener days, 
And thoſe he maſters now; now he weighs time 
Even to the utmoſt grain, which you ſhall read 
In your own loſſes, if he ftay in France. 
Fr. King. Tomorrow you ſhall know our mind at full. 


{Exeunt.. 
Exe. Diſpatch us with all ſpeed, leſt that our King 
Come here himfelf to queſtion our delay; 
For he is footed m this land already. 
Fr. King. You ſhall be ſoon diſpatch'd with fair con- 
A night is but ſmall breath, and little pauſe, [ditions. 
To anſwer matters of this conſequence. [E£xeunt. 


ACT III. SCENE. I. 
Enter Chorus. 
Chorus. 12 with imagin'd wing our ſwift ſcene 
3 flies | 
In motion of nockefbndiwity-: --. 4 |, 
Than that of thought. Suppoſe that you have ſeen 
The well-appointed King at Hampton pier 
+ | | Imbark 
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Imbark his royalty ; and his brave fleet 
With ſilken ſtreamers the young Phœbus fanning, 
Play with your fancies: and in them behold, 
Upon the hempen tackle, fhip-boys climbing; 
Hear the ſhrill whiftle, which doth order give 
To ſounds confus'd; behold the threaden fails, 
Borne with th' inviſible and creeping wind, 
Draw the huge bottoms throngh the furrow'd ſea, 
Breaſting the lofty ſurge. O, do but think, 
You ſtand upon the rrvage, and behold 
A city on th' inconſtant billows dancing; 
For ſo appears this fleet majeſtical, 
Holding due courte to Harfleur. Follow, follow. 
Grapple your minds to ſternage of this navy, 
And leave your England, as dead midnight ſtill, 
Guarded with grandfires, babies, and old women; 
Or paſs'd or not arriv'd, to pith and puiſſance: 
For who is he, whoſe chin is but inrich'd 
With one appearing hair, that will not follow 
Theſe cull'd and choice-drawn cavaliers to France ? 
Work, work your thoughts, and therein ſee a ſiege; 
Behold the orduance on their carriages 
With fatal mouths gaping on girded Harfleur. 
Suppoſe th? ambaſſador from France comes back; 
Tells Harry, that the King doth offer him 
Catharine his daughter, and with her to dowry 
Some petty and unprofitable dukedoms : 
The offer likes not; and the nimble gunner 
With lynſtock now the deviliſh cannon touches, 

; [ Alarm, and cannon go off 
And down goes all before him. Still be kind, 
And eke out our performance with your mind. [ Ext. 


SCENE II. Before Harfleur. 


Emer King Henry, Exeter, Bedford, and Glouceſter : Sol- 
| diers with ſcaling ladders. 


K. Henry. Once more unto the breach, dear friends, 

| | __ once more; 
Or cloſe the wall up with the Engliſh dead. 
In peace, there's nothing fo becomes a man 
As modeſt ſtillneſs and humility ; * 
| b ut 
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But when the blaſt of war blows in our ears, 
Then imitate the action of the tyger; 
Stiffen the figews, ſummon up the blood, 
Diſguiſe fair nature with hard- favour' d rage; 
Then lend the eye a terrible aſpect; 
Let it pry through the portage of the head, 
Like the braſs cannon: let the brow o' erwhelm it, 
As fearfully as doth a galled rock | 
O'er-hang and jutty his confounded baſe, 
Swill'd with the wild and waſteful ocean 
Now ſet the teeth, and Rretch the noſtril wide; 
Hold hard the breath, and bend up every ſparit 
To his full height. Now on, you nobleft Engliſh, 
Whoſe blood is fetch'd from fathers of war- proof; 
Fathers, that, kke ſo many Alexanders, 
Have in theſe parts from morn till even fought, 
And ſheath'd their ſwords for lack of argument. 
Diſhonour not your mothers; now atteſt, 
That thoſe whom youu call'd fathers, did beget you. 
Be copy now tv. men of proffer blood, 
And teach them how to war; and you, good yeomen,. 
Whoſe limbs were made in England, ſhew us here 
The mettle of your paſture: let us fwear 
That you are worth your breeding, which I doubt not: 
For there is none of you ſo mean and baſe, 
That hath not noble luſtre m your eyes; 
I ſee you ſtand kke greyhounds in the fps, 
Straining upon the ſtart. 'The game's a-foot : 
Follow your ſparit ; and, upon this charge, 
Cry, God for Harry! England! and St George! 
| { Exennt King and Train. 
[ Aarm, end cannon g of 


SCENE III. 


Enter Nym, Bardelbb, Piftol, and Boy. 


Bard. On, on, on, on, on, to the breach, to the 
breach. 

Nym. Pray thee, Corporal, ftay ; the knocks are too 
hot; and for wine own part, I have not a caſe of lives: 
the humour of it is too hot, that is. the very plain ſong 


of it. | 
Pip. 
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Piſt. The plain ſong is more juſt; for humours do 


abound :; 
Knocks go and come: God's vaſſals drop and die; 
And ſword and ſhield, in bloody field, doth win im- 
mortal fame. 
Boy. Would I were in an alehouſe in London, I would 
give all my fame for a pot of ale and ſafety. 
Pift. And I: if wiſhes would prevail, 
I would not ſtay, but thither would I hie. 


Enter Fluellen. 


Flu. Up to the preach, you dogs; avaunt, you cul» 
lions. 

Pi. Be mereiful, great Duke, to men of mould, 
Abate thy . abate thy manly * 
Good bawcock, bate thy rage; uſe lenity, ſweet chuck. 

Nym. Theſe be good humours; your honour wing 
bad humours. [ Exeunt. 

Boy. As young as I am, I have obſerv'd theſe three 
ſwaſhers. I am boy to them all three; but all they 
three, though they would ſerve me, could not be man to 
me; for, indeed, three ſuch antics do not amount to a 
man. For Bardolph, he is white-liver'd and red-fac'd; 
by the means whereof he faces it out, but fights not. 
For Piſtol, he hath a killing tongue, and a quiet ſword; 
by the means whereof he breaks words, and keeps whole 
weapons. © For Nym, he hath heard, that men of 
« few words are the belt men; and therefore he ſcorng 
© to fay his prayers, left he ſhould be thought a coward :?? 
but his few: bad words are match'd with as few good 
deeds; for he never broke any man's head but his own, 
and that was againſt a poſt when he was drunk. They 
will ſteal any thing, and call it purchaſe. «© Bardolph 
« ſtole a lut-caſe,. bore it twelve leagues, and fold it 
for three half-pence.” Nym and Bardolph are ſworn 
brothers in-filching 5 and in Calais they ſtole a fire-ſho- 
vel. I knew, by that piece of ſervice, the men would 
carry coals. They would have me as familiar with 
mens pockets, as their e or their handkerchers; 
which makes much againſt my manhood; for if J would 
. take from another's pocket to put into mine, it is plain 
pocketing up of ' wrongs, I muſt leave them, and rea 
1 om 
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ſome better ſervice; their villany goes againſt my weak 
Romach, and therefore I mult caſt it up. [Exit Boy, 


Enter Gower, and Fluellen. 


Gower. Captain Fluellen, you muſt come preſently to 
the mines; the Duke of Glouceſter would ſpeak with 

ou. 

Flu. To the mines? tell you the Duke, it is not ſo 
goot to come to the mines, for, look you, the mines are 
not according to the diſciplines of the war; the conca- 
vities of it is not ſufficient; for, look you, th athverſary 
(you may diſcuſs unto the Duke, look you) is digg'd 
himſelf four yards under the countermines; by Cheſhu, 
I think, a' will plow up all, if there 1 is not petter direc- 
tions. 

Gower. The Duke of Glouceſter, to whom the order 
of the ſiege is given, is altogether directed by an Iriſh 
man, a very valiant gentleman, i'faith. 

Flu. It is Captain Mackmorris, is it not ? 

Gower. I think it be. 

Flu. By Chethu he is an aſs, as is in the world ; I will 
verify as much in his peard; he has no more directions | in 
the true diſciplines of the wars, look you, of the Roman 
diſciplines, than is a puppy-dog. 


Enter Mackmorris and Capt. Jumy. 


Gower. Here he comes, and the Scots Captain, Cap- 
tain Jamy, with him. 

Flu. Captain Jamy 1s a marvellous valorous gentle- 
man, that is certain; and of great expedition and know- 
ledge in the ancient wars, upon my particular know- 
ledge of lus directions; by Cheſhu he will maintain his 
argument as well as any military man in the world, in 
the diſciplines of the priſtine wars of the Romans. 

Jamy. 1 ſay, gudday, Captain Fluellen. 

Flu. Godden to your Worſhip, good Captain James.. 

Gower. How now, Captain Mackmorris, have you 
quitted the mines? have the pioneers given oer? 

Mack. By Chriſh law, tiſh ill done; the work iſh 

ive over, the trumpet ſound the retreat. By my hand, 

ſwear, and by my father's ſoul, the work iſh ill done; 

it iſh d give over; I would have blowed up the 1 
ri 


Sc. 3. KING HENRV V. 277 


Chriſh ſave me law, in an hour. O tiſh ill done, tith ill 
done; by my hand, tiſh ill done. 

Flu. Captain Mackmorris, I beſeech you now, will 
you vouchſafe me, look yon, a few diſputations with 
vou, as partly touching or concerning the diſciplines of 
the war, the ere wars, in the way of argument, look 
vou, and friendly communication; partly, to ſatisfy my 
opinion z and partly for the ſatisfaction, look you, of m 
mind; as touching the direction of the military diſcipline, 
that is the point. . 

Jamy. It fall be very gud, gud feith, gud captains 
baith; and I fall quit you with gud leve, as I may pick 
occaſion; that fail I, marry. 

Mack. It is no time to diſcourſe, fo Chriſh ſave me: 
the day is hot, and the weather and the wars, and the 
King and the Duke; it is not time to diſcourſe, the 
town 1s beſeech'd : and the trumpet calls us to the breach, 
and we talk, and by Chriſh do nothing, 'tis ſhame for 
us all; fo God ſa' me, tis ſhame to ſtand ſtill; it is 
ſame, by my hand; and there is throats to be cut, and 
works to be done, and there is nothing done, ſo Chriſh 
{a* me law. 

Famy. By the meſs, ere theiſe eyes of mine take 
themſelves to flomber, aile do gud ſervice, or aile ligge 
ib th* ground for it; ay, or go to death; and aile pay it 
as valorouſly as I may, that fall I ſurely do, the breff 
and the long; marry, I wad full fain heard ſome queſtion 
tween you tway. 

Flu. Captain Mackmorris, I think, look you, under 
your correction, there is not many of your nation 

Mack. Of my nation? what if my nation? th a vik 
lain, and a baſtard, and a knave, and a raſcal? what iſh 
my nation? who talks of my nation ? 

Flu. Look you, if you take the matter otherwiſe than 
is meant, Captain Mackmorris, peradventure I ſhall think 
you do not uſe me with that affability as in diſcretion 


you ought to uſe me, look you; being as good a man as 


yourſelf, both in the diſciplines of wars, and in the deri- 
vation of my birth, and in other particularitics. 


Mack, I do not know you ſo good a man as myſelf; 
ſo Chriſh ſave me, I will cut off your head. 
Vor. IV. ee ee 
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Gower. Gentlemen both, you miſtake each other. 


Jamy. Au! that's a foul fault. LA parley ſounded. 


Gower, The town ſounds a parley. 

Fl. Captain Mackmorris, when there is more pettet 
opportunity to be requir'd, look you, I'll be ſo pold as 
to tell you, I know the diſciplines of war; and there's 
an end. | [Exeunt. 


SCENE IV. Before the gates of Harfleur. 


Enter King Henry and his train. 


K. Henry. How yet reſolves the governor of the town? 
This is the lateſt parle we will admit: 
Therefore to our belt mercy give yourſelves, 
Or, like to men proud of deſtruction, 
Defy us to our worſt; as I'm a ſoldier, 
(A name that, in my thoughts, becomes me beſt,) 


If I begin the batt'ry once again, | 


J will not leave the half-atchieved Harfleur 


Till in her aſhes ſhe he buried. 


The gates of mercy ſhall be all ſhut up; 


And the fleſh'd ſoldier, rough and hard of heart, 
In liberty of bloody hand ſhall range 

With conſcience wide as hell, mowing like graſs 
Your freſh fair virgins, and your flow'ring infants. 
What is it then to me, if impious War, 

Array'd in flames like to the prince of ſiends, 


Do with his ſmircht complexion all fell feats. 


Inlink'd to waſte and deſolation? 


What is't to me, when you yourſelves are cauſe, 
If your pure maidens fall into the hand 


Of hot and forcing violation? 


What rein can hold licentious wickedneſs, 

When down the hill he holds his fierce career? 

We may, as bootleſs, ſpend our vain command 
Upon th' enraged ſoldiers in their ſpoil, 

As ſend our precepts to th' leviathan 

To come aſhore. Therefore, you men of Harfleur, 
Take pity of your town and of your people, 

While yet my ſoldiers are in my command; 

While yet the cool and temp' rate wind of grace 


Ot 
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If not; why, in a moment, look to ſee 

The blind and bloody ſoldier with foul hand 
Defile the locks of your ſhrill-ſhrieking daughters; 
Your fathers taken by the filver beards, 

And their moſt reverend heads daſh'd to the walls; 
Your naked infants ſpitted upon pikes, 

While the mad mothers with their howls confus'd 
Do break the clouds; as did the wives of Jewry, 
At Herod's bloody-hunting flaughter-men. 

What ſay you? will you yield, and this avoid? 

Or, guilty in defence, be thus deitroy'd? 


Enter Governor upon ihe walls. 


Gov. Our expectation hath this day an end: 
The Dauphin, of whom ſuccours we intreated, 
Returns us, that his pow'rs are not yet ready 
To raiſe ſo great a ſiege. Therefore, great King, 
We yield our town and lives to thy ſoft mercy: 
Enter our gates, diſpoſe of us and ours, 

For we no longer are defenſible. 


K. Henry. Open your gates: come, uncle Exeter, 


Go you and enter Harfleur, there remain, 
And fortify it ſtrongly ' gainſt the French: 
Uſe mercy to them all. For us, dear uncle, 
The winter coming on, and ſickneſs growing 
Upon our ſoldiers, we'll retire to Calais. 

« 0-night in Harfleur we will be your gueſt, 
To-morrow for the march we are addreſs'd. 


[ Flouriſh, and enter the town |. 
A a2 SCENE. 


1 are addreſſed. 1 Flouriſh, and enter the town. 


SCENE V. The French court. 
Enter Catharine, aud an old Gentlew»man. 


Cath. Alice, tu as eſte en Angleterre, & tu parles bien le language. 


Alice. Un peu, Madame. 


Cath. Fe te prie de m'enſcigner ; il ſaut, que j; abprenne d parler. 


Comment appellez vous la main en Angleis. 


Alice. La main, ell" eſt appellee, de band. 
Cath. De band. Et le doigt? p 


Alice. Le doigt ? ma foy, je oublie le doigt : mais je me ſouviendrai 
le doigt; Je peuſe, qu'ils ſort appelle des fingres; ouy, de fingres. 


Cath, 
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SCENE VI. 


Preſence chamber in the French court. 


Enter the King of France, the Dauphin, Duke of Bour- 
bon, the Conſtable of France, and others. 


Fr. King. Tis certain he hath paſs'd the river Some, 
Con. And if he be not fought withal, my Lord, 
Let us not live in France; let us quit all, 


And give our vineyards to a barb'rous people. 


Dau, 

Cath. Za main, de hand; le doigt, le fingres. Je penſe, que je ſuis 
le bon eſcolier. Fay gaignee deux mots d' Anglois viſtement ; comment 
appellez vou les ongles? 

Alice. Les ongles, les appellons de nayles. 

Cath. De naylcs. Eſcoutez: dites moy ,fi je parle bien: de hand, 
de ingres, de nayles. 

Alice. C'eſt bien dit, Madame; il eft fort ben Anglcis, 

Cath. Dites moy en Angleis, le bras. 

Alice. De arme, Madame. 

Cath. Er le coude. 

Alice. D' elbow. 

Cath. D' elbow: je men faltz la repetition de tous les mots, que 
vous mavez appris des a preſent. 

Alice. II eſt trop difficile, Madame, comme je penſe. 

Cath. Excuſe moy, Alice; efcoutez ; d hand, de fingre, de nay/es, 
d' arme, de bilbow. | 

Alice. D' elbow, Madame. 

Cath. O Seigneur Dieu! je men cublie d elbow; comment appellez 
vous le col? 

Alice. De neck, Madame. 

Cath. De neck; & le menton? 

Alice. De chir. 

Cath. De fin: le col, de neck: le menton, de fin. 

Alice. Ouy, Sauf voſtre honneur, en verité, vous prononces les 
mots auſſi droiſt, que les natifs d Angleterre. 

Cath. Je ne deute point d'apprendre par la grace de Dicu, & en 
peu de temps. ELD. 

Alice. N*avez vous pas deja oublie ce que je vows ay enſeignee 7 

Cath. Non, je reciteray a vous promptement; d hand, de fingre, 
de mayles, de arine. 

Alice. De nayles, Madame. 

Cath. De neyles, de arme, de ilbew. 

Alice. Sauf voſtre bonnenr, d elbow. 

Cath. Ainſi, dis je d elbou, de neck, de fn: comment appellez 
vous les pieds, & de robe? 

Alice. Le foot, Mademe, & /e coun. 


Cath. 


r 


{ 
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Dau. O Dieu vivant! ſhall a few ſprays of us, 
(The emptying of our fathers” luxury,) 
Our cyons, put in wild and ſavage ſtock, 
Sprout up ſo ſuddenly into the clouds, 
And overlook their grafters? 
Bour. Normans, but baſtard Normans; Norman 
baſtards. 
Mort de ma vie! if thus they march along 
Unfought withal, but 1 will fell my dukedom, 
To buy a foggy and a dirty farm 
In that nook-ſhotten iſle of Albion “. 
Con. Dieu de batailles! why, whence have they this 
mettle? 
Is not their climate foggy, raw, and dull? 
On whom, as in deſpight, the ſun looks pale, 
Killing their fruit with frowns? can ſodden water, 
A drench for ſur-reyn'd jades, their barley-tro.h, 
Deco& their cold blood to ſuch valiant heat? 
And ſhall our quick blood, ſpirited with wine, 
Seem froſty? Oh, for honour of our land, 
Let us not hang like frozen icicles 
Upon our houſe-tops, while more froſty people 
Sweat drops of gallant blood in our rich fields: 
Poor (we may call them) in their native lords. 
Dau. By faith and honour, 
Our madams mock at us, and plainly ſay, 
Our mettle is bred out: and they will give 
Their bodies to the luſt of Engliſh youth, 
To new-ſtore France with baſtard warriors, 
Hour, They bid us to the Engliſh dancing-ſchools, 
A a 3 | And 


Cath. Le foot, & le coun! O Seigreur Dieu! ces fout des mots 
mauvais, corruptibles & impudigues, & non pour les dames d' honneur 
duſer : je ne voudrois prononcer ces mots devant les Seigneurs de France, 
Pour tout le monde! il faut le foot, & le coun, neant- moins. Je re- 
citeray une autrefois ma lecon enſemble ; d' hand, de fingre, de nayles, 
d'arme, elbow, de neck, de fin, de foct, de coun. | 

_ Excellent, Madame. et 

th. C'eſt afſez pour une fois, alions nous en diſuer. Kceunt. 
nel + pb Ow 


* Shotten ſignifies any thir g projefted: ſo we ſay, a ſhelten- herring, 


for a herring that hath caſt its ſpawn. So ncc&-ſbotten i/le, is an iſle 


that ſhoots out into capes, promontoric e, : nd necks of land, the very 
Sgure of Great Britain. | | 
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And teach lawvolta*; high, and ſwift curranto's ; 
Saying, our grace 1s only in our heels; 
And that we are moſt lofty run-aways. 
Fr. King. Where is Mountjoy, the herald ? ſpeed bim 
hence; | G 
Let him greet England with our ſharp defiance. 
Up, princes, and with ſpirit of honour edg'd, 
Yet ſharper than your ſwords, hie to the field ! 
Charles Delabreth, High Conſtable of France 
You, Dukes of Orleans, Bourbon, and of Berry, 
Alanſon, Brabant, Bar, and Burgundy, 
Jaques Chatillion, Rambures, Vaudemont, 
Beaumont, Grandpree, Rouſſie, and Faulconbridge, 
Loys, L'Eſtraile, Bouci qualt, and Charaloys, 
High Dukes, great Princes, Barons, Lords, and Knights; 
For your great ſeats now quit you of great ſhames: 
Bar Harry England, that ſweeps through our land 
With pennons painted in the blood of — 
Ruſh on his hoſt, as doth the melted ſnow 
Upon the vallies ; whoſe low vaſſal ſeat 
The Alps doth ſpit and void his rheum upon. 
Go down upon him, (you have pow'r enough,) 
And in a captive chariot into Rouen 
Bring him our priſoner. 
Con. This becomes the great. 
Sorry am I his numbers are ſo few, 
His ſoldiers. ſick, and famiſh'd in their march: 
For, I am ſure, when he ſhall fee our army, 
He'll drop his heart into the ſiuk of fear, 
And for atchievement offer us his ranſom. 
Fr. King. Therefore, Lord Conſtable, haſte on 
Mountjoy; 
And let him fay to England, that we ſend 
To know what willing ranſom he will give. 
Prince Dauphin, you ſhall ſtay with us in Rouen. 
Dau. Not ſo, 1 dg beſeech your Majeſty. 
Fr. King. Be patient, for you ſhall remain with us. 
Now forth, Lord Conſtable, and Princes all; 
And quickly bring us word of England's fall. [ Exeunt. 
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SCENE VII. The Engliſb camp. 
Enter Gower and Fluellen. 


Gow, How now, Captain Fluellen, come you from 

the bridge? 

Flu. J aſſure you, there is very excellent ſervices com- 

mitted at the pridge. 

Gov. Is the Duke of Exeter ſafe? 

Flu. The Duke of Exeter is as magnanimous as Aga- 
memnon, and a man that I love and honour with m 
ſoul, and my heart, and my duty, and my life, and my 
living, and my uttermoſt power. He is not, God be 
praiſed and pleſſed, any hurt in the world; he is main- 
tain the pridge moſt valiantly, with excellent diſcipline. 
There is an Ancient-licutenant there at the pridge, I 
think, in my very conſcience, he is as valiant a man as 
Mark Antony, and he is a man of no eſtimation in the 
world, but I did ſee him do gallant ſervices. 

Gow. What do you call him? 

Flu. He is call'd Ancient Piſſol. 

Gow. I know him not. 


Enter Piflol. 


Flu. Here is the man. 
Pift. Captain, I thee beſeech to do me favours; 
The Duke of Exeter doth love thee well. 


Flu. 1, I praiſe God, and 1 have merited ſome love at 
his hands. 


Piſt. Bardolph, a ſoldier firm and ſound of heart, 
And buxom valour, hath by cruel fate, 
And giddy Fortune's furious fickle wheel, 


That goddeſs blind that ſtands upon the rolling reſtleſs 


lone——— | | 

Flu. By your patience, Ancient Piſtol: Fortune is 
painted with a muffler pefore her eyes, to ſignify to you 
that Fortune is plind; and ſhe is painted alſo with a 
wheel, to ſignify to you, which is the moral of it, that 
ſhe is turning and inconſtant, and mutabilities and vari- 
ations; and her foot, look you, is fixed upon a ſphe- 
rical ſtone, which rolls, and rolls, and rolls. In 


good 


N 
; 
1 


1 KING HENRY v. AR Til, 


good truth, the poet makes a moſt excellent deſcription 
of it: Fortune 1s an excellent moral. 

Piſt. Fortune is Bardolph's foe, and frowns on him; 
for he hath ſtol'n a pax, and hanged muſt a'be; 
damned death! 

Let gallows gape for dog, let man go free, 

And let not hemp his wind-pipe ſuffocate; 

But Exeter hath given the doom of death, 

For pax of little price. Therefore, go ſpeak, 

The Duke will hear thy voice; 

And let not Bardolpli's vital thread be cut 

With edge of penny-cord, and vile reproach. 
Speak, Captain, for his life, and I will thee requite. 

Flu. Ancient Piſtol, I do partly underſtand your 
meaning. 

Piſl. Why then rejoice therefore. 

Flu. Certainly, Ancient, it is not a thing to rejoice at; 
for if, look you, he were my prother, I would deſire the 
Duke to uſe his good pleaſure, and put him to execu- 
tions; for diſciplines ought to be uſed, 

Pift. Die and be damn'd, and ge or thy ene 

Flu. It is well. 

Piſl. The fig of Speis [Exit Piff, 

Flu. Very good. 

Gow. Why, this is an arrant counterfeit raſcal, I re- 
member him now; a bawd, a cut-purſe. 

Flu. I' aſſure you, he utter'd as prave words at the 
pridge, as you ſhall ſee in a ſummer's day: but it is very 
well; what he has ſpoke to me, that is well, I warrant 
you, when time is ſerve. 

Cow. Why, *tis a gull, a fool, a rogue, that now and 
then goes to the wars, to grace himſelt at his return in- 
to London, under the form of a ſoldier. © Such fellows 
« are perfect in the great commanders' names; and they 
&« will learn you by rote where ſervices were done; at 
« ſuch and ſuch a ſconce, at ſuch a breach, at ſuch a 
« convoy; who came off bravely, who was ſhot, who 


« diſgrac'd, what terms the enemy ſtood on: and this 


6 * they con perfectly in the phraſe of war, which they 


tc trick 


* This is conformable to hiſtory ; a ſoldier (Hall tells us, Hen- 


* V. gear 3. fel. 14.) being hanged at this time for fuch a fack. 
Mr, Pope. 
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« trick up with new-turned oaths: and what a beard of 
« the General's cut, and a horrid ſuit of the camp, will 
« do among foaming bottles and ale-waſh'd wits, is won- 
« derful to be thought on!” But you muſt learn to know 
ſuch ſlanders of the age, or elſe you may be marvellouſly 
miſtook. 

Flu. I tell you what, Captain Gower, I do perceive 
he is not the man that he would gladly make ſhew to 
the world he is; if I find a hole in his coat, I will tell 
him my mind. Hear you, the King is coming, and. I 
muſt ſpeak with him from the pridge. 


SCENE VIII. 


Drum and colours. Enter the King and his poor ſoldiers. 
Flu. God pleſs your Majeſty. | 
K. Henry. How now, Fluellen, cam*ſt thou from the 


bridge? 

Flu. I, ſo pleaſe your Majeſty. The Duke of Exeter 
has aye antly maintain'd the pridge; the French 1s 
gone off, look you, and there is gallant and moſt prave 
paſſages; marry, th* athverſary was have poſſeſſion of 
the pridge, but he is enforced to retire, and the Duke of 
Exeter is maſter of the pridge. I can tell your Majeſty, 
the Duke is a prave man. | 

A. Henry. What men have you loft, Fluellen ? 

Flu. The perdition of th' athverſary hath been very 
great, very reaſonable great; marry, for my part, I 
think, the Duke hath loſt never a man but one that is 
like to be executed for robbing a church; one Bardolph, 
if your Majeſty know the man. His face is all bubukles, 
and whelks, and knobs, and flames of fire; and his lips 
plows at his noſe, and it is like a coal of fire ; ſomttimes 
plue, and ſometimes red; but his noſe is executed, and 
his fire's out, | 

XK. Henry. We would have ſuch offenders ſo cut off; 
And give expreſs charge, that in alt our march 
There ſhall be nothing taken from the villages, 

But ſhall be paid for; and no French upbraided, 

Or yet abuſed in diſdainful language. 
When lenity and cruelty play for I. ee, 
The gentler gameſter is the ſooneſt winner, 


Tuc let 
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T ucket ſounds. Enter Mountjoy, 


Mount. You know me by my habit. 

K. Henry. Well then, I know thee; what ſhall I know 

of thee? | 

Mount. My maſter's mind. 

K. Henry. Unfold it. | 

Mount. Thus ſays my King: Say thou to Harry Eng- 

land, 
Although we ſeemed dead, we did but ſleep :. 
Advantage 1s a better ſoldier than Raſhneſs. 
Tell him, we could at Harfleur have rebuk'd him; 
But that we thought not good to bruiſe an injury, 
Till it were 1tpe. Now, ſpeak we on our cue, 
With voice imperial : England ſhall repent 
His folly, ſee his weakneſs, and admire 
Our ſuff'rance. Bid him therefore to conſider, 
What muſt the ranſom be, which muſt proportion 
The lofſes we have borne, the ſubjects we 
Have loſt, and the diſgrace we have digeſted; 
To anſwer which his pettineſs would bow under. 
Firſt, for our loſs, too poor is his exchequer 
For the effuſion of our blood, his army 
Too faint a number, and for our diſgrace, 
Ev'n his own perſon kneeling at our feet, 
A. weak and worthleſs ſatisfaction. 
To this, defiance add: and for concluſion,. 
Tell him, he hath betray'd his followers, 
Whoſe condemnation is pronounc'd. So far 
My King and maſter; and ſo much my office. 

N. Henry. What is thy name? I know thy quality. 

Mount. Mountjoy. 

K. Henry. Thou doſt thy office fairly. Turn thee back, 
And tell thy King, I do not ſeek him now; 
But could be willing to march on to Calais 
Without impeachment; for to ſay the ſooth, 
(Though 'tis no wiſdom to confeſs ſo much 
Unto an enemy of craft and vantage, ) 

My people are with ſickneſs much enfecbled, 
My numbers leſten'd ; and thoſe few 1 have, 
Almoſt no better than ſo many French; 


Who, 
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Who, when they were in health, I tell thee, herald, 

I thought, upon one pair of Engliſh legs, il 
Did march three Frenchmen. Yet forgive me, God, 

© That I do brag thus: this your air of France 

« Hath blown that vice in me; I mult repent.” 

Go, therefore, tell thy maſter, here I am; 

My ranſom is this frail and worthleſs trunk 

My army but a weak and ſickly guard: 

Yet, God before, tell him we will come on, 

Though France himſelf, and ſuch another neighbour, 

Stand in our way. There's for thy labour, Mountjoy. 

Go, bid thy maſter well adviſe himſelf: 

If we may paſs, we will; if we be hinder'd, | 
* We ſhall your tawny ground with your red blood | 
Diſcolour; and ſo, Mountjoy, fare you well. | 
The ſum of all our anſwer is but this: 

We would not ſeek a battle as we are; 

Yet, as we are, we ſay we will not ſhun it: 

So tell your maſter. 


Mount. I ſhall deliver ſo: thanks to your Highneſs, 


[ Exit. 
Glu, J hope they will not come upon us now. 


A. Henry. We are in God's hand, brother, not in | 
theirs: | 
March to the bridge; it now draws toward night ; 
Beyond the river we'll incamp ourſelves; 
Aud on to-morrow bid them march away. [ Excunt, 


SCENE IX f. 
The French camp near Agincourt. 


Enter the Conſtable of France, the Lord Rambures, Orleans, 
' Dauphin, with others. 


Con. Tut, I have the beſt armour of the world, 
Would it were day ! 


Orl. You have an excellent armour; bot let my horſe 
have his due. 


| Con. 
Hall s chronicle, fol. 14. Henry V. year 2. 
+ This ſcene is ſhorter, and | think better, in the firſt editions of 
1600 and 1608. But as the enlargements appear to be the author's 
own, I would not omit them; but have, for the reader's curi 


| olity 
. marked them with ſmall commas. Mr. Pope, 1 
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Can, lt is the beſt horſe of Europe.“ 

Orl. Will it never be morning?” 

Dau. * My Lord of Orleans, and my Lord High 
© Conſtable, you talk of horſe and armour, ———— 

Orl. You are as well cad of both, as any 
prince in the world.” 

Dau. What a long e i is this! I will not change 
* my horſe with any that treads but on four paſterns: 
ga, ha! le cheval wolant, the Pegaſus, qui a les narines 
* de 'feu! he bounds from the earth, as if his intrails 
were hairs; when I beſtride him, I ſoar, I am a 
© hawk; he trots the air, the earth ſings when he 
« touches it; the baſeſt horn of his hoof is more muſical 
© than the pipe of Hermes.” 

Orl. He's of the colour of the nutmeg. 

Dau. And of the heat of the ginger. It is a beaſt for 
Perſeus: he is pure air and fire; and the dull elements 
of earth and water never appear in him, „but only in 

© patient ſtillneſs while his rider mounts him: he is, in- 
* deed, a horſe; and all other beaſts you may call jades.' 

Con. Indeed, my Lord, it is a molt abſolute and ex- 
« cellent horſe.” 

Dau. It is the prince of palfreys; his neigh is like 
the bidding of a monarch, and his countenance in- 
forces homage.” 

Orl. No more, coulin.? 

Dan. Nay, the man hath no wit, that cannot, from 
* the riſing of the lark to the lodging of the lamb, vary 
* deſerved praiſe on my palfrey; it is a theme as fluent 
* as the ſea: turn the ſands into. eloquent tongues, and 
my horſe is argument for them all; *tis a ſubject for a 
* ſovereign to reaſon on, and for a ſovereign's ſove- 
© reign to ride on; and for the world, familiar to us 
0 * and unknown, to u apart their particular functions, 

and wonder at him. I once writ a ſonnet i in his praiſe, 
c ** began thus, Wonder of nature — 

Orl. L have heard a ſonnet begin ſo to one's miſtreſs.” 

Dan. Then did they imitate that which I e 
to my courſer; for my horſe is my miſtreſs,” 

Orl. « Your miſtreſs bears well.” 

| ohne Dau. 
+ Here I ſuppoſe, ſome fooliſh 1 em of our-author's time is ridi- 


culed; which indeed partly appears from theanuſwer. Mr. Warburton. 
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Dau. Me, well; —— which is the preſcript praiſe 
and perfection of a good and particular mitt e(3.? 

Con. Methought, yeſterday your miſtreſs threwdly 
«* ſhook your back.“ 

Dau. So, perhaps, did yours.” 

Con. Mine was not bridled.” 

Dau. O then, belike, ſhe was old and gentle; and 
© you rode like a Kern of Ireland, your French hoſe off, 
and in your ſtrait trouſſers.” 

Con. Vou have good judgment in horſemanſhip.? 

Dun. Be warn'd by me then; they that ride fo, 
and ride not warily, fall into foul bogs. I had rather 
have my horſe to my miltreſs.” 

on. I had as lief have my miſtreſs a jade. 

Dau. ] tell thee, Conſtable, my miſtreſs wears her 
© own hair,” 4 : 

Con. I G could make as'true a boaſt as that, if I had 
© a ſow to my miſtreſs.“ | 

Dau. Le chien eft retournè d ſon propre womiſſement, 
* & la truie lavee au bourbier ; thou mak'ſt uſe of any 
thing.“ 

Can. Vet do I not uſe my horſe for my miſtreſs; or 
© any ſuch proverb, fo little kin to the purpoſe.” 

Ram. * My Lord Conſtable, the armour that I ſaw in 
your tent to-night, are thoſe ſtars, or ſuns upon it?? - 

Con. © Stars, my Lord.” 

Dau. Some of them will fall to-morrow, I hope. 

Con. And yet my ſky ſhall not want.“ 

Dau. That may be, for you bear many ſuperflu- 
* ouſly; and 'twere more honour ſome were away. 

Con. Ev'n as your horſe bears your praiſes, who 
6 _ trot as well were ſome of your brags diſmount- 
© ed? | 

Daz. Would I were able to load him with his de- 
* ſert.” Will it never be day? I will trot to-morrow a 
mile, and my way ſhall be paved with Engliſh faces. 

Con. I will not ſay fo, for fear I ſhou'd be fac'd out 
of my way; but I would it were morning, for I would 
fain be about the ears of the Engliſfi. | 

Ram. Who will go to hazard with me for twenty 


Engliſh priſoners? 


Vor. IV. Bb Con. 
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Con. You mult firſt go yourſelf to hazard ere you have 
them. 


Dau. *Tis midnight, I'll go arm myſelf. [ Exit, 

Orl. The Dauphin longs for morning. 

Ram, He longs to eat the Engliſh. 

Con. I think he will eat all he kills. 

Orl. © By the white hand of my Lady, he's a gallant 
« prince.? | 

Con. * Swear by her foot, that ſhe may tread out the 
© oathe? 

Orl. He is ſimply the moſt active gentleman of France. 

Con. Doing is activity, and he will ſtill be doing. 

Orl. He never did harm that I heard of. 

Con. Nor will do none to-morrow: he will keep that 
good name ſtill. 

Orl. I know him to be valiant. 


Con. I was told that by one that knows him better 
than you. 


Orl. What's he? | 
Con. Marry, he told me ſo himſelf, and he ſaid he car'd 


not who knew eit “*. 


* 


SCENE X. Enter a Meſſenger. 


PM. My Lord High Conſtable, the Engliſh lie with- 
in fifteen hundred paces of your tents. 

Con. Who hath meaſur'd the ground? 

Mefj. The Lord Grandpree. | 


Con. A valiant and molt expert gentleman, Would 
it were day! Alas, poor Harry of England! he longs 
not for the. dawning as we do, Wo, 

rl. 


© —— — who knew it. "* . | 

Orl. He needs not, it is no hidden virtue in him.” . 

Con. By my faith, Sir, but it is; never any body ſaw it, but his 
© lacquey ; 'tis a hooded valour, and when it appears, it will bate. 

Orl. Ill-will never ſaid well. 3 TOTS: 

Con. Iwill cap that proverb with, There is flattery in friendſbip. 

Orl. And | will take up that with, Give the devil bis dus. 

Cox, Well plac'd; there ſtands your friendefor the devil; have at 
the very eye of that proverb with, A pox on the devil. þ 

Orl. You are the better at proverbs, by how much a foe!'s bolt is 
/con ſhot. | 9 | 

Con. You have ſhot over. 

Orl. 'Tis not the firſt time you were over-ſhot, 

SCENE, &c. 
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Orl.. What a wretched and peeviſh fellow is this King 
of England, to mope with his fat-brain'd followers fo 
far out of his knowledge? 


Con. If the Engliſh had any apprehenſion, they would 
run away. 

Orl. That they lack; for if their heads had any in- 
tellectual armour, they could never wear fuch heavy 
head-pieces. 

Ram. That iſſand of England breeds very reliant crea- 
tures; their maſtiffs are of unmatchable courage. 

Orl. „ Foohſh curs, that run winking into the mouth 
« of a Ruſhan bear, and have their heads cruſh'd hke 
« rotten apples.” You may as well ſay, that's a valiant 
flea that dares eat his breakfaſt on the lip of a lion. 

Con, “ juſt, juſt; and the men do ſympathize with 
« the maſtiffs in robuſtious and rovgh coming on, lea- 
« ving their wits with their wives; and then give them 
great meals of beef, and, iron and fteel, they will 
« cat like wolves, and fight like devils.” 

Orl. Ay; but theſe Engliſh are ſhrewdly out of beef. 

Con. Then ſhall we find to-morrow, they have only 
ſtomachs to eat, and none to fight. Now is it time to 
arm; come, ſhall we about it? 

Orl. Tis two o'clock; but 5 me ſce) by ten, 

We ſhall have each a hundred Engliſhmen. [Exeunt. 


ACT IV. SCENE I. 
Agincourt. 


Enter Chorus. 


Chorus. Now entertain conjecture of a time, 
When creeping murmur, and the poring dark, 
Fills the wide veſſel of the univerſe+, 
« From camp to camp, through the foul womb of night, 
„The hum of either army ſtilly ſounds, 
„That the fix'd centinels almoſt receive 
Ihe ſecret whiſpers of each other's watch. 
Fire anſwers fire; and through their paly flames 
+ Each battle ſees the other's umber'd 4 face. 


29 « Steed 
+ Univerſe, for horizon. 
} Umber'd or umbred, is a term in blazonry, and ſignifies ſhadowed, 


292 KING HENRY v. Act iv. 


« Steed threatens ſteed, in high and boaſtful neighs 

« Piercing the night's dull ear; and from the tents, 

The armourers accompliſhing the knights, 

“% With buſy hammers clofing rivets up, 

« Give dreadful note of preparation. 

The country-cocks do crow, the clocks do toll: 

And, (the third hour of drowſy morning nam'd,” ) 

Proud of their nuwbers and ſecure in ſoul, 

The confident and over-luſty French 

Do the low-rated Engliſh play at dice “; 

And chide the cripple tardy-gaited Night, 

Who, like a foul and ugly witch, does limp 

So tediouſly away. The poor condemned Engliſh, 

« Like ſacrifices, by their watchful fires | 

« Sit patiently, and inly ruminate 

„Ihe morumg's danger: aud their geſture ſad, 

„% Inveſt in lauk-lean cheeks and war-worn coats, 

« Preſenteth them unto the gazing moon 

« So many horrid ghoſts. Who now beholds 

« the Royal Captain of this ruin'd band | 

« Walking from watch to watch, from tent to tent, 
« Let him ery, Praiſe and glory on his head!“ 

For forth he goes, and viſits all his hoſt, 

Bids them good morrow with a modeſt ſmile, 

And calls them brothers, friends, and countrymen. 

Upon his royal face there is no note, 

How dread an army hath inrounded him; 

Nor doth he dedicate one jot of colour 

Unto the weary and all-watched night: 

But freſhly looks and over-bears attaint, 

With chearful ſemblance and ſweet majeſty ; 

That ev'ry wretch, pining and pale before, 

Beholding him, plucks comfort from his looks. 

A largeſs univerſal, like the ſun, | 

His lib'ral eye doth give to ev'ry one, 

Thawing cold fear. Then, mean and gentle, all 

Behoid (as may unworthineſs define) 

A little touch of Harry in the night, 

And fo our ſcene mult to the battle fly: 

Where, O for pity! we ſhall much diſgrace, 

With four or five moit-vile and ragged foils, 


( Right 


. e. Do play them away at dice. 


(Right ill diſpos'd, in brawl ridiculous,) 
The name of Agincourt. Vet ſit and ſee, 
Minding true things by what their mock”ries be. [| Exit. 


SCENE II. The Engliſh camp at Agincourt. 
Enter King Henry, Bedford, and Glouceſter. 


K. Henry. Glou'ſter, *tis true that we are in great 
danger; | | 

The greater therefore ſhould our courage be. 

Good morrow, brother Bedford: God Almighty ! 

« There is ſome ſoul “ of goodneſs 1a things evil, 

« Would men obſervingly diſtil it out.“ 

For our bad neighbour makes us early ſtirrers; 

Which is both healthful, and good hutbandry. 

Beſides, they are our outward conſciences, 

And preachers to us all; admoniſhing, 

That we ſhould *dreis + us fairly for our end. 

Thus may we gather honey from the weed, 

And make a moral of the devil hinifelf.. 


Enter Erpingham.. | 
Good morrow, old Sir Thomas Erpingham :- 
A good ſoft pillow for that good white head 


Were better than a churliſh turf. of France. | | 
Erping. Not ſo, my Liege; this lodging likes me | 
Since I may ſay, Now lie I like a King. better; 


K. Henry. Tis good for men to love their preſent pain 
Upon example; ſo the ſpirit is eaſed: 
And when the mind is quicken'd, out of doubt, 
The organs, though defun& and dead before, 
Break up their drowſy grave, and newly move. 
With caſted ſlough and freſh celerity. 
Lend me thy cloak, Sir Thomas: brothers both, 
Commend me to the princes in our camp. 
Do my good morrow to them, and anon 
Deſire them all to my pavilion. 
Clou. We ſhall, my Liege. 
Erping. Shall I attend your Grace? 
K. Henry. No, my good Knight; 
= B b 3 Go 
Soul, for ſpirit. 
1 i. e. Addreſs, 
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Go with my brothers to my Lords of England. 
and my boſom mutt debate a while, 
And then I would no other company. 
£Erping. The Lord in heaven bleſs thee, noble Harry! 


LExeunt. 


K. Henry. Gods a- merey, old heart, thou ſpeak'ſt 
chearfully. 


SCENE III. Enter Piſtol. 


Pit. Qui va ld? 
K. Henry. A friend. 
Pit. Diſcuſs unto me, art thou officer, 
Or art thou baſe, common, and popular? 
K. Henry. I am a gentleman of a company. 
Piſt. Trail'ft thou the puiſſant pike ? 
K. Henry. Even ſo. What are you? 
Piſt. As good a gentleman as the Emperor. 
K. Henry. Then you are a better than the King. 
Pit. The King's a bawcock, and a heart of gold, 
A lad of life, an imp of fame, | 
na rents good, of fiſt moſt valiant. 
1 kiſs his dirty ſhoe, and from my heart- ſtring 
I love the lovely bully. What's thy name? 
XK. Henry. Harry le Roy. 


Pift. Le "Ro # a Corniſh name; art thou of Corniſh 


crew ? 
XK. Henry. No; I am a Welchman. 
Piſt. Know'ſ thou Fluellen? 
K. Henry. Yes. 
Pit. Tel him I'll knock his leck about his pate 


Upon St. David's day. 5 


K. Henry. Do not you wear your dagger in your cap 
that day, left he knock that about yours. 
Pift. Art thou his friend? 
A. Henry. And his kinſman too. 
Pift. The Figo for thee then! 
K. Henry. I thank you. God be with you. 
Piſt. My name is Piſtol calPd. [ Exit. 
K. Henry. It forts well with your Gercenchs, 
Manet K. Henry. 
Euter 


2. by 2 
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Enter Fluellen, and Gower, ſcverally. 


Gow. Captain Fluellen. 
Flu. So; in the name of Cheſhu Chrift, ſpeak fewer. 
It is the greateſt admiration in the univerſal world, when 
the true and auntient prerogatifes and laws of the wars 
is not kept. If you would take the pains but to examine 


the wars of Pompey the Great, you ſhall find, I warrant 


you, that there is no tiddle taddle, nor pibble pabble, 
in Pompey's camp. I warrant you, you ſhall find the 
ceremonies of the wars, and the cares of it, and the forms 
of it, and the ſobrieties of it, and the modeſty of it, to 
be otherwiſe. 

Gow. Why, the enemy 1s loud, you hear him all night, 
Flu. If the enemy is an aſs and a fool, and a pratin 
coxcomb, is it meet, think you, that we ſhould alſo, look 
you, be an aſs and à fool, and a prating coxcomb, in your 

own conſcience now ? 
Gow. I will ſpeak lower. | 
Flu. I pray you, and beſeech you, that you will. 
D Exeunt. 
K. Henry. Though it appear a little out of faſhion, 
There is much care and valour in this Welchman. 


SCENE IV. 


Enter three ſoldiers, Jobn Bates, Alexander Court, and 
Michael Williams. | 


Court. Brother John Bates, is not that the morning 
which breaks yonder? 


Bates. I think it be; but we have no great cauſe to . 


defire the approach of day. | 
Mill. We ſee yonder the beginning of the day; but 


think we ſhall never fee the end of it. Who goes 
there? | 4 


K. Henry. A friend. | 
Will. Under what captain ſerve you? 
K. Henry. Under Sir Thomas Erpingham,, _ 
Will. A good old commander, and a moſt kind gen- 
tleman. I pray you, what thinks he of our eſtate? 


K. Henry. 


2 2. A 4 et, __ ﬀ — a... — — 


"< 3 E. ” 
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X Henry, Even as men wreck'd upon a ſand, that 
look to be waſh'd off the next tide. 

Bates. He hath not told his thought to the King ? 

K. Henry. No; nor 1s it meet he ſhould: for though 
I ſpeak it to you, I think the King is but a man as I am, 
« "The violet ſmells to him as it doth to me; the clement 
« ſhews to him as it doth to me; all his fenſes have but 
« human conditions. His ceremonies laid by, in his na- 
& kedneſs he appears but a man; and tho? his affections 
& are higher mounted than ours, yet when they ſtoop, 
ce they ſtoop with the like wing: therefore, when he ſces 
« reaſon of fears as we do, his fears, out of doubt, be of 
« the ſame reliſh as ours are:“ yet in reaſon no man 
ſhould poſſeſs him with any appearance of fear, leſt he, 
by ſhewing it, would diſhearten his army. 

Bates. He may ſhew what outward courage he will: 
4 but I believe, as cold a night as 'tis, he could wiſh 
& himſelf in the Thames up to the neck, and ſo I would 
« he were, and I by him at all adventures, ſo we were 
&« quit here.“ 

K. Henry. By my troth, I will ſpeak my conſcience of 
the King. 1 think he would not wiſh himſelf any where 
but where he 1s. : 

Bates. Then would he were here alone; ſo ſhould he 
be ſure to be ranſomed, and many poor mens' lives ſaved. 

K. Henry. 1 dare fay, you love bim not ſo ill to wiſh 
him here alone, howſoever you ſpeak this to feel other 
mens? minds. Methinks I could not die any where ſo 
contented as in the King's company, his cauſe being juſt, 
and his quarrel honourable. 

Will. That's more than we know. 

Bates. Ay, or more than we ſhou'd feek after; for we 
know enough, if we know we are the King's ſubjects: if 
his cauſe be wrong, our obedience to the King wipes the 
crime of it out of us. þ- 

Will. But if the:cauſe be not good, the King him- 
ſelf hath a heavy reckoning to make; when all thoſe 
legs, and arms, and heads, chopp'd off in a battle, ſhall 
join together at the latter day, and cry all, We dy'd at 
ſuch a place; „ ſome ſwearing; ſome, crying for a ſur- 
« geon; ſome, upon their wives left poor behind __ 

vi 11 | e & fjome, 
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« ſome, upon the debts they owe; ſome, upon their 
« children rawly lcſt.” I am afeard there are few: die 
well, that die in battle; for how can they charitably 
diſpoſe of any thing, when blood is their argument? 
Now, if theſe men do not die well, it will be a black 
matter for the King that led them to it, whom to diſo- 
bey were againſt all proportion of ſubjection. 
K. Henry. „ So, if a fon that is ſent by his father a- 
«© bout merchandize, do fall into ſome: lewd action and 
« miſcarry, the imputation of his wickedneſs, by your 
rule, ſhould be impoſed upon his father that ſent 
% him; or if a ſervant, under his maſter's command, 
« tranſporting a ſum of money, be aſſail'd by robbers, 
« and die in many irreconciPd iniquities, you may call 
« the butineſs of the maſter the author of the ſervant's 
« damnation. But this is not ſo: the King is not bound 
« to anſwer the particular endings of his ſoldiers, the fa- 
ether of his ſon, nor the maſter of his fervant; for 
« they purpoſe not their death, when they purpoſe their 
« ſervices. Beſides, there is no King, be his cauſe ne- 
« yer ſo ſpotleſs, if it come to the arbitrement of ſwords, 
« can try it out with all unſpotted ſoldiers. Some, per- 
« adventure, have on them the guilt of premeditated 
« and contrived murder; ſome, of beguiling virgins 
« with the broken ſeals of perjury ; ſome, making the 
« wars their bulwark, that have before gored the gentle 
« boſom of peace with pillage and robbery. Now, if 
« theſe men have defeated the law, and outrun native 1 
*« puniſhment; though they can outſtrip men, they 
have no wings to fly from God. War is his beadle, 
war is his vengeance; ſo that here men are puniſhed, 
« for before breach of the King's laws, ia the King's 
* quarrel now. Where they feared the death, they 
„have borne life away; and where they would be 
« ſafe, they periſh. Then if they die unprovided, no 
* more 18 the King guilty of their damnation, than he 
was before guilty of thoſe impieties for which they 
* are now viſited. Every ſubjeR's duty is the King's, 
but every ſubject's ſoul is his own. "Therefore ſhould 
* every ſoldier in the wars do as every lick man in his 
bed, waſh every moth out of his couſcience: and 
« dying 
Civil. 


« was gained: and, in him that eſcapes, it were not fin 
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« dying fo, death is to him an advantage; or not dying, 
& the time was bleſſedly loſt, wherein ſuch preparation 


« to think, that making God fo free an offer, he let him 


© outhive that day to ſee his greatneſs, and to teach / 
© others how they ſhould prepare. Ou 
Will. Tis certain, every man that dies ill, the ill is up- Om 
on his own head; the King is not to anſwer for it. 0 h 
Bates. I do not deſire he ſhould anſwer for me, and Sub 
yet I determine to fight luſtily for him. No 
K. Henry. 1 myſelf heard the King ſay, he would not Wh 
be ranſom'd. | | na 
Will. Ay, he ſaid ſo. to make us fight chearfully ; but Tha 
when our throats are cut, he may be ranſom'd, and we Save 
ne' er the wiſer. Ar 
X. Henry. If I live to fee it, I will never truſt he W 
word after. - | of 
Will. You pay him then; that's a perilous ſhot out WI 
of an elder-gun, that a poor and private diſpleaſure can WF O 
do againſt a monarch! you may as well go about to tur: WF WI 
the ſun to ice, with fanning in his face with a peacock BF Art 
feather. You'll never truſt his word after! Come, tis: Cre 
K. Henry. Your reproof is ſomething too round. Th 
ſhould be angry with you, if the time were convenient, Wh 
Will. Let it be a quarrel between us, if you live. But 
HK. Henry. I embrace it. Anc 
Will. How ſhall I know thee again? Thi 
K. Henry. Give me any gage of thine, and I will wear Wit 
it in my bonnet: then if ever thou dar'ſt acknowledge it Will 
1 will make it my quarrel. | Can' 
Mill. Here's my-glove; give me another of thine.. Com 
K. Henry. There. hat 
Will. This will 1 alſo wear in my cap; if ever tho m 
come to me and ſay, after to-morrow, This is my glove Wh Tis 
by this hand, I will give thee a box on the ear. The 
K. Henry. If ever I live to fee it, I will challenge it. The 
Will. Thou dar'ſt as well be hang'd. 
K. Henry. Well, I will do it, though I take thee i — 
the King's company, #8. 341 2 
Will. Keep thy word: fare thee well. | bs 
Bates. Be friends, you Engliſh fools, be friends; vWF King 


han 
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have French quarrels enow, if you could tell how to 
reckon. [ Exeunt ſoldiers. 


SCENE V. Manent King Henry“. 
K. Henry. Upon the King! let us our lives, our ſouls, 


Our debts, our careful wives, our children and 
Our fins, lay on the King ; he muſt bear all, 
O hard condition, and twin- born with greatneſs, 
Subject to breath of ev'ry fool, whoſe 2 e 
No more can feel but his own wringing. 
What infinite heart -· eaſe muſt Kings neglect, 
That private men enjoy; and what have Kings, 
That private have not too, ſave ceremonyſ 
g Save gen'ral ceremony? 
= | {A what art thou, thou idol Ceremony ? 
What kind of god art thou, that ſuffer'ſt more 
. Of mortal griefs, than do thy worſhippers? 
What are thy rents? what are thy comings - in? 
O Ceremony, ſhew me but thy worth: 
What 1s thy toll, O Adoration? 
Art thou aught elſe but peace, degree, end fats 
Creating awe and fear in other men? 
Wherein thou art leſs happy, being fear'd, 
Than they in fearing. 
What drink'ſt thou oft, inſtead of homage ſweet, 
But poiſon'd flattery? O be ſick, great Greatneſs, | 
And bid thy Ceremony give thee cure. 
Think'ſt thou, the fiery fever will go out 
With titles blown from adulation ? | 
Will it give place to flexure and low bending? 


Command the health of it?“ No, thou proud dream, 
hat play'ſt ſo ſubtly with a King's repoſe. 
am a King, that find thee; and I know, 


The ſword, the mace, the crown imperial, 
The enter · tiſſued robe of gold : agd . 


— 


Ting himſelf will be a clipper. 
2 &c. 


Can'ſt thou, when thou command'ſ the beggar's knee, 


'Tis not the balm, the ſceptre, 1 l zk 


* L : 
2 « The 


ing Henry, 
Henry. Indeed, the French may lay twenty French crowns | 
one, they will beat us; for they bear them on their ſhoulders : 
it is no Engliſh treaſon to cut French — and to-morrow , 
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„The farſed titles running 'fore the King, 

The throne he fits on, nor the tide of pomp 

« That beats upon the high ſhore of this world; 
No, not all theſe thrice gorgeous ceremonies, 
Not all theſe, laid in bed majeſtical, 
Can ſeep fo ſoundly as the wretched ſlave; 

« Who, with a body fill'd, and vacant mind, 

« Gets him to reſt, cramm'd with diſtreſsful bread ; 
% Never ſees horrid night, the child of hell; 

% But, like a lacquey, from the riſe to ſet, 

„ Sweats in the eye of Phœbus; and all night 

« Sleeps in Elyſium; next day, after dawn, 

« Doth riſe, and help Hyperion to his horſe; 

&« And follows ſo the ever-running year 

«© With profitable labour to his grave: 

« And (but for ceremony) ſuch a wretch, 

« Winding up days with toil, and nights with ſleep, 
« Hath the fore-hand and 'vantage of a King.” 
The ſlave, a member of the country's peace; 
Enjoys it ; but in groſs brain little wots, 

What watch the Kin keeps to maintain the peace; 
Whoſe hours the velfint beſt advantages. 


SCENE VI. Enter Erpingham. 


Erp. My Lord, your Nobles, jealous of your abſence, 
Seek through your camp to find you. 
K. Henry. Good old Knight, 
Collect them altogether at my tent: 
I'll be before thee. | | 
Erp. 1 ſhall do't, my Lord. [ Ext. 
K. Henry. O God of battles! ſteel my ſoldiers? hearts; 
Poſſeſs them not with fear; take from them now 
The ſenſe of reck' ning: left th? oppoſed numbers 
Pluck their hearts from them. Not to-day, O Lord, 
O not to-day, think not upon the fault 
My father made in compaſſing the crown. 
I Richard's body have interred new, 
And on it have beſtow'd more contrite tears, 
Than from it iſſu'd forced drops of blood. 
Five hundred poor I have in yearly pay, 
Who twice a-day their wither'd-hands hold up 3 
£ To 


4 
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Tow'rd heav'n to pardon blood; and I have built 
Two chauntries, where the ſad and ſolemn pneſts 
Sing ſtill for Richard's foul. More will I do; 
Though all that I can do, is nothing worth, 
vince that my pemtence comes after call, 
Imploring pardon. 


Enter Glouceſter. 


Glou. My Liege. 
K. Henry. My brother Glo'fter' s voice? 
I know thy errand, 1 will go with thee : 
The day, my friends, and all things ſtay for me. 


[ Zxeun, 


SCENE VII. Changes to-the French camp. 


Enter the Dauphin, Orleans, Rambures, and Beaumont, 


Orl. The ſun doth gild our armour; up, my Lords“. 
Con. To horſe! you gallant Princes, ftrait to horſe ! 
Do but behold yon poor and ſtarved band, 
And your fair ſhew ſhall ſuck away their ſouls; 
Leaving them but the ſhales and huſks of men. 
There is not work enough for all our hands, 
Searce blood enough in all their fick ly veins 
To give each naked curtle-ax a ſtain 3 | 


Vor. IV. Ce | That 


8 up, my Lords. 

Dau, Montez Cheval: my horſe, valet, "Neko hat 
Or]. O brave ſpirit ! # I 
Das. Via - les eaux & la ferre. 

Orl. Nien puis ! Þ air & le feu... 

Dau. Ciel ! Couſin Orleans. — 


Enter Gonſtable. 

Now, my Lord Conſtable! 18 | 
Con. Hark, how our ſteeds for preſent ſervice nei 

Dau. Mount them, and * wa od in their hy 
their hot blood may ſpin in Engliſh eyes, 

And daunt them with ſuperfluous courage: ba! 


Kan. Whit, will you have them weep eur holes blood? 
How ſhall we then behold their natura] tears? 


Enter a Meſſenger 


M The Englifh are embattl'd, you French Peers 
Con. To horſe, &c. 
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That our French gallants ſhall to-day draw out, 
And ſheath for lack of ſport. Let's but blow on them, 
The vapour of our valour will o'erturn them. 
Tis poſitive *gaiuſt all exception, Lords, 

"That our ſuper fluous-lacqueys and our peaſants, 
Who in unneceſſary action ſwarm 

About our ſquares of battle, were enow 

To purge this field of ſuch a hilding foe; 
Though we, upon this mountain's baſis by, 
Took ſtand for idle ſpeculation : 

But that our honours muſt not. What's to ſay? 
A very little, little, let us do; 

And all is done. 'Then let the trumpets ſound 
"The tucket-ſonuance, and the note to mount: 
For our approach ſhall.ſfo much dare the field, 
That n ſhall couch down in fear, and yield. 


Enter Grandpree. 


Grand Why do you ſtay ſo long, my Lords of France? 
Von iſland-carrions, deſp' rate of their bones, 
« Ill favour'dly become the morning- field: 
Their ragged curtains poorly are let looſe, . 
And our air ſhakes them paſſing ſcornfully. 
Big Mars ſeems bankrupt in their beggar'd hoſt, 
And faintly through a ruſty beaver peeps. 

£ 'The horſemen fit like fixed candleſticks, 
With torch-ſtaves in their hand; and their poor jades 
Lob down their heads, dropping the hide and hips :? 
The gum-down roping from their pale dead eyes; 
And in their pale dull mouths the jymold bitt 
« Lies foul with chaw'd graſs, ſtill and motionleſs:“ 
And their executors, the knaviſh.crows, | 
Fly o'er them, all impatient for their hour, 
Deſcription cannot ſuit itſelf in words, 
To 3 the life of ſuch a battle, n 

In life ſo lifeleſs às it ſhews itfelt. 

Con. They“ 8 ſaid their Prayers, and they wel for 
d AS nt an, 
Dau. Shall we go tend chem dinners and freſh E 

And give their faſting horſes eh 24 

And, . fight with them? 


Con, I wk but for my guard: on, to the field: 


3 Ad . 1 


kh ke) .Y od a. 


Sc. 8. KING HENRY v. 303 


I will the banner from a trumpet take, 
And uſe it for my haſte. Come, come, away! 
The ſun is high, and we outwear the day. [ Exeunt. 


SCENE VIIL The Engl camp. 


Enter Gloucefter, Bedford, Exeter, E rpingham, with all the 
hoſt ; - Saliſbury, and Weſtmoreland. 

Glou. Where is the King ? 

Bed. The King himſelf is rode to view their battle. 

Weſt. Of aghting men they have full threeſcore thou- 

and. 

Exe. There's five to one; beſides, they all are freſh. 

Sal. God's arm ſtrike with us, *tis a fearful odds! 

God be wi' you, Princes all; I'll to my charge. 

If we no more meet till we meet in heav'n, 

Then joyfully, my Noble Lord of Bedford. 
My dear Lord.Glo'fter, and my good-Lord Exeter, 
And my kind kinſman, warriors all, adieu! 

Bed. — good Saliſbury, and. good luck go withe 

thee!' 

Exe. [to Sal.] Farewell, Kind Lord; fight valiantly 
And yet I do thee wrong to mind thee of it, {to yy 
For thou art fram'd of the firm truth of valour. 

[Exit 825 

Bed. He is as full of valour as of kindneſs; | 

Princely in both. 


Enter King Henry. 


Weſt. O that we now had here 

But one ten thouſand of thoſe men in England; 
That do no work to-day ! | 

K. Henry. What's he that wiſhes ſo? 
My coufin Weſtmoreland? No, my fair couſin, 
If we are mark' d to die, we are enow 
To do our country loſs; and if to live, 
The fewer men, the greater ſhare of honour. 
God's will! I'pray thee wiſh not one man more. 
By Jove, I am not covetous of gold. 
Nor care I who doth feed upon my coſt; 
It yerns me not if men 5 garments wear; 

w 


Such outward things d 7 * my delires; 15 
ut 
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That our French gallants ſhall to-day draw out, 
And ſheath for lack of ſport. Let's but blow on them, 
The vapour of;our valour will o'erturn them. 
"Tis poſitive *gaiuſt all exception, Lords, 

That our ſuperfluous lacqueys and our peaſants, 
Who in unneceſſary action ſwarm 

About our ſquares of battle, were enow 

To purge this field of ſuch a hilding foe; 
Though we, upon this mountain's baſis by, 
Took ſtand for idle ſpeculation: 

But that our honours muſt not. What's to ſay? 
A very little, little, let us do; 

And all is done. Then let the trumpets ſound 
The tucket-ſonuance, and the note to mount: 
For our approach ſhall ſo much dare the field, 
That N ae ſhall couch down in fear, and yield. 


Enter Grandpree. 


Gnas Why do you ſtay ſo long, my Lords of France? 
© Yon iſland-carrions, deſp*'rate of their bones, 
Ill favour'dly become the mortiing-field : 

Their ragged curtains poorly are let looſe, 
And our air ſhakes them paſſing ſcorntully. 
Big Mars ſeems bankrupt in their beggar'd hoſt, 
And faintly through a ruſty beaver peeps. 

£ 'The horſemen fit like fixed candleſticks, |; 
With torch-ſtaves in their hand; and their poor jades 
Lob down their heads, dropping the hide and hips :? 
The gum down roping from their pale dead eyes; 

« And in their pale dull mouths the jy mold bitt 

« Lies foul with chaw'd graſs, ſtill and motionleſs:“ 
And their executors, the knaviſh crows, | 

Fly o'er them, all impatient for their hour, 
Deſcription cannot ſuit itſelf in words, 

'To demonſtrate the life of ſuch a battle, 8 

In life ſo lifeleſs as it ſhews itfelf. * 


Con. They” ng ſaid their Prayers, and they ay. for 
d 


monies Arie nt 000067) ©) 

Dau. Shall we: 1 dinners and freſh ſuits, - 
And give their faſting horſes er 1 27 42 
And, after, fight with them? . 


Con, I [ Ray b but for my guard: : cn, te the field An. 
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JL will the banner from a trumpet take, 
And uſe it for my haſte. Come, come, away! 
The ſun is high, and we outwear the day. [Exeunt. 


SCENE VIII. The Engliſh camp. 


Enter Gloucefter, Bedford, Exeter, Erpingham, with all the 
hoſt ; - Saliſbury, and Weſtmoreland. 
Glou. Where is the King? | W 
Bed. The King himſelf is rode to view their battle. 
Weſt. Of fighting men they have full threeſcore thous 
ſand. 
Exe. There's five to one; beſides, they all are freſh. 
Sal. God's arm ſtrike with us, *tis a fearful odds! 
God be wi' you, Princes all; I'll to my charge. 
If we no more meet till we meet in heav*n, 
Then joyfully, my Noble Lord of Bedford, 
My dear Lord. Glo'fter, and my good Lord Exeter, 
And my kind kinſman, warriors all, adieu! : 
Bed. nn”. good Saliſbury, and. good luck go with 
Exe. [to Sal.] Farewell, kind Lord; fight valiantly 
And yet I do thee wrong to mind thee of it, [to day: 
For thou art fram'd of the firm, truth of valour. Tr 


Bed. He is as full of valour as of kindneſs; +» 
Princely in both. 1 
Enter King Henry. 


Wefl. O that we now had here | b; 1 
But one ten thouſand of thoſe men in England, 
That do no work to-day ! | 

K. Henry. What's he that wiſhes ſo? | 
My coufin Weſtmoreland? No, my fair couſin, 
If we are mark'd to die, we are enow | 
To do our country loſs; and if to live, 
The fewer men, the greater ſhare of honour. 
God's will! I'pray thee wiſh not one man more. 
By Jove, I am not covetous of gold! 

Nor care I who doth feed upon my coſt; 
It yerns me not if men'm garments wear; 


Such outward things dwell not in my delires; | _ 
Cc3 =: Wo 
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But if it be a ſin to covet honour, 

I am the moſt offending ſoul alive. | 

No, *faith, my Lord, wiſh not a man from England: 
God's peace, I would not loſe ſo great an honour, 
As one man more, methinks, would ſhare from me, 
For the beſt hopes I have. Don't wiſh one more: 
Rather proclaim it (Weſtmoreland) through my hoſt, 
That he which hath no ſtomach to this fight, 

Let him depart ; his paſſport ſhall be made, 

And crowns for convoy put into his purſe : 

We would not die in that man's company, 

That fears his fellowſhip to die with us. 

This day is call'd the feaſt of Criſpian : 

He that outhves this day, and comes ſafe home, 

Will ſtand a tip-toe when this day is nam'd, 

And rouſe him at the name of Criſpian : 

« He that outlives this day, and fees old age, 

« Will yearly on the vigil feaſt his neighbours, 

„ And ſay, To-morrow is Saint Criſpian: 

Then will he ſtrip his ſleeve, and ſhew his ſcars. 

« Old men forget ; yet ſhall not all forget, 

« But they'll remember, with advantages, 

„What feats they did that day. Then ſhall our names, 
„ Familiar to their mouth as houſehold-words, 
Harry the King, Bedford, and Exeter, 
Warwick and Talbot, Saliſbury and Glo'fter, 

« Be in their flowing cups freſhly remember*d.”? 
This ſtory ſhall the good man teach his fon : 

And Criſpin Criſpian ſhall ne'er go by, 

From this day to the ending of the world, 

But we in it ſhall be remembered ; 

We few, we happy few, we band of brothers : 

For he to-day that ſheds his blood with me, 

Shall be my brother ; be he ne'er ſo vile, 

This day ſhall gentle his condition. 

And gentlemen in England, now a-bed, 

Shall think themſelves accurs'd they were not here; 
And hold their manhoods cheap, while any ſpeaks, 
That fovght with us upon St. Criſpians day. 


Enter Salifbury. 


Sal. My Sov reign Lord, beſtow yourſelf with ſpeed: 
1 
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The French are hravely in their battles ſet, 
And will with all expedierce charge on us. 
HA. Henry. All things are ready, if our minds be ſo. 
Weſt. Periſh the man whoſe-mind is backward now! 
K. Henry. Thou doſt not with more help from Eng- 
land, coulſin? 
IWeft. God's will, my Liege, would you and I alone 
Without more help could fight this royal battle! 
K. Henry. Why, now thou haſt unwiſh'd five thouſand 
Which likes me better than to wiſh us one. (men: 
You know your places: God be with you all! 


SCENE. IX. A tucket ſounds. Enter Mountjoy. 


Mount. Once. more. I come to know of thee, King 


If for thy ranſom thou wilt now compound, [Harry, 
Before thy moſt aſſured overthrow :. | 
For certainly thou art fo near the gulph, 

Thou needs muſt be inglutted. Thus, in mercy; , 

The Conſtable defires thee, thou wilt mind 

Thy followers of repentance; that their fouls. 

May make a peaceful and a ſweet retire 


From off theſe fields; where, wretches, their poor bodies: 


Mult lie and feſter. | 
K. Henry. Who hath ſent thee now? 
Mount.. The, Conſtable of France. 
K. Henry. I pray thee, bear my former anſwer back. 
Bid them atchieve me, and then ſell my bones. 
Good God! why ſhould they mock poor fellows thus? 
The man that once did ſell the lion's ſkin 
While the beaſt liv'd, was kill'd with hunting him. 
And many of our bodies ſhall, no doubt, 
Find native graves; upon the which, I truſt, 
Shall witneſs live in braſs of this.day*s work; 
And thoſe that leave their yaliant bones in France, 
Dying like men, though buried in your dunghills, 
They ſhall be fam'd ; for there the ſun ſhall greet them, 
And draw their honours reeking up to heav'n; 
Leaving their earthly parts to c ith your clime, 
The ſmell whereof ſhall breed a plague in Frauce *. 


Mark then a bounding valour in our Engliſk'; 


_ That 


Geg...... Let 
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Let me ſpeak proudly; tell the Conſtable, 


We are but warriors for the working day. 
Our gayneſs, and our gilt, are all be- ſmiich'd 
With rainy marclung in the painful field. 
There's not a piece of feather in our hoſt ; 
(Good argument, I hope, we will not fly:) 
And time hath worn us into ſlovenry. 
But, by the maſs, our hearts are in the trim: 
And my poor ſoldiers tell me, yet ere night 
They*l be in freſher robes; for they will pluck 
The gay new coats o'er the French foldiers* heads, 
And turn them out of ſervice. If they do, 
(As, if God pleaſe, tliey fhall,) my ranſom then 
Will ſoon be levy'd. Herald, ſave thy labour. 
Come thou no more for-ranſom, gentle herald : 
They ſhall, have none, I ſwear, but theſe my joints; 
Which if they bave as [ will leave em them, 
Shall yield them little ; tell the Conſtable. 

Mount. I ſhall, King Harry: and fo fare thee well. 


Thou never ſhalt; hear herald any more. Exit. 
K. Henry. I fear thou'lt once more come again for 
ranſom. 
Enter York. 
York. My Lord, moſt humbly on my knee I be 
The leading of the vaward. 8 
K. Henry. Take it, brave Vork; now, ſoldiers, march 


away. 
And. bow: thou pleaſeſl, God, diſpoſe the day! 
[Exeunt. 


SCENE X. The ali of battle.. 


Alarm, Excurfrons, Enter Piſtol, French ſoldier, and Boy, 


Pi. Yield, eur. 


Fr. Sol. Je penſe, gur wour efttr It gentilhomme de bom: 


| OM Fil. 
That being dead, like to the Vella gags . . 
Breaks out into a ſecond courſe of miſchief; — 
Killing in relapſe of mortality, rtr. 
Let me ſpeak proudly, &c. 
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Pift. Quality, cality—conſture me, art thou a gentle- 
_ what is thy name? diſcuſs. 

Fr. Sol. O Seigneur Dieu! 

Pi. O Signieur Dewe ſhould be a gentleman : 
Perpend my words, O Signieur Dewe, and mark; 
O Signicur Dewe, thou dieſt on point of fox, 
Except, O Signicur, thou do give to me 
Egregious ranſom. 

Fr. Sol. O, prennez. miſericorde, ayes. pitie de ney. 

Pi. Moy ſhall not ſerve; I will have forty moys; os 
I will fetch thy ranſom out of thy throat, in drops of 
crimſon blood. 

Fr. Sol. Eſt. il impeſfible d*eſchapper te force de ton bras ? 

Pift Braſs, cur? 
Twu damned and luxurious mountain-goat, offer'ſt me 

braſs? 

Fr. Sol. O pardonnez may. 

Pift. Zay'ſt thou me ſo? is that a ton of moys? 
Come hither, boy; aſk me chis ſlave in French, 
What is his name? 

Boy. Ejtoutez, comment efles vous appelle ? 

Fr. Sol. Monſieur le 7 | * 

Boy. He ſays his name is Mr. Fer. 

Pit. Mr. Fer! I'll fer him, and ferk him, and ferret 
him: diſcuſs the fame in French unto. him. 

Boy. I do not know the French. for fer, and ferret, 
and ferk. 

Pift. Bid him prepare, for I will cut his throat. 

Fr. Sol. Que dit. il, Monſieur ? 

Boy. II me, commande de wous. dire que Tous Vous ſenieꝝ 
pref car ca folddat icy off Hiſpoſs tour 3 cetre Beure de touper 

re gorge. 

Pip. Owy, euppefle gorge, parmafoy, peſant, nnleſs 


thou give me crowns, brave crowns: or mangled ſhalt 
n—_ 8 Wor aan 
7. Sol.” O, je vous ſupplie pour Pamour ieu, me par- 
—_— je eee de bonne maiſon, gardes ma vis, 
8 vous danneray deux cents. eſeay. 
Wut ure his words? | 
5 = proſe ny to ſave Bis life, he b. u Fl Ewe 
a good houſe, ab r his in he u two 
hundred crowhs, a 0 * * 
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Pifl. Tell him my fury ſhall abate, and I the crowng 
will take. 

Fr. Sol. Petit Monſieur, que dit-il? 

Boy. Encore qu'il g contre ſon jurement de pardonner au- 
cun priſannier, neantmoins pour les eſcus que vous Paves, pro- 
meltes, il eft content de vous donner la liberté Ie franchiſement, 

Fr. Sol. Sur mes genoux je Vous donne mille remerciemens, 
& je me ęſtime heureux qui je ſuis tom & entre les mains Pun 
Chevalier, je p.nſe, le plus brave, valiant, & tres- eftims 
Seigneur d' Angletere. | 
Pit. Expound unto me, boy. 

Boy. He gives you upon his knees a thoufand thanks, 
and * bimſelf happy that he hath fall'n into the 
hands of one, as he thinks, the moſt brave, valorous, and 
thrice-worthy Signicur of England. | 

Pit. As I ſuck blood, I will ſome merey ſhew. 
Follow me, cur. 

Boy. Sui ver le grand capitain. [Ex. Pit. and Fr. Sol. 
I did never know fo full a voice iſſue from fo empty a 
heart; but the ſaying is true, The empty veſſel makes the 
greate W ſound. Bardolph and Nym had ten times more 
valour than thus roaring devil i? th? old play; every one 
may pare his nails with. a wooden da agger yet they are 
both hang'd; and ſo would this be, if he durſt ſteal any 
thing advent'rouſſy. I mult ſtay with the lacqueys, with 
the luggage of our camp; the French might have a good 

rey of us, if he Knew: of 1 it; for there is none to. guard it 
dur boys. * 


| SCENE xl. Another part the All of hank 


Enter Conſtable, Orleans, Bourbon, Au and Rambures 


Con. O diable! 

Orl. O Seigneur] le jour eft perdu, tout oft perdi. 

Dau. Mort de ma vie! all is GA all! 
Reproach and everlaſting ſhame 


Sits mocking in our plumes. [4 * alarm, 
f miſchante fortune. do not run away. 
Con. Why, all our ranks are broke. 


Das 0 perdurable ſame! let's ſtab dates 7 
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Be theſe the wretehes that we play'd at dice fur? 
Orl. Is this the King we ſent to for his ranſom? 
Bour. Shame, and eternal ſhame, nothing but ſhame! 

Let us die, inſtant :—once more back again; 

The man that will not follow Bourbon now, 

Let him go hence, and with his cap in hand 

Like a baſe pander hold the chamber-door, 

Whilſt by a ſlave, no gentler than a dog, 

His faireſt daughter is contaminated. , A 
Con. Diſorder that hath ſpoil'd us, friend us now! - 

Let us on heaps go offer up our lives. . 
Orl. We are enow, yet living in the field, 

To ſmother up the Engliſh in our throngs; 

If any order might be thought upon. : 
Bour. The devil take order now! Ill to the throng; . 

Let life be ſhort, elſe ſhame will be too long. [| Exeunt. 


SCENE XII. 
Aurum. Enter the King and his train, with priſoners. 
K. Henry. Well have we done, thrice-valant coun- 


trymen; : | * 
But all's not Gone; the French yet keep the field. © 
Exe, N e of York commends him to your Ma- 
Y- 1 
K. e Lives he, good uncle? thrice within this hour 
I ſaw him down; thrice up again, and fighting: ö 
From helmet to the ſpur all bleeding o' er. * 
Exe. In which array, brave ſoldier doth he lie, 
Larding the plain; and by his bloody ſide 
FLING to his honour-owing wounds) 
Ihe noble Earl of Suffolk alſo hes. 
Suffolk firſt dy'd; and York, all haggled over, 
Comes to him where in gore he lay inſteep'd, 
And takes him by the beard; kiſſes the gaſhes, 
That bloodily did yawn upon his face, 
And cries aloud, Tarry, my couſin Suffolk, 
My ſoul ſhall thine keep company to heav'n,; 
Carry, ſweet ſoul, for mine, then fly a-breaſt 3 
As in this glorious and well-foughten field 
We kept together in our chivalry. 


o 
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Upon theſe words I came, and cheer'd him up: 
He ſmil'd me in the face, gave me his hand, 
And, with a feeble gripe, fore, Dear my Lord, 
Commend my ſervice to my Sovereign; 
So did he turn, and over Suffolk's neck 
He threw his woundedarm, and kiſs'd his lips; 
And ſo eſpoug'd to death, with blood he ſeal'd 
A teſtament of noble-ending love. 
The pretty and ſweet manner of it forc'd 
Thoſe waters from me which I would have ſtopp'd; 
But I had not ſo mueh of man in me, - 
But all my mother came into mine eyes, 
And gave me up to teare. 
A. Henry. I blame you not; 
For, hearing this, 1 muſt perforce compound 
With miſtful eyes, or they will iſſue too. [Alarum. 
But, hark, what new alarum is this ſame ? 
The French have reinfore'd their ſcatter'd men: 
Then every ſoldier kill his priſoners, 
Give the word through. | [ Exeunt. 


Alarms continued; after which enter Fluellen and Gower.. 
- Flu. Kill the poys and the luggage! tis ly 
againſt the law of arms; 'tis as arrant a pieee of knave- 
ry, mark you now, as can be deſired in your conſcience 
now; 18 it not? | 

Gow. *Tis certain, there's not a boy left alive; and the 
cowardly. raſcals that ran away from the battle, ha' done 
this ſlaughter: beſides, they have burn'd or carried away 
all that was in the King's tent; wherefore the King moſt 
worthily has caus'd 'ev'ry ſoldier to cut his priſoner's 
throat. O. tis a gallant King! 

Flu. 1, he was born at Monmouth, Captain Gower ; 
what call you the town's name where Alexander the Pig 
was born? . | | 

Gow. Alexander the Great. 

Flu. Why, I pray you, is not pig, great? the pig, or 
the great, or the mighty, or the huge, or the magnant- 
mous, are all one reckonings, ſave the phraſe is a little va- 


ria tions. | 
1 a Gow: 
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Gow. IL think Alexander the Great was born in Ma- 
cedon; his father was called Philips of Macedon, as I 
take it. i of ? 

Flu. I think, it is in Macedon where Alctander is 
porn: I tell you, Captain, if you look in the maps of 
the orld, I warrant that you fall find, in the compa- 
riſons between Macedon and, Monmouth, that the ſitua- 
ſions, look you, is both alike. There 18 a river in 
Macedon, there 1s alſo moreover a river in Monmouth: 
it is call'd Wye at Monmouth, but it is out of my prains 
what is the name of the other river; but it is all one, 
'tis as like as my fingers to my fingers, and there is ſal- 
mons in both. If you mark Alexander's life well, 
Harry of Monmouth's life is come after it indifferent 
well; for there is figures in all things. Alexander, God 
knows and you know, in his rages, and his furies, and 
his wraths, and his cholers, and his moods, and his 
diſpleaſures, and his indignations; and alſo being a little 
intoxicates in his prains, did in his ales and his angers, 
look you, kill bis peſt friend Clytus. 

Gow. Our King is not like him in chat, he never 
kill'd any of his friends. 

Flu. It is not well done, mark you now, to take the 
tales out of my mouth, ere it is made and finiſh'd. I 
ſpeak but in figures, and compariſons of it; as Alex- 
ander kill'd his friend Clytus, being in his ales and his 
cups; ſo alſo Harry Monmouth, being in his right wits 
and his good judgments, turu'd away the fat Knight with 
the great bell 11 he was full of jeſts and gyPes, 
and knaveries, and mocks: I have forgot his name. 

Gow, Sir John Falſtaff. 


Flu. That is he: I tell you, thre i yod men pork 
at Monmouth. 


| Gow, Here comes His Majeſty. 
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If they will with us, bid them come down, 1 
Or void the field; they do offend our ſight. a 
If they'll do nekher, we will come to them; 
And make them ſker away, as ſwift as ſtones 
Inforced from the old Aſſyrian ſlings: 

Beſides, we'll cut the throats of thoſe we have; 
And not a man of them that we ſhall take, 
Shall taſte our mercy. Go and tell them ſo. 


Euter Mountjoy. 


Exe. Here comes the herald of the French, my Liege. 
Glou. His eyes are humbler than they us'd to be. 
K. Henry. How now, what means their herald? 
| know'ſt theu not, 
That I have fin'd theſe bones of mine for ranſuom? 
Com'ſt thou again for ranſom? 
Mount. No, great King: 
I come to thee Gr charitable licence, | 
That we may wander &er this bloody field, 
To book our dead, and then to bury them: 
To fort our nobles from our common men; 
For many of our princes (woe, the while!) 
Lie drown'd, and ſoak'd in mercenary blood: 
Bo do our vulgar drench their peaſant-limbs 
In blood of princes; while their wounded fteeds 
Fret fetlock deep in gore, and with wild rage 
Yerk out their armed heels at their dead maſters, - 
Killing them twice. O, give us leave, great King, 
To view the field in ſafety, and _—_ 
Of their dead bodies. 3 
K. Henry. I tell thee truly, herald, 
I know not if the day be ours or n; 
For yet a many of your horſemen bee, 
And gallop o'er the fiel & 885 
Mount. The day is yours. _ 
K. Henry. Praiſed 15 God, und not our ſtrength, for 
N is this caſtle n that Sn _ hk (it! 


n e call we this this the fe ids knee, 
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Prince of Wales, as I have read in the chronicles, fought 
u molt prave pattle here in France. „un 

K. Henry, They did, Fluellen. 0 | 

Flu. Your Majeſty ſays very true; if your Majeſties i“ 
remember'd of it, the Welchmen did good ſervice in a 
garden where lecks did grow, wearing leeks in their Mon- 
mouth caps, which your Majeſty knows to this hour is 
an honourable padge of the ſervice; and I do believe 
vour Majeſty takes no ſcorn to wear the leek upon St. 
Lavic's day. 

K. Henry. I wear it for a memorable honour; 

For I am Welch, you know, good countryman. 

Flu. All the water in Wye cannot waſh your Majeſty's 
Welch-plood out of your pody, | can tell you that; God 
pleſs and preſerve it, as long as it pleaſes his Grace and 
his Majeſty too. 

K. Henry. Thanks, good my countryman. 

Flu. By Cheſhu, I am your Majeſty's country man, I 
care not who know it: I will confeſs it to all the orld; I 
need not to be aſhamed of your Majeſty, praiſed be God, 
ſo long as your Majeſty is an honeſt man. 

A. Henry. God keep me fo! 


Enter Williams. 
Our heralds go with him: 
[Extunt Heralds, with Mountjoy. 
Brivg me juſt notice of the numbers dead 
On both our parts. Call yonder fellow hither, 


SCENE XV. 


Exe. Soldier, you muſt come to the King, 
K. Henry. Soldier, why wear'ft thou that glove in thy 
> 


cap? 

Will. An't pleaſe your Majeſty, tis the of one 
that. I ſhould fight withal, i he be alive. 9255 

K. Henry. An Engliſhman? | 


Will. An't pleaſe your Majeſty, a raſcal that ſwagger'd 
with me laſt night; who, if alive, and if ever he dare to 
challenge this glove, I have ſworn to take him a box o 
th' ear; or if I can fee my. glove in his cap, which he 
iwore ns he was a ſoldier he would wear, (if alive) I will 
ſtrike it out ſoundly, 


Vor. IV. Dd K. Henry, 
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K. Henry. What think you, Captain Fluellen, is i 
this ſoldier keep his oath ? e 7 

Flu. He is a craven and a villain elſe, an't pleaſe your 
Majeſty, in my conſcience. 

K. Henry. It may be, his enemy is a gentleman of great 
fort, quite from the anſwer of his degree. 

Flu. Though he be as good a gentleman as the tevil 
13, as Lucifer and Belzebub himſelf 
your Grace, that he keep his vow and his oath: if he be 
perjur*d, ſee you now, his reputation is as arrant a villain 
and a jackfawce, as ever his black ſhoe trod upon God's 
ground and his earth, in my conſcience law. 

H. Henry. Then keep thy vow, ſirrah, when thou 
meet?ſt the fellow. | 

Will. So I will, my Liege, as I'lve. < 

K. Henry. Who rv thou under? 

Mill. Under Captain Gower, my Liege. 

Flu. Gower is a good Captain, and is good knowledy: 
and literature in the wars. 

K. Henry. Call him hither to me, ſoldier. 

Will. 1 will, my Liege. | [ Exit. 

K. Henry. Here, Fluellen, wear thou this favour for 
me, and ftick it in thy cap. When Alanſon and myſclt 
were down together, 1 pluck'd this glove from his helm; 
if any man challenge this, he is a friend to Alanſon, and 
an enemy to our perſon; if thou encounter any ſuch, ap- 
prehend him if thou doſt love me. 


Flu. Your Grace does me as great honours as can be 


defir'd in the hearts of his ſubjeQs. I would fain ſee the 
man that has but two legs that ſhall find himſelf aggriev'd 
at this glove; that is all: but I would fain ſee it once, 
an' pleaſe God of his grace that I might fee. 
K. Henry. Know'ſt thou Gower? © 
Flu. He is my dear friend, an' pleaſe you. 
K. Henry. Pray thee go ſeek him, and bring him to 
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my tent. Bob WARS: 
Flu. I will fetch him. My © 0<34% T 9 <\ [Exit 
i Mt Boot FR Heers” --: | 0" Lanes! 
Follow Fluellen cloſely-at the heels. . 
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The glove which. I have given him for a favour, 

May, haply, purchaſe him a box o' th' ear. 

It is the ſoldier's; I by bargain ſhould 

Wear it myſef. Follow, good couſin Warwick: 

If that the ſoldier ſtrike bid. as I judge 

By his blunt bearing he will keep his word, 

Some ſudden miſchief may ariſe of it: 

For I do know Fluellen valiant, 

And, touch'd with choler, hot as gun- powder; 

And quickly he'll return an injury 

Follow; and fee there be no harm between them. | 
Come you with. me, uncle of Exeter. [ Exeunt. 


SCENE. XVI.. Before King Heniy's pavilion. 
Enter Gower and Williams, | 
Ne I warrant it is to knight you, Captain. 


Enter Fluellen. . 


Flu. God's will and his pleaſure, Captain, I peſcech 
vou now come-apace to the King: there is more g 
toward you, peradventure, than is in your NP to 
dream of. 


Will. Sir, know e ove?” ghetto? 


Flu. Know the glove? I "ad the glove i is a glove. 
Will. 1 nn and thus : ehallenge it. 
. [Strikes him: 

Flu. Sblud, an arrant traitor as any's in the univerſal 
orld, in France or in England. | 

Gow, How now, Sir? you villain! 

Will. Do you think I'll be forſworn? 7 

Flu. Stand away, Captain Gower, I will give treaſon 
his payment into plows, I warrant you. 

Will. Lam no traitor. | l 

Flu. That's a lie in thy throat. I charge you in his 


Majeſty's name ö him, he's a friend of the Duke 


of Alanſon' 8 


Enter Warwick and Glouceſter. 


War. How now, how now, what's the matter? 
Flu. My Lord of Warwick, here is, praiſed be God 
for it, a moſt contagious treaſon come to light, look 


| D 2 you,, 
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you, as you ſhall deſire in a ſummer's day. Here i; 
his Majeſty 


Enter King Heury, and Exeter. 


X. Henry. How now, what's the matter? 

Flu. My Liege, here is a villain and a traitor, that, 
look your Grace, has ſtruck the glove which your Ma- 
jeſty is take out of the helmet of Alanſon. 

Wil. My Liege, this was my glove, here is the fel. 
low of it; and he that I gave it to in change, promis'd 
to wear it in his cap. I promis'd to ftrike him, if he 
did. I met this man with my glove in his cap, and [ 
have been as good as my word. 

Flu. Your Majelly hear now, ſaving your Majeſty's 
manhood, what an arrant, raſcally, peggarly, lowly 
knave it is. I hope your Majeſty is pear me teſtimonies, 
and witneſſes, and avouchments, that this is the glove 
of Alanſon that your Majeſty is give me, in your con- 
ſcience now, | 

A. Henry. Give me thy glove, ſoldier; look, here is 
the fellow of it: 'twas me, indeed, thou promiſedit 
to ſtrike, and thou haſt given me molt bitter terms. 

Flu. An' pleaſe your Majeſty, let his neck. anſwer for 
it, if there is any martial law in the orld. 

K. Henry. How canſt thou male me ſatiafaction? 

Will. All offences, my Lord, come from the heart; 
never came any from mine that might offend your Ma- 
jeſty. | 
K Henry. It was ourſelf thou didſt ahuſe. 

Will. Your Majeſty came not like yourſelf; yau ap- 
pear'd to me but as a common man; witneſs the night, 
your garments, your lowlineſs: and what your High- 
neſs ſufler'd under that ſhape, 1 beſeech you take it for 
your fault, and not. mine; for had you been as I took 

u for, I made no offence: therefore I beſcech your 

ighnefs, pardon me. : | 

K. Fleury. Here, uncle Exeter, fill this glove with 


And give it to this fellow. Keep it, fellow; {[crown:, 


And wear it for an honour in thy cap, 

Till I do challenge it. Give him the erowns ;- 

And, Captain, you muſt needs be friends with him, 
Fla. By this day aud this light, the fellow has mettl: 


enough. 
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enough in his pelly ; hold, there is twelve pence for you ; 
and I pray you to ſerve God, and keep you out of prawls 
and prabbles, and quarrels and diſſenſions, and, I war- 
rant you, it is the petter for you. 

Vill. I will none of your money. 

Flu. It is with a good will. I can tell you, it will 
ſerve you to mend your ſhoesz come, wherefore ſhould 
you be ſo paſhful? your ſhoes is not ſo good; ?tis a good 
filling, I-warrant you, or I. will change it. 


SCENE XVII. Enter Herald. 


R. Henry. Now, herald, are the dead number'd? 
Her. Here is the number of the ſlaughter'd French.“ 
K. Henry. What priſoners of good ſort are taken, 
uncle? 
Exe. * Charles Duke of Orleans, nephew to the King; 
John Duke of Bourbon, and Lord Bouchiqualt; 
Of other lords, and barons, knights, and *ſquires, 
Full fifteen hundred, beſides common men. | 
K. Henry. This. note. dotly tell me of ten thouſand ' 
Slain in the field; of princes in this number, [French 
And nobles bearing banners, there lie dead 
One hundred twenty-ſix; added to theſe, . 
Of knights, ęſquires, and gallant gentlemen, , 
Eight thouſand and four hundred; of the which, 
Five hundred.were but yeſterday dubb'd knights: 
So that in theſe ten thouſand they have loſt, 
There are but ſixteen hundred mercenaties. 
The reſt are princes, barons, lords, knights, ſquires, 
And gentlemen of blood and quality, | 
The names of thoſe their nobles that lie dead, 
Charles Delabreth, High Conſtable of France; 
Jaques of Chatilion, Admiral of France; a 
The Maſter of the Croſs-bows, Lord Rambures; | 
Great Maſter of France; the brave Sir Guichard Dauphin; 
John Duke of Alanſon; Anthony Duke of Brabant, 
The. brother to the Duke of Burgundy ; ES 
And Edward Duke of Bar: of luſty Earls, 
Grandpree and Rouſſie, Faulconbridge and Foyes, © 
Beaumont and Marle, Vaudemont and Leſtrale... 
Here was a royal fellowſhip of death! 1 
IThis liſt is copied from Hall. Mr. Pope. 
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Where is the number of our Engliſh dead? 
Exe. Edward the Duke of York, the Earl of Suffolk, 
Sir Richard Ketlev, Davy Gam Eſquire; 
None elſe of name; and of.all other men, 
But five and twenty. 
K. Henry. O God, thy arm was here! 
And not to us, but to thy arm alone, 
Alcribe we all: When, without ſtratagem, 
But in plain ſhock, and ev'n play of battle, 
Was ever known fo great, and little loſs, 
On one part, and on th' other? Take it, God, 
For it is only thine: 
£Exe. Tis wonderful! 
K. Henry. Come, go we in proceſſion to the village: 
And be it death proclaimed through our hoſt, 
Fo boaſt of this, or take that praiſe from God, 
Which is his only, 
Flu. Is it not lawful, ar' pleaſe your Majeſty, to tel! 
how many is kill'd? | 
K. Henry. Yes, Captain, but with this acknowlege- 
That God fought for us. (ment, 
Flu. Yes, my conſcience, he did us great good. 
K. Henry. Do we all holy rites“; 
Let there be ſung Non nobis, and Te Deum: 
The dead with charity inclos'd in clay; 
And then to Calais, and to England then; 
Where ne'er from France arriv'd more happy men. 


[Exeunt. 
ACT V. SCENE I. 


Enter Chorus. 


Chorus. V  OUCHSAFE to thgſe that have not | 


read the ſtory, 
That I may prompt them; and to ſuch as have, 
I humbly pray them to admit th? excuſe 
Of time, of numbers, and due courſe of things; 
Which cannot in their huge and proper life 
Be here preſented. Now we bear the King 
Tow'rd 
* The King (ſay the chroniclers) cauſed; the pſalm, Zz exitu 1/- 
yael de Egypto, (in which, according to the vulgate is included the 
— Non nadis, Pomige, Cc.) to be ſung aſter the victory. Mr. 
ope. 1 


2 
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Tow'rd Calais: grant him there; and there being ſeen, 

Heave him away upon your winged thoughts 

*Athwart the fea: behold, the Engliſh beach 

Pales in the flood with men, with wives and boys, 

Whoſe ſhouts and claps outvoice the deep-mouth'd ſea; 

Which, like a mighty whiſer fore the King, 

Seems to prepare his way; fo let him land, 

And ſolemnly ſee him ſet on to London. 

So ſwift a pace hath thought, that even now. 

You may imagine him upon Black-heath : 

Where that his lords defire him to have borne 

His bruiſed helmet, and his bended ſword, . 

Before him through the eity; he forbids it; 

Being free from vainneſs and ſelf-glorious pride 

Giving full trophy, ſignal, and oſtent, 

Quite from himſelf to God. But now behold, 

In the quick forge and working-houle of thought, 

How London doth pour out her citizens. 

The Mayor and all his brethren in belt ſort, 

Like to the ſenators of antique Rome, 

With the Plebeians ſwarming at their heels, 

Go forth, and fetch their conqu' ring Cæſar in, 

As by a low, but lovin likelihood 5 

Were now the Gef our gracious. Empreſs + 

8 in good time he may) from Ireland coming, 
ringing rebellion broached on his ſword; | 

How many would the peaeeful city quit, 

To welcome him? much more (and much more. 1 

Did they this Harry. Now in London plaoe him; 

(As yet the lamentation of the French 

Invites the King of England's ſtay at home; 

The Emperor's coming in behalf of France, 

To order peace between them;) and .omit 

All the occurrences, whatever chanc'd, 7 

Till Harry's back return again to France 

There muſt we bring him; and myſelf have play's 

The int'rim, by rememb' ring you tis paſt. 

Fhen brook abridgment, and your eyes advance 

Alter yous thoughts, Nat back again to France. 

SCENE 
* Liteljbood, for fimilitude, , | | 
t The” Earl of EHer in FIRM of Q. Eliſabeth, Me Pepe 
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SCENE. II. The Engliſh camp in France. 
Euler Fluellin and Gower. | 


Gow. Nay, that's right: but why wear you your 
leek to-day ? St. David's day is paſt. 

Flu. There is occaſions and cauſes why and where- 
fore in all things. I will tell you as a friend, Captain 

Gower; the raſcally, ſcauld, peggarly, lowſy, prag- 
ging knave, Piſtol, which you, and yourſelf, and all the 
orld, know to be no better than a fellow (look you 
now) of no merits; he is to come to me, and prings me 
pread and ſalt yeſterday, look you, and pids me eat my 
leek. It was in a. place where I could preed no conten- 
tions with him; but I will be fo pold as to wear it in my 
cap, till I ſee him once again; and then I will tell him a 
little piece of my deſires. | 

Enter Piſtol. 

Gow. Why, here he comes ſwelling like a turky-cock.. 

Flu. Tis no matter for his ſwelling, nor his turky- 
cocks. God pleſſe you, Aunchient Piſtol: you ſcurvy 
lowſy knave, God pleſſe you. | | 

Pift. Ha! art thou bedlam? doſt thou thirſt, baſe Tro- 
To have me fold up Parca's fatal web '  F[jan, 
Hence, I am qualmifh at the ſmell of leek. Toe 

Flu. I peſeech you heartily, ſcurvy lowſy knave, at my 
deſires, and. my requeſts, and my petitions, to eat, look 
you, this leek: becauſe, look you, you do not love it; 
and your affections, and your appetites, and your di- 
geſtions, does not agree with it. I would deſire you to 
eat it. £ OLE HS TEE) ; | 

Pit, Not for Cadwallader and all his goats. 

Flu. There is one goat for you. [Strilles him. 
Will you be ſo good, ſcauld knave, as eat it?: 

Pi. Baſe Trojan, thou ſnialt die. 

Flu. Vou ſay very true, ſeauld knave, when God's 
will is. T deſire you: to live. in the mean time, and eat 
your victuals ;; come, there is ſauce for it ¶ Strikes him. 
'You call'd me yeſterday Mountain Squire, but I will 
make you to-day a Squire of law degree. I. pray you, 
fall too; if you can mock a leek, you, can eat a lecæk : 


0W, 
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Gow, Enough, Captain; you have aſtoniſhi'd him. 

Flu. I ſay, I will make him eat ſome part of my leek, 
or I will peat his pate, four days and four nights. Pite, 
I pray you; it is good for your green wound and your 
ploody coxcomb. 

Pit. Muit I bite? | 

Flu. Yes out of doubt, and out of queſtions too, and 
ambiguities. | 

Pit. By this Teek, I will moſt horrihly revenge; I 
cat and ſwear 

Flu. Eat, I pray you; will you have ſome more ſauce 
to your leck? there is not leek enough to ſwear by. 

Pit. Quiet thy cudgel; thou doſt ſee I eat. 

Flu. Much good do you, ſcauld knave, heartily. 
Nay, pray you throw none away, the km is good for 
your proken coxcomb, When you take occaſtons to {ee 
leeks hereafter, I pray you mock at 'em, that's all. 

Pi. Good. 

Flu. Ay, lecks is good; hold you, there is a groat to 
heal your pate. | 

Pit. Me a groat! ; 

Flu. Yes, verily, and in truth, you ſhall take it; or 
I have another kek in. mx pocket, which you ſhall eat. 

Pit. I take thy groat in earneſt of revenge, | 

Flu. If I owe you any thing, I will pay you in eud- 
gels; you ſhall be a woodmonger, and puy notbing of 
me but cudgels, God pe wi” you, and keep you, and 
heal your pate. | [ Ext. 

Pi/t. All hell ſhalt flir for this. 

Gow, Go, go, you are a counterfeit cowardly knave. 
Will you mock at an ancient tradition, begun upon an 


Honourable reſpe&, and worn as a memorable trophy of 


predeceas'd valour, and dare not. avouch in your deeds 
any of your words? I have ſeen you glceking and gall- 
ing at this gentleman twice or thrice. You thought, be- 
cauſe he cou'd not ſpeak Engliſh in the native garb, he 
cou'd not therefore handle an. Engliſh cudgel: you find 
tis otherwiſe; and henceforth let a Welch. correction 
teach you. a good Engliſh condition, Fare you well. [ Exit. 

Pift. Doth Fortune play the houſewife with me now? 


News have I that my Doll is dead of malady of France; 
Old 


And there my rendezyous is quite cut. off. 
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Old I do wax, and from my weary limbs 

Honour is cudgell'd. Well, bawd will J turn; 

And ſomething lean to cut-purſe of quick hand: 

To England will I fteal, and there I'll teal; 

And patches will I get unto theſe ſcars, 

And ſwear I got them in the Galha wars. [ Exit, 


SCENE III. 
The French court at Trois, in Champaigne. 


Enter at one door K. ing Henry, Exeter, Bedford, Warwick, 
and other Lords; at another, the French King, Queen 


1ſabe!, Princeſs Catharine, the Duke of Burgundy, and 
other French. _ 


R. Henry. Peace to this meeting, wherefore we are met: 
Unto our brother France, and to our ſiſter, 
Health and fair time of day; joy and good wiſhes, 
To our molt fair and princely couſin Catharine 
And as a branch and member of this-royalty,. 
By whom this great aſſembly is contriv'd, 
We do ſalute you, Duke of Burgundy. 
And, Princes French, and Pecre, health to you all. 
Fr. King. Right joyous are we to behold your face; 
Moſt worthy brother England, fairly met! 
So are you, Princes Engliſh, every one. 
9. La. So happy be the iſſue, brother England, 
Of this good day, and of this gracious meeting, 
As we are now glad to behold your eyes; 
Your eyes, which hitherto: have born in them 
Againſt the French, that met them in their bent, 
The fatal balls of murdering baſiliſks; | 
'The venom of ſuch looks, we fairly hope, 
Have loſt their quality; and that this day 
Shall change all griefs and quarrels into love. 
K. Henry. To cry Amen to that, thus we appear. 
9. Ja. You Engliſh. Princes all, I do ſalute you. 
Burg. My duty to you both, on equal love, - | 
Great Kings of France, and England. That I've la- | 
bour'd | | 
With all my wits, my pains, and ſtrong endeavours, . 
| To bring your moſt imperial Majeſties 
Unto this bar, and royal interview, . 
| 1451 aur 
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Your Mightineſſes on both parts can witneſs. 

Since then my office hath ſo far prevail'd, 

That, face to face and royal eye to eye, 

You have congreeted; let it not diſgrace me, 

If I demand, before this royal view, 

What rub or what impediment there is, 

Why that the naked, poor, and mangled Peace, 

Dear nurſe of arts, plentics, and joyful births, 

Should not in this beſt garden of the world, 

Our fertile France, put up her lovely viſage? 

Alas! ſhe hath from France too long been chas'd; 

And all her huſbandry doth lie on heaps, 

Corrupting in its own fertility, 

« Her vine, the merry chearer of the heart, 

„ Unpruned lies; her hedges even-pleach'd, 

« Like priſoners wildly over-grown with hair, 

« Put forth diſorder'd twigs: her fallow leas, 

« The darnel, hemlock, and rank fumito 

« Doth root upon; while that the culture ruſts, 

„% That ſhould deracinate ſuch ſavagery: 

« The even mead, that erſt brought ſweetly forth 

&« The freckled cow(ſlip, burnet, and green clover, 

„% Wanting the ſcythe, all uncorrected, rank, 

“ Conceives by idleneſs; and nothing teems, 

„But hateful docks, rough thiſtles, Keck ſies, burs, 

„ Lofing both beauty and utility; ' 

« And all our vineyards, fallows, meads, and hedges, 

Pefective in their nurtures, grow to wildneſs.” 

Even ſo our houſes, and our ſelves, and children, 

Have loſt, or do not learn, for wart of time, 

The 8 that ſhould become our country; 

But grow like ſavages (as ſoldiers will, 

That nothing do but meditate on blood) 

To ſwearing and ſtern looks, diffus'd * attire, 

And every thing that ſeems unnatural. 

Which to reduce into our former favour, / £04 21.54 

You are aſſembled; and my ſpeech intreats, ons | 

That I may know the let, why gentle Peace | 

Should not-expeltheſe inconveniences ; | 

And bleſs us with her former qualities. 

1 Henry. If, Duke of Burgundy, you would the peace F 
Ole | 


323 


| * Difſus'd, for extravagant. 


32⁵ | KING HENRY V. AQ v. 


Whoſe want gives growth to th' imperfections 
Which you have cited, you muſt buy that peace 
With full accord to all our juſt demands: 

Whoſe tenours and eure effects 

You have, enſchedul'd briefty, in your hands. 

Burg. The King hath heard them; to the which as ye! 
There is no anſwer made. 

K. Henry. Well, then; the peace, 

Which you before ſo urg'd, hes in his anſwer, 

Fr. King. IJ have but with a curſorary eye 
O'er-glane” d the articles; pleaſeth your Grace 
I” appoint ſome of your council preſently 
To fit with us, once more with better heed 
To re-ſurvey them; we will ſuddenly 
Paſs “, or accept, and peremptorily anſwer. 

K. Henry. Brother, we ſhall. Go, uncle Exeter, 
And brother Clarence, and you, brother Gloucelter, 
Warwick and Huntington, go with the King ; 

And take with you free pow'r to ratify, 
Augment, or alter, as your wiſdoms belt 

Shall ſce advantageable for our dignity, 

Any thing in, or out of our demands; 

And we'll conſign thereto, Will you, fair ſiſter, 
Go with the Princes, or ſtay here with us? 

9. Ja. Our gracious brother, I will go with them; 
Haply a woman's voice may do ſome good, 

When articles too nicely urg'd, be ſtood on. 

K. Henry. Yet leave our couſin Catharine here with us. 
She is our capital demand, compris'd 
bas —re7 the fore-rank of our articles. 


B . She hath good leave. [Exeunt. 
: SCENE IV. 
Manen King Henry, Catharine, and a Lal.” 


K. Henry. Fair Catharine, moſt fair, 
Will you vouchſafe to teach a ſoldier terms, 
Such as will enter at a lady's ear, 
And plead his love - ſuit to her gentle heart? 
Cath. Your Majeſty ſhall mock at ne, L cannot ſpeak 
your England. 
K. 1 O fair Cathatine, if 500 will love me ſound 
y 


i. e. Wave, or decline. 
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ly with your French heart, I will be glad to hear you 
confeſs it brokenly with your Engliſh tongue. Do you 
like me, Kate? 

Cath. Pardonnez may, I cannot tell vhat is [Fe me. 

K. Henry. An angel is like you, Kate, and you arc 
like an angel. 

Cath. One lit-il, que je ſuis ſemblable 2 les anges ? 

Lady. Cuy, vrayment, (ſauf vgſirè Grace, ) ainſi dit-il. 

K. Henry. Ifaid fo, dear Catharine, and I mult no: 
bluſh to affirm it. n 

Cath. O bon Dieu! les langues des hommes ſont plenes de 
trompertes. 

K. Henry. What ſays ſhe, fair one? that tongues of 
men are full of deceits? 

Lady. Ouy, dat de tongues of de mans 1s be full of de- 
ceits; dat is de Princes. 

K. Henry. The Princeſs is the better Engliſhwoman, 
faith, Kate, my wooing is fit for thy underſtanding, 
am glad thou canſt fpeak no better Engliſh; for if thou 
could'ſt, thou would'ſt find me ſuch a plain King, that 
thon would'ſt think I had fold my farm to buy my crown. 
| know no ways to mince it in love, but directly to ſay, 
love you. Then if you urge me further than to ſay, Do 
you in faith? I wear out my ſuit, Give me your an- 
ſwer; i'faith, do; and ſo clap hands and a bargain. 
How ſay you, lady? 

Cath. Sauf votre honneur, me underſtand well. 

N. Henry. Marry, if you would put me to verſes, or 
to dance for your ſake, Kate, why, you undid me: 
for the one I have neither words nor meaſure; and for 
the other I have no ſtrength in ,meaſure, yet a reaſon- 
able meaſure in ſtrength. If I could win a lady at leap- 
frog, or by vaulting into my ſaddle with my armour on 
my back, under the correction of bragging be it ſpo- 
ken, I ſhould quickly leap into a wife; or if I might 
buffet for my love, or bound my horſe for. her favours, 
1 could lay on like a butcher, and fit like a jac- a- napes, 
never off. But, before God, Kate, I cannot look 
greenly, nor gaſp out my eloquence, nor have I cun- 
ning in proteſtation; only downright oaths, which TI 


gc. 4. 


never uſe till urg'd, and never break for urging. If 


thou canſt love a fellow of this temper, Kate, whoſe 
Vor. IV. E e face 
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face is not worth ſun-burning; that never looks in his 
glaſs for love of any thing he ſees there; let thine eye 
be thy cook. I ſpeak plain ſoldier; if thou canſt love 
me for this, take me; it not, to ſay to thee that I ſhall 
die, 'tis true; but for thy love, by the Lord, no: yet 
1 love thee too. And while thou liv'ſt, Kate, take a 
ſlow of plain and uncoined conſtancy ; for he perforce 
muſt do thee right, becauſe he hath not the gift to woo 
in other places: “ for theſe fellows of infinite tongue, 
that can rhyme themſelves into ladies“ favours, they 
* do always reaſon themſelves out again.” What? a 
ipeaker is but a prater; a rhyme is but à ballad ; a good 
leg will fall, a ſtraig ht back will ſtoop, a black beard 
will turn white, a curl'd pate vill grow bald, a fair face 
will wither, a full eye will wax hollow; but a good 
heart, Kate, is the ſun and theo moon: or rather the 
fun, and not the moon; for it ſhines bright, and never 
changes, but Keeps his courſe truly. If thou wovld# 
have ſuch a one, take me; take a foldier; take a King: 
and what ſay'ſt thou then to my love? Speak, my fair, 
and fairly, I pray thee. 

Cath. Is it poſſible dat I ſould love de enemy of 
France? 

K. Henry. No, it is not poſſible that you ſhould love 
the enemy of France, Kate: but in loving me you 
ſhould love the friend of France; for I love France ſo 
well, that I will not part with a village of it: I will 
have it all mine; and, Kate, when France is mine and 
I am yours, then yours is France, and you are mine. 

Cath. I cannot tell vhat is dat. 

K. Henry. No, Kate? I will tell thee in French, 
(which I am ſure will hang upon my tongue like a new- 
married wife about her huſband's neck, hardly to be 
ſhook off:) Quand j ay le poſſeſſion de France, & quand vous 
avez le poſſe/fion de moi, (let me fee, what then? St. 
Dennis be my ſpeed!) done woſtre g France, & vous eftes 
mienne. It is as eaſy for me, Kate, to conquer the king- 
dom, as to ſpeak ſo much more French: 1 ſhall never 
move thee in French, unleſs it be to laugh at me. 

Cath. Sauf voſtre honneur, le Frangois que vous parlez, 
eft meilleur que ] Anglois lequel je parle. | 

K. Henry. No, faith, is't not, Kate; but thy ſpeak- 
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ing of my tongue and 1 thine, moſt truly fallely, muſt 
needs be granted to be much at one. But, Kate, doſt 
thou underſtand thus much Englith? cant thou love me? 

Cath. T cannot tell. 

K. Henry. Can any of your neighbours tell, Kate? I'H 
aſk them. Come, I know thou loveſt me; and at night 
when you come into your cloſet, you'll queſtion this gen- 
tlewoman about me; and 1 know, Kate, you will to her 
diſpraiſe thoſe parts in me, that you love with your heart: 
but, good Kate, mock me mercitully, the rather, gentle 
Princeſs, becauſe I love thee cruelly. If ever thou beeſt 
mine, Kate, = I have faving faith within me tells me 
thou ſhalt,) I get thee with feambling; and thou muſt 
therefore needs prove a good foldier-breeder: ſhall not 
thou and I, between St. Dennis and St. George, compound 
a boy half French half Engliſh, that ſhall go to Conſtan- 
tinople, and take the Turk by the beard? ſhall. we net? 
What ſay'ſt thou, my fair Flower-de-luse. 

Cath. 1 do not know dat. 

K. Henry. No; 'tis hereafter to know, but now to pro- 
mile; do but now promiſe, Kate, you will endeavour for 
your French part of ſuch a boy; and for my Englith 
moiety, take the word of a King and a bachelor. — 
anſwer you, La plus belle Catharine du monde, mon trét- 
chere & divine ae ? 

Cath. Your Majeſtee ave fauſe French enough to de- 
ceive de moſt ſage damoiſel dat is en France. 

K. Henry. Now, fie upon my falſe French; by mine 
honour, in true Engliſh I love thee, Kate; by which ho- 
nour I dare not ſwear thou loveſt me, yet my blood be- 
gins to flatter me that thou doſt, notwithſtanding the 
poor and untempting effect of my viſage. Now beſhrew 
my father's ambition: he was thinking of civil wars when 
he got me; therefore was I created with a ſtubborn out- 
fide, with an aſpect of iron, that when I come to woo la- 
dies | fright them: but in faith, Kate, the elder I wax, 
the better I ſhall appear. My comfort is, that old age 
(that ill layer up of beauty) can do no more ſpoil upon 
my face. Thou haſt me, if thou haſt me, at the worſt; 
and thou ſhalt wear me, if thou wear me, better and bet- 
ter; and therefore tell me, moſt fair Catharine, will you 

Ee 2 have 
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have me? Put off your maiden-hluſhes, avouch the 
thoughts of your heart with the looks of an Empreſs; 
take me by the hand, and ſay, Harry of England, I am 
thine: which word thou ſhalt no ſooner bleſs mine ear 
withal, but I will tell thee alond, Evgland is thine, Ire— 
land 1s thine, France is thine, and Henry Plantagenet is 
thine; who, though | ſpeak it before his face, if he be 
not fellow with the beſt King, thou ſhalt find the beſt 
King of good fellows. Come, your anſwer in broken 
muſic; for thy voice is muſic, and. thy Engliſh: broken: 
therefore, Queen of all, Catharine, break thy mind to me 
in broken Engliſh; wilt thou have me? 

Cath. Dat is as it ſhall pleaſe le Roy mon pere. 

K. Henry. Nay, it will pleaſe him well, Kate; it ſhall 
pleaſe him, Kate. | 

Cath. Den it ſhall alſo content me. 

K. Henry. Upon that 1 kiſs your hand, and I call you 


my No 
Cath. Laiffez, mon Seigneur, lufſez, laiſſez ; ma foy, je ne 
peux point que vous abbaiſſes vgſtre grandeur, en baiſant la 
main d'une wvoſtre indigne ſerviteure; excuſez moy, je vous 
ſupplie, mon tres-puiſſant Seigneur. 
K. Henry. Then I will kifs your lips, Kate. 
Cath. Les dumes & damoiſels pour ęſire baiſees devant leur 
noces, il n' pas le coutume de France. | | 
K. Henry. Madam my interpreter, what ſays ſhe? 
Lady. Dat it is not be de faſhion pour les ladies of 
France; I cannot tell what is Laier en Engliſh, 
K. Henry. To kiſs, | 
Lady. Your Majeſty entendre bettre que may. 
K. Henry. Is it not a faſhion for the maids in France to 
kiſs before they are marricd, would ſhe ſay ? 
Lady. Ouy, vrayement? | 
K. Henry. O Kate, nice cuſtoms court'ſy to great 
Kings. Dear Kate, you and I cannot be 'confin'd 
within the weak liſt of a country's faſhion; we are the 
makers of manners, Kate; and the liberty that follows 
our places, ſtops the mouth of all find-faults; as I will 
do yours, for the upholding the nice faſhion of your 
country in denying me a kiſs: therefore patiently and 
yielding. [ Kiffing ber.] You have witchcraft in 55 
ips, 
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lips, Kate; there is more eloquence in a touch of them, 
than in the tongues of the French council; and they 
ſhould ſooner perſuade Harry of England, than a general 


petition of monarchs. Here comes your father, 


SCENE V. 


Enter the French King and Queen, with French and En- 
gliſh Lords. 


Burg. God ſave your Majeſty ! my Royal couſin, teach 
you our Princeſs Engliſh ? | 

K. Henry. I would have her learn, my fair couſin, 
how perfectly I love her, and that 1s good Engliſh, 

Burg. Is the apt? 

R. Henry. Our tongue is rough, and my condition is. 
not ſmooth; ſo that having neither the voice nor the- 
heart of flattery about me, I cannot ſo conjure up the 
ſpirit of love in her, that he will appear in his true like- 
nels. | 
Burg. Pardon the frankneſs of my. mirth, if I anſwer. 
you for that. If you would conjure in her, you muſt. 
make a circle: if conjure up love in her to his true like- 
neſs, he muſt appear naked and blind. Can you blame 
ber then, being a maid yet ros'd over with. the virgin- 
crimſon of modeſty, if ſhe deny the appearance of a na- 
ked blind boy, in her naked ſeeing ſelf ? It were, my Lord, 
a bard condition for a maid to conſign to. | 

K. Henry. Yet they do wink and yield, as love is blind 
and inforces. 


Burg. They are then excus'd, my Lord, when they 
fee not what they do. 


K. Henry. Then, good my Lord, teach your couſin to 
conſent. to winking. | 8 
Burg. I will wink on her to conſent, my Lord, if you. 
will teach her to know my mearing. Maids, well ſum- 
mer'd and warm kept, are like flies at Bartholomew- 
tide, blind, though they have their eyes: and then they 
will endure handling, which before would not abide look- 


on. 6 

X. Henry. This moral ties me over to time, and a- hot 
ſum mer; and fo I ſhall catch the fly your couſin in the 
latter end, aud the muſt be blind too. 


Le 3 Burg. : 
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Burz. As love is, my Lord, before it loves. 

K. Henry. It is ſo; and you may ſome of you than! 
love for my blindneſs, who cannot ſee many a fair Frencl 
city, for one fair Freueh maid that ſtands in my way. 

Fr. King. Yes, my Lord, you ſee them perſpectively; 
the cities turn'd into a maid; for they are all girdled with 
maiden-walls, that war hath never enter'd. 

K. Henry. Shall Kate be my wife? 

Fr. King. So pleaſe you. 

K. Henry. I am content, ſo the maiden cities you talk 
of may wait on her; fo the maid that ſtood in the way for 
my with, ſhall ſhew me the way to my will. 

Fr. King. We have conſented to all terms of reaſon. 

K. Henry. Is't ſo, my Lords of England? 

Et. The King hath granted every article: 

His daughter firſt; and then in ſequel all, 
According to their firm propoſed nature. 

Exe, Only he hath not yet ſubſcribed this: 

Where your Majeſty demands, That the King of France, 
having occaſion to write for matter of grant, ſhall name 
your Highneſs in this form, and with this addition in 
French, Neſtre tres-cher fils Henry Roy d* Angleterre, H. 
retier de France; and thus in Latin, Precariſſimus filius 
nofler Henricus Rex Angliæ, & heres Franciæ. 

Fr. King Vet this I have not (brother) fo deny'd, 
But. your requeſt ſhall make me let it paſs. 

K. Henry. I pray you then, in love and dear alliance, 
Let that one article rank with the reſt, 

And thereupon give me your daughter. 
Fr. King. Take her, fair ſon, and from her blood 
raiſe up 
Iſſue to me; that theſe eontending kingdoms, 
England and France, whoſe very ſhores look pale 
With envy of each other's happineſs, | 
May ceaſe their hatred; and this dear conjunction 
Plant neighbourhood and Chriſtian-like accord 
In their ſweet breaſts; that never war advance 
His bleeding ſword 'twixt England and fair France. 
Lords. Amen! 


. Henry. Now welcome, Kate; and bear me witne!s 


2 ** | 


: 
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That here I kiſs her as my Sovereign Queen. LHiouriſb. 
9. Iſa. God, the belt maker of all marriages, 
Combiue your hearts in one, your realms in one: 
As man and wife, being two, are one in love, 
So be there 'twixt your kingdoms ſuch a ſpouſal, 
That never may ill office, or fell jealouſy, 
Which troubles oft the bed of bleſſed marriage, 
Thruſt in between the paction of theſe kingdoms, 
To make divorce of their incorporate league 
That Engliſh may as French, French Engliſhmen, - 
Receive each other. God ſpeak this. Amen! 
All. Amen! 
K. Henry. Prepare we for our marriage; on which day, 
My Lord of Burgundy, we'll take your oath 
And all the Peers, for ſurety of our leagues. 
Then ſhall 1 ſwear to Kate, and you to me; 
And may our caths well kept, and proſp'rous be! 


[ Zxeunt. 
Enter Chorus. 


Thus far with rough and all- unable pen 

Our blending author hath purſu'd the ſtory; 
In little room confining mighty men, 

Mangliug by ſtarts the full courſe of their glory, 
Small time, but, in that ſmall, moſt greatly liv'd 

This ſtar of England. Fortune made his ſword; 
By which the world's beſt garden he atchiev'd, 

And of it left his ſon imperial Lord. 
Henry the Sixth, in infaut-bands crown'd King 

Of France and England, did thus King ſucceed: 
Whoſe ſtate ſo many had i' th” managing, | 

Thar they loft France, and made his England bleed: 
Which oft our ſtage hath ſhown; and, for their ſake, 
In your fair minds let this acceptance take, 
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DRAMATIS PERSONZE. 


Krnc HrNRX VI. | 


Duke of Glouceſter, wncle to the 
King, and Protettor. 
Duke of Bedford, wncle to the 
King, and Regent of France. 
Cardinal Beaufort, Biſhop of Win- 
cheſter, and uncle likewiſe to the 
King. 

Duke of Exeter, brother to King 
Henry IV. | 

Duke of Somerſet. 

Earl of Warwick. 

Earl of Saliſbury. 

Earl of Suffolk. 

Lord Talbot. 

Young Talbot, his ſon. 


Richard Plantagenct, afterwards | 


Duke of York. 
Mortimer, Karl of March. 
Sir John Falſtaff. . 
Woodville, Lieut. of the Tower. 
Lord Mayor of London. 
Sir Thomas Gargrave. 
Sir William Glanſdale. 
Sir William Lucy. 


Vernon, of the White Roſe, or | 


York fattion. 


Baſſet, of the Red Roſe, or Lan- 
caſter faction. 

Charles, Dauphin, and afterward; 
King of France. | 

Reignier, Duke of Anjou, and li- 
tular K ing of Naples. 

Duke of Burgundy. 

Duke of Alanſon. 

Baſtard of Orleans. 

Governor of Paris. 

Maſter Gunner of Orleans. 

Boy, his ſon. 

An old ſhepherd, father to Joana 
Pucelle. 


Margaret, daughter to Reignier, 
and afterwards Queen to King 
Henry. 

Counteſs of Auvergne. 

Joan la Pucelle, a maid pretend- 
ing 10 be inſpir'd from heaven, 

and ſetting up for the champi- 

one of France. 

Fien ds, attending her. 


Lords, Captains, Soldiers, Meſ- 


ſengers, and ſeveral Attendants 
both on the Eng liſp and French, 


The SCENE is partly in England, and partly in France* 


4 Falſtaff is introduced 


in, who was dead-in Henry 


V. af 2. 


ſe. 3. The reaſon is, becauſe this play was written by Shakeſpeare 
before Henry IV. or V. Sec the laſt lines of Henry V. 
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ACT I. SCENE I. 
* Weflminſler-abbey. 


Dead march. Enter the funcral of K. Henry V. attended 
on by the Duke of Bedfor4, Regent of France; the Duke 


of Glouceſter, Protector; the Duke of Exeter, and the 


Earl of Warwick, the Biſhop of Winchefler, and the Duke 
of Suner ſet. | | 


Bed. Hound be the heav'ns with black, yield day 
to night! 
Comets, importing change of times“ and ſtates, 
Brandiſh your creſted treſſes in the ſky ; 
And with them ſcourge the bad revolting ſtars, 
That have conſented unto Henry's death! 
Henry the Fifth, too famous to live long! 
England ne'er loſt a King of ſo much worth. 
Glou. England, ne'er had a King until his time, 
Virtue he had, deſerving to command, 
His brandiſh'd ſword, did. blend men with its beams: 
His arms ſpread wider than a dragon's wings: 
His ſparkling eyes, replete with awful fire, 
More dazzled and drove back-his enemies, 
Than mid-day, ſun fierce bent againſt their faces. 
What ſhould I ſay? his deeds exceed all ſpeech: 
He never lifted up his hand, but conquer d. 
Exe. We mourn in black; why mourn we not ia blood? 
Henry is dead, and never ſhall revive: | 
Upon a wooden coffin we attend; 
And Death's diſhonourable victory 
We with our ſtately preſence glorify, 
Like captives bound to a triumphant car. 
What? ſhall we curſe the planets of miſhap, 
That plotted thus our glory's overthrow ? 
Or ſhall we think the ſubtle-witted French 
Conj'rers and ſorc'rers, that, afraid of him, 
By magic verſe bave thus contriv'd his end? 
in. He was a King, bleſs'd of the King of kings. 
Unto the French, the dreadful judgment - day 5 
0 


® Times, for manners. 
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8o dreadful will not be as was his ſight. 
The battles of the Lord of hoſts he fought : 
The church's pray'rs made him ſo proſperous. 

Clou. The church? where is it? had not churchmen 
His thread of life had not ſo ſoon decay'd. Epray'd, 
None do you like but an effeminate prinee, ä 
Whom, like a ſchoolboy, you may overawe. 

Vin. Glo'ſter, whate'er we like, thou art Protector, 
And lookeſt to command the Prince and realm: 

Thy wife is proud; ſhe holdeth thee in awe, 
More than God or religious churchmen may. 

Gau. Name not religion; for thou lov'ſt the fleſh, 
And ne'er throughout the year to church thou go'ſt, 
Except it be to pray againſt thy foes. 

Bed. Ceaſe, ceaſe theſe jars, and reſt your minds in 
Let's to the altar; heralds, wait on us; peace: 
Inſtead of gold: weꝰ offer up our arms, f 
Since arms avail not now that Henry's dead! 

Poſterity await for wretched years, 

When at their mothers* moiſt eyes babes. ſhall ſuck 3 
Our iſle be made a mariſh of ſalt tears, 

And none but women left to wail the dead! 

Henry the Fifth! thy ghoſt I invocate; 

Proſper this realm, keep it from civil broils, 

Combat with adverſe planets in the heavens! 

A far more glorious ſtar thy ſoul will make, 

Than Julius Cæſar, or bright 


SCENE II. Enter a Maſenger. 


Mc. My honourable Lords, health to you all; 
Sad tidings bring I to you out of France, 
Of loſs, of ſlaughter, and diſcqmfiture; 
Guienne, Champaign, and Rheims, and Orleans, 
Paris, Guyſors, Poictiers, are all quite loſt. 18 
Bed. What ſay'ſt thou, man, before dead Henry's corſe! 
Speak ſoftly, or the loſs of tlioſe great towns 
Will make him burſt his lead, and riſe from death. 
Glou. Is Paris loſt, and Rouen yielded up? 
If Henry were recall'd to life again, 

Theſe news would cauſe him once more yield the ghoſt. 
Exe. How were they loft? what treachery was us'd? 
M.. No treachery, but want of men and money. 

| Amongſt 


Sr. 3. KING HENRY V. 
Amongſt the ſoldiers this is muttered, 


That here you maintain ſeveral factions z 
And, whilſt a field ſhould be diſpatch'd aud fought, 
You are diſputing of your generals. 
One would have ling' ring wars with little coſt; 
Another would fly ſwift, but wanteth wings; 
A third man thinks, without expence at all, 
By guileful fair words, peace may be obtain'd. 
Awake, awake, Englith nobility ! 
Let not ſloth dim your honours, new-begot; 
Cropp'd are the.fiower-de-Juces in your arms, 
Of England's coat one half is cut away. 
Exe. Were our tears wanting to this funeral, 
Theſe tidings would call forth their flowing tides. 
Bed. Me they concern, Regent 1 am of France. 
ive me my ſteeled coat, I'll fight for France. 
Away with theſe diſgraceful, wailing robes; 
Wounds I will lend the French, inſtead of eyes, 
To weep ther intermiſſive miſeries . 
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SCENE III. Enter to them another Meſſenger. 


2 MS. Lords, view theſe letters, full of bad miſchance. 

France is revolted from the Engliſh quite, 

Except ſome petty towns of no import. 

The Dauphin Charles is crowned King in Rheims, 

The baſtard Orleans with him is join'd : 

Reignier, Duke of Anjou, doth take his part, 

The Duke of Alanſon flies to his fide. [ Exit, 
{xe. The Dauphin crowned King? all fly to him? 

O whither ſhall we fly from this reproach ? 

Glou. We will not fly but to our enemies” throats, 
Bedford, if thou be ſlack, I'll fight it out. | 
Bed. Gloſter, why doubt'it thou of my forwardneſs? 
An army have I muſter'd in my thoughts, 

Wherewith already France is oyer-run. 


SCENE IV. Enter a third Meſſenger. 


3 Meſ. My gracious Lords, to add to your laments, 
Wherewith you now bedew King Henry's hearſe, 
I muſt inform you of a diſmal fight  . | 


chav |  Betwixt 
i. e. Their miſeries, which have had only a ſhort intermiſſion 
trom Henry V's death to my coming amongſt them. 
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Betwixt the ſtout Lord Talbot and the French. 
Win. What! wherein Talbot overcame? Is't ſo? BY] 
3 Mef. O, no: wherein Lord Talbot was o'erthrown, | 
The circumftance J tell you more at large. E 
The tenth of Auguſt laſt, this dreadful Lord 17 
Retiring from the ſiege of Orleans, BE 
Having ſcarce full ſix thouſand in his troop, 
By three and twenty thouſand of the French 
Was round incompaſſed and ſet upon. 
No leiſure had he to inrank his men. 
He wanted pikes to ſet before his archers; 
Inſtead whereof, ſharp ſtakes, pluck'd out of hedges, 
They pitched in the ground confuſedly, 
To keep the horſemen off from breaking in. 
More than three hours the fight continued ; 
Where valiant Talbot above human thought 
Enacted wonders with his ſword and lance. JI 
Hundreds he ſent to hell, and none durſt ſtand bim; BL 
Here, there, and every where, inrag'd he flew. $ 
The French exclaim'd, © The devil was in arms!“ 
All the whole army ſtood agaz'd on him. 
His ſoldiers, ſpying his undaunted ſpirit, 
A Talbot! Talbot! cried out amain, 
And ruſh'd into the bowels of the battle. 
Here had the conqueſt fully been ſeal'd up, 
If Sir John Falſtaff had not play'd the coward; 
He being in the vaward, (plac'd behind, 
With purpoſe to relieve and follow them,) 
Cowardly fled, not having ſtruck one ſtroke. 
Hence grew the gen'ral wreck and maſſacre; 
Incloſed v. ere they with their enemies. 
A baſe Walloon, to win the Dauphin's grace, 
Thruſt Talbot with a ſpear into the hack, 
| Whom all France, with her chief aſſembled Arengh, BY 
Durſt not preſume to look once in the face. = 
Bed. Is Talbot flain then? I will ſlay wits 5 = 
For living idly here in pomp and eaſe, | 
Whilſt ſuch a worthy leader, wanting aid, | _- 
Unto his daſtard foe-men is betray ed. _$ 
3 Mg. O no! he lives, but is took priſqner, - = 
And Lord Scales with him, and Lord Hungerford ; Y 
Moſt of the reſt e or took : | 1 5 1 
Ded. 


hi 
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Bed. His ranſom there is none but T ſhall pay. 
I'll hale the Dauphin headlong from his throne. 
His crown ſhall be the ranſom of my friend. 
Four of their lords I'll change for one of ours. 
Farewell, my maſters, to my taſk will J. 
Bonhres in France forthwith I am to make, 
To keep our great St. George's fealt withal. 
Ten thouſand ſoldiers with me | will take, 
Whoſe bloody deeds ſhall make all Enrope quake. 
3 Mr. So you had need: for Orleans is befieg'd:; 
"The Engliſh army 1s grown weak and faint ; 
The Earl of Salifbury craveth ſupply, 
And hardly keeps his men from mutiny, 
Since they ſo few watch ſuch a multitude. 
Exe. Remember, Lords, your oaths to Henry {worn : 
Either to quell the Dauphin utterly, 
* Or bring him in obedience to your yoke. 
8 Bed. I do remember it, and here take leave 
Io go about my eee [ Exit Bedford. 
Gl. I'll to the Tower with all the hafte I can, 
To view th” artillery and ammunition; 
And then I will proclaim young Henry King. 
[ Exit Gloncefler. 
Exe. To Eltham will I, where the young King 1s, 
Being ordain'd his ſpecial governor; | 
And for his ſafety there I'll beſt deviſe. F Exit. 
Win. Each hath his place and function to attend: 
I am left out; for me nothing remains. 
But long I will not be thus out of office: 
The King from Eltham I intend to ſend, 
And fit at chiefeſt ſtern of public weal. [ Exit, 
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SCENE V. Before Orleans in France. 


Enter Charles, Alanſon, and Reignier, marching with a 
| | drum and ſoldiers. EIT: 16" 44s 
Char. Mars his true moving, ev'n as in the heav'ns, 

50 in the earth to this day is not known. 

Late did he ſhine upon the Engliſh ſide: 

Now we ate victors, upon us he ſmiles. 

What towns of any moment but we have? 

At' pleaſure here we lie near Orleans: 

Vor. IV. | — FF 5 * Tho? 
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Tho? ſtill the famiſh'd Engliſh, like pale ghoſts, 


Faintly beſiege us one hour in a month. 

Alan. They want their porridge, and their fat bull. 
Either they muſt be dieted like mules, [ beeves ; 
And lave their provender ty'd to their mouths, 
Or piteous they will look like drowned mice. 

Reig. Let's raiſe the ſiege : why live we idly here? 
"Talbot is taken, whom we wont to fear: 

Remaineth none but mad-brain'd Saliſbury, 
And he may well in fretting ſpend his gall; 
Nor men, nor money, hath he to make war. 

Char. Sound, found alarm: we will ruſh on them. 

Now for the honour 'of the forlorn French. 
Him 1 forgive my death, that killeth me, 
When he ſees me go back one foot, or fly. [ Exeunt. 


[ Here alarm, they are beaten back by the Engliſh with 
great los. 


Re-enter Charles, Alanſon, and Reignier. 


Char. Who ever ſaw the like? what men have 1? 
Dogs, cowards, daſtards! I would ne'er have fled, 
But that they left me 'midſt my enemies. 
Reig. Saliſbury is a deſp'rate homicide, 
He fighteth as one weary of his life: 
The other lords, like lions wanting food, 
Do ruſh vpon us as their hungry prey. 
Alan. Froyſard, a countryman ef ours, records, 
England all Olivers and Rowlands * bred, 
During the time Edward the Third did reign. 
More truly now may this be verified; 
For none but Sampſons and Goliaſes 
It ſendeth forth to ſkirmiſh; one to ten! 
Lean raw-bon'd raſcals! who would e'er ſuppoſe, 
They had ſuch courage and audacity! | 
Char. Let's leave this town, for they are hair-brain'd 
And hunger will iuforce them be more eager. 2 
: JETT ; | bio d j 


® Theſe were two of the moſt famous in the liſt of Charlemagne's 
twelve peers; and their exploits are render'd fo ridiculouſly and 
equally extravagant dy the old romancers, that from thence. aroſe 
that ſaying amongſt our plain and ſenſible anceſtors, of giving ene 
4 Rowland for his Oliver, to ſigniſy the matching one incredible 
die wich another, Mr. Warburton. 33 
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Of old I know them; rather with their teeth 

The walls they'll tear down, than forſake the ſiege. 
Reig. I think, by ſome odd gimmals or device, 

Their arms are ſet like clocks, ſtill to ſtrike on; 

Elſe they could ne'er hold out ſo as they do. 

By my conſent we'll e'en let them alone. 


Alan. Be it ſo. 


Euter the Baflard of Orleans. 
Ba. Where's the Prince Dauphin? I have news for 


him. 
Dau. Baſtard of Orleans, thrice welcome to us. | 
Baft. Methinks your looks are ſad, your chear appall'ds 
Hath the late overthrow wrought this offence ? '0 
Be not diſmay'd, for ſuccour is at hand: 
A holy maid hither with me J bring, 
Which by a viſion, ſent to her from heav'n, 
Ordained'is to raife this tedious ſiege; 
And drive the Engliſh forth the bounds of France. 
The ſpirit of deep prophecy the hath, 
Exceeding the nine Sibyls of old Rome“: 
What's paſt, and what's to come, the can deſcry, 
Speak, ſhall I call her in? believe my words, 
For they are certain and infallible. | 
Dau. Go, call her in; but firſt, to try her ſkill, 
Reignier, ſtand thou as Dauphin in my place; 
Queſtion her proudly, let thy looks be ſtern: 
By this means ſhall. we ſound what {kill ſhe hath, 


SCENE VI. 


Enter Joan a Pucelle. 


Reig. Fair maid, is't thou wilt do theſe wondrous feats? 
Pucel. Reignier, is't thou that think'& to beguile me? 
Where is the Dauphin? come; come from behind; 
I know thee well, tho? never ſeen before. 22 
Be not amaz d; there's nothing hid from me: 
In private will I talk with thee apart; 
Stand back, you Lords, and give us leave a while. 
Ff a | Reign. 
There were no nive Sibyls of Rome: but he confounds things, 


and. miſtakes this for the nine books of Sibylline oracles, brought 
to one of the Tarquins, Mr, Warburton, 
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Reign. She takes upon her bravely at ſirſt daſh, 
Pucel. Dauphin, I am by birth a ſheplierd's daughter, 
My wit untrain'd in any kind of art: 
Heav'n, and our Lady gracious hath it pleas'd 
To ſhine on my contemptible eſtate. 
Lo, whilit I waited on my tender lambs, 
And to ſun's parching heat diſplay'd my cheeks, 
God's mother deigned to appear to me 
And, in a viſion full of majeſty, 
Will'd me to leave my baſe vocation, 
And free my country from calamity : 
Her aid ſhe promis'd, and aſſur'd ſucceſs. 
In complete glory ſhe reveal'd herſelf; 
And, whereas 1 was black and ſwart before, 
With thoſe clear rays which the infus'd on me, 
That beauty am I blefs'd with which you fee. 
Aſk me what queſtion thou cant poſſible, -- 
And I will anſwer unpremeditated. 
My courage try by combat, if thou dar” it, 
And thou ſhalt find that I exceed my ſex. 
Reſolve on this, thou ſhale be fortunate, 

It thou receive me for tly watlike mate. | 
Dar. Thou hat aſtonith'd me with thy high terms: 
Only this proof I'Il of .thy valout make, 

In ſingle combat thou ſhalt buckle with me; 
And if thoii vanquiflieſt, thy words are true; 
Otherwiſe 1 renounce all confidence. © 
Pucel. Lam prepar'd; here is my keen-edg'd ſword, 
Deck'd with fine flow*r-de-luces on each fide; 
The which, at Lourain, in St. Catharine's church, 
Out of a deal of old iron I choſe forth. 
Dan. Then come o Go&s name, for I fear no woman. 
Fucel. Aud whale I'live, PH ne'er fly from a mau. 
I { Here they' fight, and Jaan la Pucell: overcomes. 
Das. Stay, tay thy hands; thou art au Amazon, 
And fighte!t with the ſword of Debora. 
Pucel. Chriſt's mother helps me, elſe I were too weak, 
Dau. Whoc'er helps thee, tis thou that muſt help nie: 
Impatiently I burn with thy delire; | 
My heart and hands thou haſt at once ſubdu'd; 
Facgllent Pucelle, if thy name be ſo, 


II. 34 
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Let me thy ſervant and not ſovereign be; 
*Tis the French Dauphin ſueth to thee thus. 
Pucel. I muſt not yield to any rites of love, 
For my profeſſion's ſacred from above: 
When I have chaſed all thy foes from henee, 
Then will I think upon a recompence. 
Dau. Mean time, look gracious on thy proſtrate thrall. 
Reig. My Lord, methinks, is very long in talk. 
Alan. Doubtleſs he ſhrives this woman to her ſmock ; 
Elſe ne'er could he ſo long protract his ſpeech. R 
Reig. Shall we diſturb him, ſince he keeps no mean? 
Alan. He may mean more than we poor men do know: 
Theſe women are ſhrewd tempters with their tongues. 
Reig. My Lord, where are you? what deviſe you on? 
Shall we give over Orleans or no? 
Pucel. Why, no, I ſay; diſtruſtful recreants ! 
Fight till the laſp gaſp, for I'll be your guard. 
Dau. What ſhe ſays PII confirm; we'll fight it out. 
Pucel. Aſſign'd I am to be the Engliſh ſcourge. 
This night the ſiege aſſuredly I'll raiſe: 
Expect Saint Martin's ſummer, Halcyon days, 
Since J have enter'd thus into theſe wars. 
Glory is like a circle in the water; 
Which never ceaſeth to enlarge itſelf, 
Till by broad ſpreading it diſperſe to nought.“ 
With Henry's death the Engliſh circle ends; 
Diſperſed are the glories it included. 
Now am I like that proud inſulting ſhip, 
Which Cæſar and his fortune hore at once. 
Dauph. Was: Mahomet inſpired with a dove? 
Thou with an eagle art inſpired then. 
Helen the mother of great Conſtantine, 
Nor yet St. Philip's daughters , were like thee. 
Bright ſtar of Venus, fall'n down on the earth, 
How may I reverently worſhip thee? 
Alan. Leave off delays, and let us raiſe the ſiege. 
Þf 3 Reig. 


+ Meaning the four daughters of Philip, mentioned Acte xxi. 


who had all the gift of propheſying; he being there alſo call:d 
Philip the Evangeliſt. N * 
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Neig. Woman, do what thou cant te ſave our ho- 
nours ; 
Drive them from Orteans, and be immortaliz'd. 
Dau. Prefentiy try; come, let's away about it. 


No proptict will I truſt, if ſhe proves falſe. [ Exeurt, 
SCENE VII. The Tower-gates in London. 


Enter Gloucefler, with his ſerving-men. 


Glon. I am this day come to ſurvey the Tower; 
Since Henry's death, 1 fear there 1s conveyance Þ. 
Where be theſe warders, that they wait not here? 
Open the gates. Tis Glouceſter that calls. 

1 Ward. Who's there that knocketh fo imperiouſlly ? 

1 Man. It is the Noble Duke of Glouceſter. 

2 Ward. Whoe'er he be, you may not be let in. 

1 ATan. Villans, anſwer you ſo the Lord Protector? 

Hari. The Lord protect him! fo we anſwer him; 
We do no otherwiſe than we are will'd. 

Gluu. Who wilted you? or whoſe wil ſtands but mine? 


There's none Protector of the realin but J. 


Break up the gates, I'll be your warrantize; 


Shall I be flouted thus by dunghill- grooms? 


Gloucefler's men ruſh at the Tower-gates, and Woodville the 
Lieutcnant ſpeaks within, 


Mood. What noiſe is this? what traztors have we here? 
Clou. Lieutenant, is it you whote voice I hear? 
Open the gates; here's Glo'ſter that would enter. 
Wood. Have patience, Noble Duke; I may not open; 
The Cardinal of Wincheſter forbids ; 
From him 1 have expreſs commandment, 
That thou, nor none of thine, ſhall be let in. | 
Glou. Faint-bearted Woodville, prigeſt him *fore me? 
Arrogant Wincheſter, that haughty prelate, 
Whom Henry, our late Soyercign, ne'er could — I ? 
Thou art no friend to God, or to the King: 
Open the gate, or I'll thut thee out thortly. 
Serv. Open the gates there to the Lord Protector; 
We'll burſt them open, if _ come not quiekly. 


Enter 
+ By canveyance is meant theft, a clandeſtine conveyance of things 
away. 
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Enter to the Protector at the Tower-gates, Wincheſter and 
| his men in tawny couts. | 


Jin. How now, ambitious umpire, what means this? 
Glou. Peel'd prieft “*, dolt thou command me be ſhut. 
in. I do, thou muſt uſurping proditor, [ out? 
And not protector, of the King or realm. 
Gau. Stand back, thou manifeſt conſpirator; 
Thou that contrives to murder our dead Lord; 
"Thou that giv'ſt whores indulgenees to ſin 1 
I'll canvaſs thee in thy broad Cardinal's hat, 
If thou proceed in this thy inſolence. 
in. Nay, ſtand thou back, I will not budge a foot? 
This be Damaſcus, be thou curſed Cain ©, 
To flay thy brother Abel, if thou wilt ||. 


Flere Gluuceſler's men teat out the CardinaPs; and enter, 
in the hurley-burlev, the Mayor of London, and his officers. 


Mayor. Fy, Lords; that you, being ſupreme magr- 
Thus contumcliouſly thould break the peace! [itrates, 
Glou. 


* Alluding to his ſhaven-crown, a metaphor from a peel'd orange. 


+ The public tews were formerly under the diſtri of the Biſhop 
of Wincheſter, - Mr, Pope. jd | 


t V. B. About four miles from Damaſcus, is a high hill, reported 
to be the ſame on which Cain dew his brother Abel. Maundrel!”; 
travels. p. 131. Mr Pape. * 


| ————— if thou wilt. | 

Glo. 1 will not ſlay thee, but 1'!] drive thee back; 
Thy ſcarlet robes, as a child's bearing cloth, 
I'll uſe to carry thee out of this place. 

Win. Do what thou dar'ſt; 1 beard thee to thy face. 
Glow. What? am I dar'd, and bearded to my face ? 
Draw, men, for all this privileged place. |; | 2 

Blue coats to fawny. Prieſt, beware thy beard; 

l mean to tug it, and to cuff you ſoundly. 

Under my feet I'll ſtamp thy Cardinal's hat: 

In ſpight of Pope, or dignities ef church, 

Here by the cheeks I'll drag thee vp and down. 
Win. Glo'fter, thou anſwer this before the Pope. 
Glav. Wincheſter Gooſe! 1 cry, A rope, A rcpe. 

Now beat them hence, why' do you let hem ſtay? | 

Thee I'll chaſe hence, eu wolf in ſheep's array, | 3: 

Out, tawny coats; aut, ſcarlet hypocrite! | | 1 1 1 
Here Glouceſter's men, &c, . 
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Clou. Peace, Mayor, for thou know'lt little of my 


wrongs: 
Here's Beaufort, that regards not God nor King, 
Hath here diſtrain'd the Tower to his ufe. 
Win. Here's Glo'ſter too, a foe to citizens; 
One that ſtill motions war, and never peace, 
O'er- charging your free purſes with large fines; 
That ſeeks to overthrow religion, 
Becauſe he is proteQor of the realm; 
And would have armour here out of the Tower, 
To crown himſelf King, and ſuppreſs the Prince. 
Glou. I will not anſwer thee with words, but blows, 
| [Here they ſkirmiſh again. 
Mayor. Nought reſts for me in this tumultuous ftrife, 
But to make open proclamation, 
Come, officer, as loud as e' er thou canſt. 


Of. All manner of men aſſembled here in arms this day, a- 
gainft God's peace and the King's, we charge and command 
you, in his Highneſs s-name, to repair to your ſeveral dwe!- 
ling places : and not wear, handle, or uſe any ſword, 


eweapom, or dagger, henceforward, upon pain of death. 
Clou. Cardinal, I'll be no breaker of the law: 


But we ſhall meet, and tell our minds at large. 
Vin. Glo'ſter, we'll meet to thy dear coſt, be ſure; 
Thy heart-blood I will have for this day's-work. 
Mayor. I'll call for clubs, if you will not away: 
This Cardinal is more haughty than the devil. 
Glou. Mayor, farewell: thou do'ſt but what thou mayꝰſt. 
Win. Abominable Glo'ſter, guard thy head, 
For I intend to have it ere be long, 
Mayor. See the coaſt clear'd, and then we will depart. 
OF. Good God! that nobles ſhould ſuch ſtomachs bear! 
I my felf figkt not once in forty year.. [ [Exeunt. 


SCENE VIII. Changes:to Orleans in France. 
Enter. the Maſter-Gunner of Orleans, and his Boy. 


M. Gun. Sirrah, thou know'ſt how Orleans is be- 
And how the Engliſh have the ſuburbs: won. [ ſieg'd, 
Boy. Father, I know, and-oft have ſhot at them, 


Howe' er; 
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Howe'er, unfortunate, I miſs'd my aim. | 
M. Gun. But now thou thalt not. Be thou ub by me: 

Chief Maſter gunner am 1 of this town, 

Something I muſt do to pracure me grace. 

The Prince's '{pials have informed me, 

The Englith, in the ſuburbs cloſe intrench'd, 

Went thro? a feoret grate of iron bars, 

In yonder tow'r, to over-peer the city; 

And thence diſcover how, with moſt * 

They may vex us, with ſhot or with aſſault. 

To intercept this inconvenience, _ 

A piece of ordnance *gainlt it I have plac'd; 

And fully ev'n theſe three days have | watch'd, 

Tf I could ſee them. Now, bor do you watch, 

For I can ſtay no longer. — 

If thou ſpy*ſt any, run and bring me os; 

And thou ſhalt nd me at the Govertior's. q (Exit. 
Boy. Father, I warrant you; take you no care: 

I'll never trouble you, if I may ſpy them. 


SCENE ix. 
Enter Saliſbury and T albot on the turegts, awith at bert. 
Sal. Talbot, my life, my joy again return d! bn 


How wert thou handled, being priſoner? © | 
Or by what means gottꝰ' ſt thou to be releas dg 2 


Diſcourſe, l prhee, on this turret's top. ' | © 


Tal. The Duke of Bedford had a tie,” 
Called the brave Lord Ponton de Santraile ; 
For him was [ exchang'd, and ranſomed. 
But with a baſer man of arms by far, | 
Once, in contempt, they would have barter*d me: 
Which I diſdaining fcorn'd, and craved death, 
Rather than I would be & vile eſteem'd. 
In fine redeem'd I was, as I defir'd. 
But, oh! the treacherous Falſtaff wonnds my heart ; 


Whom with my bare fiſts I would execute, 


If I now had him brought into my pow'r. 
Sal. Yet tell'ſt thou not how thou wert entertain'd. 
Tal. With ſcoffs and ſcorns, and eontumelious want, 
In open market- place produc'd they we, 45 
To be a public ſpectacle to all. 


Here, 
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Here, ſaid they, is the terror of the French, 
The ſcarecrow that affrights our children ſo. 


Then broke I from the officers that led me, 


And with my nails digg'd ſtones out of the ground, 
To hurl at the beholders of my ſhame. 


My griſly countenance made others fly; 

None durſt come near, for fear of ſudden death, 
In iron walls they, deem'd me not ſecure : 

So great a fear my name amongſt them ſpread, 
That they ſuppos'd 1 could rend bars of ſteel, 


And ſpurn in pieces poſts of adamant. 


Wherefore a guard of choſen ſhot I had; 
They walk'd about me ev'ry minute-while ;. 
And if I did but ftir out of my bed, 

Ready they were to ſhoot.me to the heart. 


Enter the Boy, with a linflock. 1 

Sal. I grieve to hear what torments you endur'd,. 
But we will be reveng'd ſufficiently, 
Now it is ſupper-time in Orleans: 
Here through this grate I can. count every one,. 
And view the Frenchmen how they fortify. 
Let us look in, the fight will much delight thee; 
Sir Thomas Gargrave, and Sir William Glanſdale,. 
Let me have your expreſs opinions, 
Where 1s beſt place to make our batt'ry next ? 


Gar. I think, at the north gate; for there ſtand lords. 


Glan. And I here, at the bulwark of the bridge. 
Tal. For aught I ſee, this city muſt be famiſh'd, 
Or with light ſkirmiſhes enfeebled. 


[ Here they ſboot, and Saliſbury and Sir T ho. Gar- 


Frave fall dum. | 
Sal. O Lord, have metcy on us, wretched ſinners. 
Gar. O Lord, have mercy on me, woful man. 


Tal. What chance is this that ſuddenly hath croſs'd us? 


Speaks, Saliſbury ; at leaſt, if thou canſt ſpeak ; 
How far'it than, mirror of all martial men! 

One of thy eyes and thy cheek's fide ſtruck off! 
Accurſed tow'r, accurſed fatal hand, 


That hath contriv'd this woful tragedy! 


In thirteen battles Saliſbury o'ercame : — 
Henry the Fifth be firſt train'd to the wars. 


Whilſt 


vw 
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Whilſt any trump did ſound, or drum ſtruck up, 
His ſword did ne'er leave ſtrik ing in the field. 
Yet liv/ſt thou, Saliſbury? tho? thy ſpeech doth fail, 
One eye thou haſt to look to heaven for grace “. 
Heav'n, be thou gracious to none alive, 
If Saliſbury wants mercy at thy hands! 
Bear hence his body, I will help to bury it. 
Sir Thomas Gargrave, hait thou any life? 
Zpeak unto Talbot; nay, look up to him. 
O Saliſb'ry, cheer thy ſpirit with this comfort, 
Thou ſhalt not die, while 
He beckons with his hand, and ſmiles on me, 
As who ſhould ſay, When I am dead and gone, 
Remember to avenge me on the French. 
Plantagenet, I will; and, Nero-like, | 
Play on the lute, beholding the towns burn: 
Wretched ſhall France be only in my name. 
[ Here an alarm, and it thunders and lightens. 
What ſtir is this? what tumult's in the heav'ns? 
Whence cometh this alarm and this noiſe ? 


Enter a Meſſenger. 


Mas. My Lord, my Lord, the French have gather'd 
The Dauphin, with one Joan la Pucelle join'd, head. 
A holy propheteſs new riſen up, 

Is come with a great power to raiſe the ſiege. org. 
Here Saliſbury liſtetb himſelf up and groans. 
Tal. Hear, hear, how dying Saliſbury doth groan? 
It irks his heart he cannot be reveng'd. AEST 
Frenchmen, I'll be a Saliſbury to you +. 
Convey brave Saliſbury into- his tent, 
And then we'll try what daſtard Frenchmen dare. 
[ Alarm. Exeunt, bearing Saliſbury. aud Sir 
Thomas Gargrave out 90 
ene rec 
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——* T'o heaven for grace. 
The ſun with one eye vieweth all the world. 
Heav'n, be thou, &c. 


+ a Saliſbury to you. 


Pucelle or Puſſel, Dauphin, or Dog-fiſh, 
Your hearts I'll ſtamp out with my horſe's heels, 


And make a-quagmire of. your mingled brains, . 5 
Convey brave, &. ba T | 5 1 f 1 17 1 
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SCENE X. 


Here an alarm again; and Talbot parſueth the Dauphin, 
and driveth him. Then enter Joan ta Pucelle dri vin Ty 
Engliſhmen before her. Then. enter Talbut. 

Tal. Where is my ſtrengtb, my valour, and my force? 

Our Engliſh troops retire, I cannot ſtay them: 

A woman clad in armour, chaſeth them. 


nter Pucelle. 


Here, here, ſhe comes. T'll have a bout with thee; 
Devil, or devil's dam, I'll conjure thee : 
Blood will I draw on thee, thou art a witch, 
And ſtraightway give thy ſoul to him thou ſerv'ſt. 
Pucel. Come, come, *tis only 1 that muſt diſgrace 
thee. { They fight *. 
Talbot, farewell, thy hour is not yet come; 
I muſt go victual Orleans forthwith. 
[A ſhort alarm. Then enter the town with ſoldiers. 
O'ertake me if thou canſt, I ſcorn'thy ſtrength. 
Go, go, chear up thy huuger- ſtarved men, 
Help Saliſbury to make his teſtament: 
This day is ours, as many more ſhall be. [| Exit Pucell:. 
Tal. My thoughts are whirled like a potter's Wheel; 
I know not where I am, nor what I do: 
A witch, by fear, not force, like Hannibal, 
Drives back our troops, and conquers as ſhe liſts. 


So bees with ſmoak, and doves with noiſome ſtench, 


Are from their hives and houſes driv'n away. 
They call'd us for our fierceneſs Engliſh dogs, 
Now like their whelps we crying run away: 
„ LA. ſbort alarm. 
Hark, countrymen! either renew the fight, 
Or tear the lions out of England's coat: 
Renounce your ſoil, give ſheep the lions” ſtead; 
Sheep run not half ſo tim'rous from the wolf, 
Or horſe or oxen from the leopard, 


* They fight. „re panel ho os 

Tal. Heavens, can you fuſſer Hell ſo to prevail? 
My breaſt I'll bur with ſtraining of my courage, 
And from my ſhoulders critk my arms afunder, * - 
But I will chaſtiſe this high-minded ſtrumpe. 
_ Pucel. Talbot, farewell, &c. 


m. 


As 
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As you fly from your oft- ſubdued ſlaves. | 
Alarm. Here another ſtirmiſb. 
It will not be: retire into your trenches: 
You all conſented unto Saliſbury's death, 
For none would ſtrike a ſtroke in his revenge. 
Pucelle is enter'd into Orleans, 
In ſpight of us, or ought that we: cou'd do. 
O, would I were to die with Saliſbury ! 
The ſhame hereof will make me hide my head. 
1 Exit Talbot. 
Alarm, Retreat, Flouriſb. 


SCENE XI. 


Tuler on the wall, Pucelle, Dauphin, R-ignier, Alunſon, 
and Soldiers. 


Pucel. Advance our waving colours on the walls, 
Reſcu'd is Orleans from the Engliſh wolves : 
Thus Joan la Pucelle hath perform'd her word. 
Dau. Divinelt creature, bright Aſtrea's daughter, 
How ſhall T honour thee for this ſucceſs! 
Thy promiſes are like Adonis“ gardens “, 
That one day bloom'd, and fruitful were the next. 
France, triumph in thy glorious prophetels ! 
Recover'd is the town of Orleans; 
More bleſſed hap did ne'er befal our (tate, 
_ Reig. Why ring not out the bells throughout the town? 
Dauphin, command the citizens make boufires, 
And feaſt and banquet in the open ſtrects, 
To celebrate the joy that God hath giv'n us. | 
Alan, All France will be replete with mirth and joy, 
When they ſhall hear how we have play'd the men. 
Dau. Tis Joan, not we, by whom the day is won: 
Vor. IV. | G g For 


De gardens of Adonis were never repreſented under any local 
deſeription, nor is any ſuch thing implied in this place. They wete 
only beds of earth put into portable caſes of ſilver or other matter, 
in which were raiſed ſuch flowers and herbs as were of quick growth 
and ſhort continuance, the production and maturity of theta vw 
alſo haſtened by artificial means. Upon this quickneſs of growt 
the alluſion here is founded: though anciently the gardexs of Adonis' 


Vas a proverbial expreſſion to ſignify tranſitory flectingpleaſures,and 


perſous alſo of a flight trifling account, See Eraf. adog. Oxford Editor. 
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Lor which I will divide my crown with her, 
And ail the prieſts and friars in my realm 
Shall ia proceſſion fing her endleſs praiſe. 

A ſtatelier pyramid to her I'll rear, 

Than Rhodope's or Memphis” ever was! 
In memory of her when ſhe is dead, 

Her alhes in an urn more preeious 

Than the rich-jewel'd coffer of Darius, 
Tranſported ſhall be at high feſtivals, 
Before the Kings and Queens of France. 
No longer on St. Dennis will we cry, 

But Joan la Pucelle thall be France's Saint. 
Come in, and let us banquet royally, 


After this golden day of victory. F Flouriſh. Eeunt. 


ACT II. SCENE I. 


Before Orleans. 
Enter a Serjeant of a band, with two Cenlinels. 


Serj. 8 IRS, take your places, and be vigilant. 
If any noiſe or ſoldier you perceive 
Near to the wall, by ſome apparent fig 
Let us have knowledge at the court of guard. 
Cent. Serjeant, you ſhall. Thus are poor ſervitors 
When others ſleep upon their quiet beds) 
onltrain'd to watch in darknels, rain, and cold. 


Enter Talbot, Bedford, and Burgundy, with ſcali N 
18 Their drums beating a dead march. 


Tal. Lord Regent, and redoubted Burgundy, 
By whoſe approach the regions of Artots, 
Walloon, and Picardy, are friends to us; 

This happy night the Frenchmen are ſecure, 
Having all day carous'd and banqueted, 
Embrace we then this opportunity, 

As ſitting beſt to quittance their deceit, 
Contriv'd by art and baleful ſorcery. 

Bed. Coward of France! how much he wrongs his 
Deſpairing of his own arms' fortitude, [ fame, 
To join with witches and the help of hell! 
Bur. Traitors have never other company. 


But 
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But what's that Pucelle whom they term ſo pure? 
Tal. A maid, they ſay. 
Bed. A maid? and be ſo martial? 
Bur. Pray God, the prove not maſculine ere long! 
If underneath the ſtandard of the French 
She carry armour as ſhe hath begun. 
Tal. Well, let them practiſe and converſe with ſpirit; 
Cod is our fortreſs, in whote conqu'ring name 
Let us reſolve to ſcale their flinty bulwurks. 
Bed. Aſcend, brave Talbot, we will follow thee. 
Tal. Not all together: better far I gueſs, 
That we do make our entrance ſeveral ways: 
"That if it chance the one of us do fail, 
The other yet may rife againſt their force, 
Bed. Agreed ; I'll to yon corurr. 
Bur. I to this. 
Tal.' And here will Talbot movnt, or make lus grave. 
Now, Saliſbury ! for thee, and far the right 
Of Engliſh Henry, ſhall this night appear 
How much in duty I am bound to both. | 
Cent, [ within.) Arm, aim; the enemy doth make 
aſſault. 
[The Engliſh ſcaling the walls, cry, St. George ! 
A Talbot ! | 


SCENE II. 


The French leap oer the walls in their ſhirts. Enter, ſeve- 
ral ways, Baſtard, Alanſon, Reignier, half ready and 
half unready. 

Alan. How.now, my Lords? what, all unready ſo ? 
Baſt. Unready? 1, and glad we *ſcap'd ſo well. 
Reig. Tis time, I trow, to wake, and leave our beds, 

Hearing alarums at our chamber-doors. 

Alan. Of all exploits, ſince firſt I follow'd arms, 

Ne'er heard I of a warlike enterpriſe 

More venturous or deſperate than this. 

Baſt. 1 think this Talbot is a fiend of hell. 
Reig. If not of hell, the heav'ns, ſure, favour him. 
Alan. Here cometh Charles, 1 marvel how he ſped. 


Enter Dauphin and Joan. 1 


Boſt. Tut! holy Joan was his defenſive guard. 
G g 2 | Dau. 


. 
, 
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Dau. Is this thy cunning, thou deceitful dame? 
Didſt thou at firſt, to flatter us withal, 
Make us partakers of a little gain, 
That now our loſs might be ten times as much? 
Pucel. Wherefore is Charles impatient with his friend! 
At all times will you have my pow'r alike? 
Sleeping, or waking, muſt I {till prevail? 
Or will you blame and lay the fault on me? 


Improvident ſoldiers, had your watch been good, 


This ſudden miſchief. never cou'd have fall n. 
Dau. Duke of Alanſon, this was your default, 
That, being captain of the watch to-night, 
Did look no better to that weighty charge. 
Alan. Had all your quarters been as ſafely kept, 
As that whereof 1 had, the government, 
We had not been thus ſhamefully ſurpris'd. 
Bat. Mine was ſecure. 
Reign. And ſo was mine, my Lord. 
Dau. And for my ſelf, moſt part of all this night, 
Within her quarter, and mine own precinct, 
I was employ'd in paſſing to and fra, 
About relieving of the centinels. _ 
Then how or which way ſhould they firſt break in? 
Pucel. Queſtion, my Lords, no further of the caſe, 
How, or which way; *tis ſure they found ſome part. 
But weakly guarded, where the breach was made; 
And now there refts no other ſhift but this, 
To gather our ſoldiers, fcatter'd and diſpers'd, 
And lay new platforms, to indamage them. [ Exeunt. 


SCENE III. Within the walls of Orleans. 


Alarm. Enter a Soltlier crying, A Talbot! A Talbot! 
the French fly, leaving their clothes behind. 


Sol. I'll be fo bold to take what they have left: 
The cry of Talbot ſerves me for a ſword; 
For I have loaden me with many ſpoils, | 
Uſing no other weapon but his name. [ Exit. 


Enter Talbot, Bedford, and Burgundy. 


Bed. The day begins to break, and night 1s fled, 
Whoſe pitchy mantle over-xeil'd the earth, 


Flere. 
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Here ſound retreat, and ceaſe our hot purſuit. F Retreat. 
Tal. Bring forth the body of old Saliſbury, 

And here advance it in the market-place, 

The middle centre of this curſcd town. 

Now have 1 paid my vow unto his foul ; 

For every drop of blood was drawn from him, 

There have at leaſt five Frenchmen dy*d.to-night. . 

And that hereafter ages may behold 


What ruin happen'd in revenge of him, 


Within their chiefeſt temple. Ill erect 

A tomb, wherein his corpſe ſhall be interr'd: 
Upon the which, that every one may read, 

Shall be ingrav'd the ſack of Orleans; 

The treack/rous manner of his mournful death, 
And what a terror he had been to France. 
But, Lords, in all our bloody maſſacre, 

I muſe we met not with the Dauphin's Grace, 
His neu- come champion, virtuous Joan of* Arc, 
Nor any of his falſe confederates. 


Bed. Tis thought, Lord Talbot, when the fight began, 


Rous'd on the ſudden from their drowſy beds, 
They did amongf the troops of armed men 
Leap o'er the walls, for refuge in the field. 
Bur. My ſelf, as ſar as 1 cou'd well diſcern 
For ſmoak and duſky vapours of the night, 


Am ſure I ſcar'd the Dauphin and his trull; 


When, arm in arm, they both came ſwiftly running. 
Like to a pair of loving turtle-doves, | 
That cou'd not live aſunder day or night. 

After that things are ſet in order here, 

We'll follow. them with all the power we have. 


Enter a Meſſenger. 


Mz. All hail, my Lords; which of tlus princely train 


Call ye the warlike Talbot, for his acts 
So much applauded through the realm of France? 
Tal. Here is the Talbot, who wonld ſpeak with him? 
Me. The virtuous lady, Counteſs of Auvergne, 
With modeſty admirinj thy renown, 
By me intreats, great Lord, thou would'ſt vouchſafe 
To viſit her pgor caſtle where ſhe lies; 
That ſhe may boaſt ſhe hath beheld the man 
ss W. 
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Whoſe glory fills the world with loud report. 
Bur. Is it even fo? nay, then, I ſee our wars 
Will turn into a peaceful comic ſport, 
When ladies crave to be encounter'd with. 
You can't, my Lord, deſpiſe her gentle ſuit. 
Tal. Ne'er truſt me then; for when a world of men 
Cou'd not prevail with all their oratory, 
Yet hath a woman's kindneſs over-rul'd : 
And therefore tell her I return great thanks; 
And in ſubmiſſion will attend on her. 
Will not your Honours bear me company ? 
Bed. No, truly; that is more than manners will: 
And I have heard it ſaid, unbidden gueſts 
Are often welcomeſt when they are gone. 
7al. Well then, alone, fince there's no remedy, 
1 mean to prove this Iady's courteſy. 
Come hither, Captain; you perceive my mind. LH Viſpere. 
Cap“. 1 do, my Lord, and mean accordingly. [ ZExcunz. 


SCENE IV. The Counteſs of Auvergne's caſtle. 


Enter the C ounteſs, and her Porter. 


Count. Porter, remember what J gave in charge; 

And when you've done fb, bring the keys to me. 
Port. Madam, I will. [Exil. 
Count. The plot is laid; if all things fall out right, 

J ſhall as famous be by this exploit, 

As Sezthian Tomyris by Cyrus? death. 

Great is the rumour of this dreadful knight, 

And his atchievements of no leſs account: 

Fain would mine eyes be witneſs with mine ears, 

To give their cenſure ꝓ of theſe bare reports. 


Enter Meſſenger, and Talbot. 


Ne. Madam, according as your Ladyſhip. 
By meſſage crav'd, fo is. Lord Talbot come. 
Count. And he is welcome, What! is this tlie man? 
A.. Madam, it is. 
Court. Is this the ſcourge of France? 
Is this the Talbot ſo much fear'd abroad, 
That with his name the mothers ſtill their babes? 


+ Fumour, for reputation. 
1 Cenfure, for judgment ſimply. 
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I ſee report is fabulous and falſe. 

I thought 1 ſhould have ſeen ſome Hercules 

A ſecond Hector, for his grim aſpect, 

A large proportion of his ſtrong knit limbs. 

Alas! this is a child, a filly dwarf: 

It cannot be this weak and verithled ſhrimp 

Should ſtrike ſuch terror in his enemies. 

Tul. Madam, I have been bold to trouble you: 

But ſince yaur Ladyſhip is not at leiſure, 

I'll ſort ſome other time to viſit you. [ goes. 


Count. What means he now? Go aſk him, whither he. 


Mefſ. Stay, my Lord Talbot; for my Lady craves 
To know the cauſe of your abrupt departure. 

Tal. Marry, for that ſhe's in a wrong belief, 
I go to certify her Talbots here. 


Enter Porter with heys. 
Count. If thou be he, then art thou priſoner... 


Tal. Pris'ner! to whom? 
Count. To me, blood-thirſty Lord: 
And for. that cauſe I train'd thee to my houſe, 
Long time thy ſhadow hath been thrall to me, 
For in my gallery thy picture hangs 
But nov the ſubſtance ſhall endure the like, 
And I will chain theſe legs and arms of thine, 
That hait by tyranny theſe many years 
Waſted our country, {lain our citizens, 
And ſent our ſons. and huſbands captivate. 
Tal. Ha, ha, ha. [to moan, 
Count. Laugheft thou, wretch? thy mirth ſhall turn 
Tal. I laugh to ſee your Ladyſhip fo fond, | 
To think. that you have-aught but Talbot's ſhadow 
Whereon to praQtiſe your ſeverity. | 
Count. Why? art not thou the man? 
Tal. J am, indeed. 
Count. Then have I ſubſtance tao. 
Tal. No, no; I am but ſhadow of myſelf: 
You are deceiv'd, my ſubſtance is not here; 
Tor what you ſee, is but the ſmalleſt part 
And leaſt proportion of. humanity. 
] tell you, Madam, were the whole frame here, 
It 1 is of ſuch a ſpacious lofty pitch, 
| Your 


| 
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Your roof were not ſufficient to contain it. 

Count. This is a riddling merchant for the nonce ; 
He will be here, and yet he is not here: 
How can theſe contrarieties agree? 


Tal. That will I ſhew you preſently. 


ind his horn; drums flrike up; a peal of ordnance, 
Enter Soldiers. 


How ſay you, Madam? are you now perſuaded, 
That Talbot is but ſhadow of himſelf? 
Theſe are his ſubſtance, ſinews, arms, and ſtrength, 
With which he yoketh your rebellious necks; 
Razeth your cities, and ſubverts your towns; 
And in a moment makes them deſolate. 

Gount, Victorious Talbot, pardon my abuſe; 
I find thou art no leſs than fame hath bruited. 
And more than may be gather'd by thy ſhape. 
Let my preſamption not provoke thy wrath; 
For I am ſorry, that with reverence. 
I did not entertain thee as thou art. 

Tal. Be not difmay'd, fair Lady; nor miſconſtrue 
The mind of Talbot, as you did miſtake 
The outward compoſition of his body. 
What you have done, hath not offended me: 
Nor other ſatisfaction do I crave, 
But only with your patience that we may 
Taſte of your wine, and ſee what cates you have; 
For ſoldiers' ſtomachs always ſerve them well. 

Count. With all my heart, aud think me honoured 
To feaſt ſo great a warrior in my houſe. [ Exeunt. 


SCENE V. Changes to London in the Temple: garden. 


Enter Richard Plantagenet, Warwick, Somerſet, Suffolk, 
Vernon, and others. © 


Plan. Great Lords and Gentlemen, what means this 
Dare no man anſwer in a caſe of truth? [ ſilence? 
Suf. Within the Lemple-hall we were too loud, 
The garden here is more convenient. 
Plan. Then ſay at once, if I maintain'd the WO : 
Or elſe was wrangling Somerſet in th? error? 
Suf. Faith, I have been a truant in the law; 
I never yet could frame my will to it, 


And 
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And therefore frame the law unto my will. 


35? 


Som. Judge you, my Lord of Warwick, then between us. 
War. Between two hawks, which flies the higher 


pitch, | 

Between two dogs, which hath the deeper mouth, 
Between two blades, which bears the better temper, 
Between two horſes, which doth bear him beſt, 
Between two girls, which hath the merrieſt eye, 
] have, perhaps, ſome ſhallow ſpirit of judgment: 
But in.theſe nice ſharp quillets of the law, 
Good faith I am no wiſer than a daw. 

Plan. Tut, tut, here is a mannerly forbeatance; 
The truth appears.ſo naked on my ſide, 
That any purblind eye may find it out. 

Som. And on my fide it is ſo well apparell'd, 
So clear, ſo ſhining, and ſo evident, 
That it will glimmer through a blind man's eye. 


Plan. Since you are tongue-ty*d, and ſo loath to ſpeak, 


In dumb ſignificants proclaim your thoughts: 

Let him that is a true-born gentleman, 

And ſtands upon the honour of his birth, 

Ifhe ſuppoſe that I have pleaded truth, 

From off this hriar pluck a white roſe with me *. 
Som. Let him that is no coward, and na flatterer, 

But dare maintain the party of the truth, 

Pluck a red roſe from off this thorn with me. 
War. I love no colours; and without all colour 

Of baſe inſinuating flattery, 

I pluck this white roſe with Plantagenet. | 
Suf. I pluck this red roſe with young Somerſet, 

And ſay, withal, I think he held the right. 


Fer. Stay, Lords and, Gentlemen, and pluck no more, 


"Pill you conclude, that he upon whoſe fide 


The 


* This is given as the original of the two badges of the houſe of 
York and Lancaſter; whether truly or not, is no great matter. But 


the proverbial expreſſion of ſaying a thing under the roſe, | am 


orw 


ſuaded came from thence. When the nation had ranged itſelf into 
two great faQions, under the white and red roſe, aud were perpe- 
tually plotting and counterplotting againſt one another, then when. 
a matter of faction was communicated by either party to his friend 
in the ſame quarrel, it was natural for him to add, that he ſaid it 


gully to be kept ſecret. Mr. Warburton, 


under the roſe; meaning, that as it concern'd the faction, it was cli. 
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The feweſt roſes are cropt from the tree, 
Shall yield the other in the right opinion. 
Som. Good Maſter Vernon, i it is well objected: 
If I have feweſt, I ſubſcribe in ſilence. 
Plan. And l. 
Ver. Then for the truth and plainneſs of the caſe, 
T pluck this pale and maiden bloſſom here, 
Giving my verdict on the white roſe fide &. 
83 Well, well, come on; who elſe? 
Lawyer. Unleis my ſtudy and my books be falſe, 
Ihe argument you held was wrong in you; [To Som. 
In ſigu whereof I pluck a white roſe too. 
Plan. Now, Somerſet, where is your argument? 
Sam. Here in my ſcabbard, meditating that 
Shall dye your white roſe to a hloody red +. 
Plan. Now, by this maiden-bloſſom in my hand, 
I ſcorn thee and thy faſhion, peeviſh boy. 
Suf. Turn not thy ſcorns this way, Plantagenet. 
Plan. Proud Pool, I vill; and ſcorn both him and 
thee. 


Suf. I'll turn my part thereof unto thy throat. 


Som. 


bite roſe fide. 

Som, Prick not your finger as you pluck it off; 
Leſt, bleeding, you do paint the white roſe red, 
And fall on my ſide ſo againſt your will. | 

Ver. If 1, my Lord, for niy opinion bleed, 
Opinion ſhall be ſurgeon to my hurt, 
And keep me on the fide where ftill I am. 

Sem. Well, well, &c. 

U a bloody red, 

Plan. Mean time, your cheeks do counterfeit our roſes: 
For pale they look with fear, as witneſſing 
Ihe truth on our ide. 

Som. No, Plantagenet; 
"Tis not for fear, but anger, that thy cheeks 
Bluſh for pure ſhame to counterfeit our roſes; 
And yet thy tongue will not confels thy error. 

Plan. Hath not thy roſe a canker, Somerſet? 

Som. Hath not thy raſe a thorn, Plantagenet? 

Plan, Ay, ſharp and piercing to maintain his truth; 
Whilſt thy confuming canker eats his falſchood. 

Som. Well, I'll find friends to wear my bleeding roſea, 
That ſhall maintain what I have ſaid is true, 
Where falſe Plantagenet dare not be ſeen, 

Plau. Now, by this maiden, &c. 
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Som. Away, away, good William de la Pool! 
We grace the yeoman by converſing with him. 
ar. Now, by God's will, thou wrong'ſt him, So— 
His grandfather was Lionel Duke of Clarence, [merſet, 
Third ſon to the Third Edward King of England. 
Spring creſtleſs + yeomen from ſo deep a root? 
Plan. He bears him on the place's privilege, 
Or durſt not for his craven heart fay thus, 
Som. By him that made me, I'll maintain my words 
On any plot of ground in Chriitendom. 
Was not thy father, Richard, Earl of Camby id;re, 
For treaſon headed in our late King's days? 
And by his treaſon ſtand'ſt not thou attainted, 
Corrupted, and exempt from ancient gentry ? 
His treſpaſs yet lives guilty in thy blood; 
And, till thou be reftor'd, thou art a yeoman, 
Plan. My father was attached, not attainted; 
Condemn'd to die for treaſon, but no traitor ; 
And that I'll prove on better men than Somerſct, 
Were growing time once ripen'd to my will. 
For your partaker Pool, and you yourſelf, 
VIl note you in my book of memory, 
To ſcourge you for this apprehenſion Þ. 
Look to it well, and ſay you are well warn'd. 
Som. Ah, thou ſhalt find us ready for thee ſtill, 
And know us by theſe colours for thy foes: 
For-theſe my friends,'in ſpight of thee, ſhall wear. 
Plan. And, by my ſoul, this pale and angry roſe, 
As cogniſance of my blood-drinking hate, 
Will 1 for ever and my faction wear. 
Until it wither with me to my grave, 
Or flouriſh to the height of my degree. 
Suf. Go forward, and be chok'd with thy ambition; 
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And ſo farewell until J meet thee next. Exit. 
Som. Have with thee, Pool; farewell, ambitious Rich- 
ard. [ Exit. 


Plan. How am I bray'd, and muſt perforce endure it! 
War. This blot that they object againſt your houſe, 
Shall be wip'd out in the next parliament, 
Call'd for the truce of Wincheſter and Glouceſter; 


| And 
i. e. Thoſe who have no right to arms. 
1 i. e. Opinion. | 
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And if thou be not then created York, 


I will not live to be accounted Warwick. 
Mean time, in ſignal of my love to thee, 
Againſt proud Somerfet and William Pool, 
Will I upon'thy party wear this roſe. 

And here I propheſy, this brawl to-day, 
Grown to this faction, in the Teinple-garden, 
Shall ſend, between the red roſe and the white, 


A thouſand ſouls to death and deadly night +. 
SCENE VI. A priſon. 
Enter Mortimer, brought in a thair, and Failore. 


Mor. Kind keepers of my weak decay ing age, 

Let dying Mortimer here reſt himſelf. 
Ev'n like a man new haled from the rack, 
So fare my limbs with long impriſonment ; 
And theſe gray locks, the purſuivants' of death, 
Neitor-like aged in an age of care, 
Argue the end of Edmund Mortimer. 
Theſe eyes, like lamps whoſe walling oil is ſpent, 
Wax dim, as drawing to their exigent f. | 
Weak ſhoulder overborne with burtkening grief, 
And piililcfs arms, like to a wither'd vine 
That drops his ſapleſs branches to the ground: 
Yet are theſe feet, whoſe ſtrengthleſs ſtay is numb, 

Unable to ſupport this lump' of clay, ) 
8 with deſire to get a grave; 
As witting, I no other comfort have. 
Bur tell me, keeper, will my nephew come? 

Keep. Richard Plantagenet, my Lord, will come; 

We ſent unto the Temple, to his chamber; 
And anſwer was return'd that he will eome. 


Mer. Enough; my ſoul then ſhall-be ſatisfy'd. 2 
His r 


+ —— ——death and deadly night. 
Plan. Good Maſter Vernon, am bound to you, 
That you on my behalf would pluck a flow'r. 
Ver. In your behalf ſtill will 1 wear the ſame. 
Lawyer. And fo Will l. | 
Plan. Thanks, gentle Sir, 
Come let us four to dinner; I dare fay, 
This quarrel will drink blood inother day. 
SCENE, &c. | 


4 Exigent, for concluſion, period. 
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Poor gentleman, his wrong doth equal mine. 
Since Henry Monmouth firſt began to reign, 
(Before whole glory I was great in arms,) 
This loathſome ſequeſtration have I had; 

And, even ſince then, hath Richard been obſcur'dg 
Vepikv'd of honour and inheritance. 

But now the arbitrator of deſpairs, 

Taft Death, kind umpire of mens' miſeries, 
With f:vcet enlargement doth diſmiſs me hence, 
I would his troubles likewiſe were expir'd, 
That To he might recover what was loſt! 


Enter Richard Plantagenet. 


Keep. My Lord, your loving nephew now is come. 
Mor. Richard Plantagenet,-my friend, is he come? 
Plan. Ay, noble uncle, thus ignobly us'd, 
Your nephew, late deſpiſed Richard, comes. 
Mor. Direct mine arms I may embrace his neck, 
And in his boſom ſpend my lateſt gaſp. 
Oh, tell me when my hps do touch his cheeks, 
That I may kindly give one fainting kiſs. 
And now declare, ſweet ftem from York's great ſtock, 
Why didit thou ſay of late thou wert deſpis'd? 
Plan. Firlt legn thine aged back againſt mine arm, 
And in that eaſe I'll tell thee my diſpleaſure. 
This day, in argument upon a caſe, 
Some words there grew *twixt Somerſet and me; 
Amongſt which terms he loos'd his laviſh tongue, 
And did upbraid me with my father's death ; 
Which obloquy ſet bars before my tongue, 
Elſe with the like | had requited him. 
Therefore, good uncle, for my father's ſake, 
In honour of a true Plantagenet, 
And for allianee ſake, declare the-cauſe 
| My father Earl of Cambridge loſt his head. 
Mor. This cauſe, fair nephew, that impriſon'd me, 
And hath detain'd me all my flow'ring youth 
Within a loathſome-dungeon there to: pine, 
Was curſed inſtrument of-his deceaſe. 
Plan. Diſeover-moreat large what-caufe that wat; 
For I am ignorant, and cannot gueſs. 83 
Mor. I will, if that my fading breath permit, L 
Vor. IV. H h ' ic t 
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And death approach not ere my tale be done. 
Henry the Fourth, grandfather ts this King, 
Depos'd his couſin Richard, Edward's ſon, 

"The firſt begotten, and the lawful heir 

Of Edward King, the Third of that deſcent, 

During whoſe reign the Percies of the north, 

Finding his uſurpation moſt unjuſt, 

Endeavour'd my advaricement to the throne. 

The reaſon mov'd theſe warlike Lords to this, 

Was, for that young King Richard thus remov'd, 

Leaving no heir begotten of his body, 

vas the next by bitth and parentage: - 

For by my mother I derived am h 

From Lionel Duke of Clatence, the third ſon 

o the third Edward; whereas Bolingbroke 

From John of Gaunt doth bring his pedigree, 

Being but the fourth of that heroie line. 

But mark; as in this haughty great attempt 

"They laboured to plant the rightful heir, 

I lolt my liberty, and they their lives. 

Long after this, when Henry the Fifth 

After his father Bolingbroke did reign, 

Thy father, Earl of Cambridge, (then deriv'd 

From famous Edmund Langley, Duke of York, 

Marrying my ſiſter, that thy mother was,) 

Again in pity of my hard diſtreſs 

Levied an army, weening to redeem 

And re. inſtal me in the diadem: | 

But as the reſt, ſo fell that noble Earl, 

And was bcheaded. Thus the Mortimers, 

In whom the title reſted, were ſuppreſs'd. _ 
Plan. Of which, my Lord, your Honour is the laſh, 
Mor. True; and thou ſeeſt that E no iſſue have, 

And that my fainting words do warrant death: 

Thou art my heir; the reſt I with thee gather: 

But yet be wary in thy ſtudious care. 3 
Plan. Thy grave admoniſhments prevail with me: 

But yet methinks my father's execution 

Was nothing leſs than bloody tyranny. f 

Mor. With filence, nephew, be thou politic: 

Strong fixed is the houſe of Lancaſter, 

And, like a mountain, not to be remov'd. 


D 
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But now thy uncle is removing hence, 
As princes do their courts, when they are cloy'd 
With long continuance in a ſettled place. 
Plan. 6 uncle, would ſome part of my young years 
Might but redeem the paſſage of your age! ö 
2 Thou duſt then wrong me, as that ſlaught'rer 
Which giveth many wounds when one will kill. [ doth 
Mourn not, 4 thou ſorrow for my good; 
= ive order for my funeral. | 
at farewell; and Faix befal thy hopes, 
A proſp'rous be thy life, in peace and war! [ Dias. 
Plan. And peace, no war, befal thy parting ſoul! 
In priſon haſt thou ſpent a pilgrimage, 
And, like a hermit, over-pait thy days, 
Well; I will lock his counſel in my breaſt; 
Aud what I do i imagine, let that. reſt, 
Keepers, convey him hence; and I myſelf. 
Will ſee his burial better than his liſe. 
Here lies the duſky torch of. Myrtimer, . 
Chok'd with ambition of, the meaner ſort . 
And for thoſe wrougs, thoſe bitter injuries. 
Which Somerſet hath. affer'd;to. my houſe, 
I doubt not but with honour to redreſs. 
And therefore haſte I to the parliament; 
Either to be reſtored to my blood, 


Or make my ill th? advantage of my good. [Exits 
ACT I: SCENE I. 
The Parliament. 
Flouriſh. Enter King Henry, Exeter, Gloucefler, Wincbeſ- 


ter, Warwick, Somerſet, Suffolk, and Richard Plantage- 


net. Glouceſter offers. to put wa bill. Wincheſter faatches 
it, and tears it. | 


Win. Cons thou with deep premeditated lines, 
With written pamphlets ſtudiouſſy devis'd? 
Humphry of Glo'tter, if thou can'ſt accuſe, 
Or aught intend'ſt to lay unto my charge, 
Do it without e ſuddenly; 25 

h 2 | As 
+ Being made a 3 Perc ies and others to countenance 
ir quarrels. | 
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As 1, with ſudden and extemporal Tpeech, 

Purpoſe to anſwer wit thou canꝰſt object. 
Glou. Preſumptuous- prieft; this place commands my 

patience; 

Or thou ſhould'ſt find thou haft' diſhononr'd me. 

Think not, altho' in writing ! preferrd 

The manner of thy vile outrageovs crimes, 

That therefore I have forg'd, or am not able 

Verbatim to rchearſe the method of my pen. 

No, Prelate, ſuch is thy audacious wickedneſs, 

Thy lewd, peſtif'rous, and diſſentious prauks, 

The very infants prattle of thy pride. 

Thou art a molt pernicious uſurer, 

Froward by nature, enemy to peace, 

Laſciviovs, wanton, more than well beſeems 

A man of thy profeſſion and degree 

And for thy treach'ry, what's more manifeſt? 

In that thou laid'ſt a trap to take my life, 

As well at London bridge, as at the Toner 

Beſide, I fear me, if thy thoughts were ſifted, 

The King thy ſovereign is not quite exempt 

From envious malice cf thy ſwelling heart. 

Wi in. Glo'ſter, I do defy thee. Lords, vouchlafe 
To give me hearing what I ſhall reply. 
If I were covetous, perverſe, ambitious, _ | 
As he will have me; how am I ſo poor? 
How haps it then I ſeek not to advance 
Or raiſe myſelf, but Keep my wonted calling? 

And for diſſenſion, who preferreth peace 

More than 1 do? except I be provok'd. 

No, my good Lords, it is not that offends; 

It is — Tg which hath incens'd the Duke: 

It is becauſe no one ſhould ſway but he; 

No one but he ſhould be about the King; | 

And that ingenders thunder in his breaſt, 3 

And makes him roar theſe accuſations forth, 

Bur he ſhall know I am as good 

Glou. As good? 

Thou baſtard of my grandfather! 

Win. Ay, lordly Sir; for what are you, l pray, 

But one imperious in another's throne ? 


Clou. Am not I then Protector, r r. 


4 
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Vin. And am not I a Prelate of the church? 
Glou. Yes, as an outlaw in a caſtle keeps, 
And uſes it to patronage his theft. 
in. Unrev'rend Glo'ſter! 
Glou. Thou art reverend | 
Touching thy ſpiritual function, not thy life. 
in. This Rome ſhall remedy. 
Var. Roam thither then. 
Som. My Lard, it were your duty to forbear. 
Mar. Ay, ſee the Biſhop be not overborn. 
Som. Methinks, my Lord ſhould be religious, 
And know the office that belongs to ſuch. 
War. Methinks his Lordſhip ſhould be humbler then. 
It fitteth not a Prelate ſo to plead. 
Som. Ves, When his holy ſtate is touch'd ſo near. 
Jar. State, holy or unhallow'd, what of that? 
Is not his. Grace Protector. to the King? | 
Rich. Plantagenet.; I ſee, mult hold his tongue: LA. de, , 
Leſt it be ſaid, Speak, ſirrah, when you ſhould; 
« Muſt: your bold verdict enter talk with Lords?” 
Elſe would 1 have a fling at Wincheſter. 
K. Henry. Uncles of Gloſter, aud of Wincheſter, 
The ſpecial watchmen of our Engliſh weal; 
I would prevail, if prayers might prevail, 
To join your. hearts in love and amity. . 
Oh, what a ſcandal is it to our crown, 
That two ſuch Noble Peers as ye ſhould jar! 
Believe me, Lords, my tender years can tell, 
Civil diſſenſion is a vip'raus worm, 
1 bat gnaws the bowels of the commonwealth. - | 
[A noiſe within, Down with the tawny coalse- 
K. Henry. What tumult's this? 
War. An uproar, I dare warrant; 
Begun through malice of the. Biſhop's men. 
(A noiſe again, Stones, Stones. 


SCENE II. Enter Mayar. 
Mays Oh, my good Lards, and m1 Henry, 


Pity the city Loeden. pity us; 


The Biſhop and the Duke of Glo'ſter's den, 
Forbidden late to carry any weapon, 


Hen wad their poke all * ſlones 8. 


. 
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And, banding themſelves in contrary pats, 

Do pelt ſo faſt at one another's pat es, 
That many have their giddy brains knock'd out: 
Our windows are broke down in every ſtreet, 
And we for fear compell'd to ſhut our ſhops. 


Enter ſeveral in feirmiſh, with bloody pates, 


R. Henry. We charge you, on allegiance to ourſelves, 
To hold your ſlaught'ring hands, and keep the peace. 
Pray, uncle Glo'ſter, mitigate this ſtrite. 

1 Serv. Nay, if we be forbidden ſtones, we'll fall to it 
with our teeth. 


2 Serv, Do what ye dare, we are as reſolute, 
[ Shirmſh again. 
Glou. You of my houſehold, leave this peevith broil, 
And ſet this unaccuſtom'd fight afide. 55 
3 Serv. My Lord, we know your Grace to be a mad 
Juſt and upright; and for your royal birth 
Inferior to none but to his Majeſty: 
And ere that we will ſuffer ſueh a prince; 
So kind a father to the common-weal, 
To be diſgraced by an inkhorn-· mate; 
We, and our wives, and children, all will fight, 
And have our bodies Naughter'# by thy foes. - 
1 Serv. Ay, and the very parings of our nails 
Shall pitch a field when we are dead, [ Begin again 
Glou. Stay, ſtay, I ſay; 
And if you love me, as you fay you do, 
Let me perſuade you to forbear a while. 
K. Henry. O, how this diſcord doth afflict my ſoul! 
Can you, my Lord of Wincheſter, behold 
My ſighs and tears, and will not onee relent ? 
Who ſhould be pitiful, if you be not ? 
Or who ſhould ſtudy to prefer a peace, 
If holy churchmen take delight in broils? 
War. My Lord Protector, yield; yield, Wincheſter ; 
Except you mean with obſtinate repulfe - Se 
To ſlay your ſovereign, and deſtroy the realm. 
Ye ſee, what. miſchief, and what murther too, 
Hath been enacted thro? your ny 2 | | 
Then be at peace, except ye thirſt for blood. 


Vin. 


- 
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Win. He ſhall ſubmit, or I will never yield, 

Glou. Compaſſion on the King commands me ſtoop, 
Or 1 would ſee his heart out, ere the prieft 
Should ever get that privilege of me. | 

War. Behold, my Lord of Wincheſter, the Duke 
Hath baniſh'd moody diſcontented fury, | 
As by his ſmoothed brows it doth appear. 

Why look you {till fo ſtern and tragical ? 

Glou. Here, Wincheſter, I offer thee my hand. 

K. Henry. Fie, uncle Beaufort: I have heard you 
That malice was a great and grievous fin: [ preach, 
And will not you maintain the thing you teach, 
But prove a chief offender in the ſame? 

Var. Sweet King! the Biſhop hath a kindly gird. 
For ſhame, my: Lord of Wincheſter, relent ; 

What, ſhall a child inſtru you what to do? 

Win. Well, Duke of Glo'ſter, I will yield to thee; 
Love for thy love, and hand for hand, I give. 

Glou. Ay, but I fear me, with a hollow heart. 

See here, my friends and loving countrymen, 
This token ſerveth for a flag of truce - 
Betwixt ourſelves and all our followers. 

So help me God as I diſſemble not! 


Vin. | Afide.] So help me God as I intend it not. 

K. Henry. O loving uncle, gentle Duke of Gloſter, 
How joyful am I by this contract! 
Away, my maſters, trouble us no more; 
But join in friendſhip, as your Lords have done. 

1 Serv. Content, I'll to the ſurgeon's. | 

2 Serv. So will JI. | ; 


3 Serv. And I'll ſee what phyſic the tavern affords. 
| [Exeunt. 
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War. Accept this ſcroll, moſt gracious Sovereign, 
Which in the right of Richard Plantagenet ' 
We do exhibit to your Majeſty, © . 

Glou. Well urg' d, my Lord of Warwick: for, ſweet 
And if your Grace mark ew'ry circumſtance, [ Prince, 
You have great reaſon to 90 Richard right: | 
Eſpecially for thoſe becafions = Te Ou rg oy 
At Eltham-place I told your Majeſty. 01: hf. A Vie SASH. 
n K. Henry. 
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K. Henry. And thoſe occaſions, uncle, were of force: 
Therefore, my loving Lords, our pleaſure is, 

That Richard be A to his blood. 

War. Let Richard be reſtored to his blood, 
So ſhall his father's wrongs be recompens'd. 

Win. As will the reſt, 1 willeth Wincheſter. 

X. Henry. If Richard will be true, not that alone, 
But all the whole inheritance 1 give, 
That doth belong unto the houſe of York, 

From whence you ſpring by lineal deſcent. 

Rich. Thy humble ſervant vows obedience, 
And faithful ſervice, till the point of death. 

K. Henry. Stoop, then, and ſet your knee agaiaſt my 
And in reguerdon of that duty done, [ foot. 
J gird thee with the valiant food of York. | 
Riſe, Richard, like a true Plantagenet, 

And riſe created Princely Duke of York. 

Rich. And ſo thrive Richard, as thy foes may fall! 
And as my duty ſprings, ſo periſh they 
That grudge one thought againſt your Majeſty! 


All. Welcome, high Prince, the mighty Dake of York! 


Som. Periſh, baſe Prince, ignoble Duke of York! 


Glou, Now will it beſt avail your Majeſty 
To croſs the. ſeas, and to be-crown'd in France: 
The preſence of a King ingendersJove. 
Amongſt his ſubjeQts and his loyal friends, 


As it diſanimates his enemies. 


CA. 


K. Henry. When Glo'ſter ſays the word, King Henry. 
For friendly counſel cuts off many foes. - | [goes;. 
[Exeunr. 


Glou. Your ſhips already are in readineſs. 


Manet Exeter. 


Exe. Ay, we may march 8 or in es. : 
Not ſeeing what is likely to enſu. 
This late diſſenſion grown bet wixt the peers, 
Burns under feigned aſhes of forg'd 1 | 4 | 
And will at laſt break out into a flame. 
As feſter'd members rot but by degrees, 
Till bones, and fleſh, and ſine ws, fall away; 
So will this baſe and envious diſcord breed. 
And now I fear that fatal prophecy, | 


> 


'\ * 
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Which, in the time of Henry nam'd the Fifth, 

Was in the mouth of every ſucking babe; 

That Henry bern at Monmouth ſhould win all; 

Ard Henry born at Windſor ſhould loſe all: 

Which is fo plain, that Exeter doth with . 

His days may fiuiſh ere that hapleſs time. [Exit. 


SCENE IV. Changes to Rouen in France. 


Enter Joan la Pucelle difeuis'd, and four Soldiers with ſachs 
upon their backs. 


Pucel. Theſe are the city-gates, the gates of Rouen, 
Thro* which our policy muſt make a breach. 
Take heed, be wary, how you place your words ; 

Falk like the vulgar fort of market-men, 

That came to gather money for their corn. 

If we have entrance, (as I hope we ſhall,) 

And that we find the ſloathful watch but weak, 

I'll by a fign give notice to our friends, ò 

That Charles the Dauphin may encounter them 
ol. Our ſacks ſhall be a mean to ſack the city, 

And we be lords and rulers over Rouen; 
Therefore we'll knock, [ Knocks, 
Watch. Qui va n | f 

Pure. Paiſang, pauvres pcs de France. 
Poor market-folks, that come to ſell their corn. 
Matth. Enter, go in, the market-bell is rung. 
Pucel. Now, Rouen, 'I'll ſhake thy bulwarks to the 
ground. [E xcunt. 
Eater Dauphin, Baffard, and Reignier. 
Dau. St. Dennis bleſs this happy ſtratagem; 
And once again we'll ſleep ſecure in Rouen. | 
Bat. Here enter'd Pucelle and her practiſants: 
Now is ſhe there, how will ſhe ſpecify 11 4 
Where is the beſt and ſafeſt paſſage in? 

Reig. By thruſting out a torch from yonder tow'r, 
Which, once diſceru'd, ſhews, that her meaning is, 25 | 
No way to that (for weakneſs) which ſhe euter d. a | 

[Bis ater 
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Enter Joan la Pucelhs, on the top, thruſting Pa a torch 
burning. 


Pucel. Behold, this is the happy wedding-toreh, 
That joineth Rouen unto her countrymen, 
But burning fatal'to the Talbotites. 

Baſt. See, Nohle Charles, the beacon of our iriend, 
The burning torch in yonder turret ſtands. 

Dau. Now ſhines it Ike a comet of revenge, 
A. prophet to the fall of all our foes. 

Reig: Defer no time, delays. have dangerous ends; 
Enter, and cry, The Dauphin! preſently, 
And then do execution on the watch. 

LA alarm ; Talbot in an 3 

Tal. France, thou ſhalt rue this treaſon with thy tears, 
If Talbot but ſurvive thy treaghery. 
Pucelle, that witch, that damned ſorcereſs, 
Hath wrought this, miſchief unawares, Ha 
That hardhy-we a the pride *: af France. [Exif 


SCENE V;. n 


An Mee : Excur Bedford br ht in fiek in a hair 
Enter Talbot 7 i within, Fa 


la Pucelle, Dauphin, Beftard, and ' Alanſon, on the "walk. 


Pucel. Good-morrow, gallants, want ye cora for bread? 
Ittank the Duke of Burgundy-will faſt, 
Befvre he'll buy again at ſuch a rate. 
T was full en do you like the taſte? 
Burg. Scoff on, vile fiend, and ſhameleſs courtezan 1 


1 truſt « ere long to choke thee with thine own, 


And make thee curſe t the. harveſt of that corn. 
Dau. Your grace may ſtarve, perhaps, before that time. 
Bed. Oh, let not — but deeds, revenge this treaſon! 
Pucel. What will ye do, good grey-beard? break a 

And run a tilt at death within a harr | Tlance, 
Tal. Foul ſiend of France, and hag of ill deſpight, 

Incompaſs'd with thy luſtful paramoura, 

Becomes it thee to taunt his valiant age, 

* twit with cowardice a man half. dead? 


Damſel, 


© i. e. Haughty power. 


n 
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Damſel, I'll have a bout with you again, 
Or elſe let Talbot periſh in his ſhame. 
Pucel. Are you ſo hot? yet, Pucelle, hold thy peace; 
If Talbot do but thunder, rain will follow. 
[ They we tagether in council. 
God ſpeed the parliament! who ſhall be-the ſpeaker? 
Tal. Dare ye come forth, and meet us in the field? 
Pucel. Belike your Lordſhip takes us then for fools, 
To try if that our own be ours, or no. 
Tal. I ſpeak not to that railing Hecate; 
But unto thee, Alanſon, and the reſt. 
Will ye, like ſoldiers, come and fight it out? 
Alan. Seignior, no. 15 | 
Tal. Seignior, hang: baſe muleteers of France 
Like peaſant foot-boys do they keep the walls, 
And dare not take up arms like gentlemen. 
Pucel. Captains, away ; let's get us from the walls," 
For Talbot means no goodneſs by his looks. 
God be wi' you, my Lord; we came, Sir, but to tell you 
That we are here. FExeunt from the walls. 
Tal. And there will we be too ere it be long, 
Or elſe reproach be Talbot's greateſt fame 
Vow, Burgundy, by honour of thy houſe, 
Prick'd on by publie wrongs ſuſtain'd in France, 
Either to get the town again or die. 
And I as Fate as Engliſh Henry lives, 
And as his father here was conqueror; 
As ſure as in this late-betrayed town 
Great Caur-de-lion's heatt was buried; 
50 ſure I ſwear to get the town or die. 
Burg. My vows are equal partners with thy vows: 
Tal. But ere we go, regard this dying prince, 
The valiant Duke of Bedford: come, my Lord; 
We will beſtow you in ſome better place, 
Fitter for ſickneſs and for crazy ape. 
Bed. Lord Talbot, do not 15 . 
Here I will fit before the walls of Rouen, 
And will be partner of your weal and woe: 
Burg. Courageous Bedford, let us now perſuade you. 
Bed. Not to be gone from henee: for once I read, 
That ſtout Pendragon, in his litter fick, 
Came to the field, and vanquiſhed his fors. 


Methinks 
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Methinks J ſhould revive the ſoldiers? hearts; 
Becauſe I ever found them as myſelf. 

Tal. Undaunted ſpirit in a dying breaſt! 
Then be it ſo; heav*ns keep old Bedford ſafe ! 
And now no more ado, brave Burgundy, 


But gather we our forces out of hand, , 
And ſet upon our boafting enemy. [Exil. 
An alarm: excurſions. Enter Sir John Falltaff, and a 
Captain. 


Capt. Whither away, Sir John Falſtaff, in ſuch haſte? 
Fal. Whither away? to ſave myſelf by flight. 
We are like to have the overthrow again. 
Capt. What! will you fly, and leave Lord Talbot ? 
Fal. Ay, all the Talbots in the world to fave my life. 
[Exit. 


Capt. Cow ardly Knight, ill fortune follow thee! [Exit. 


Retreat: excurſions. Pucell., Alanſon, and Dauphin fly. 


Bed. Now, quiet ſoul, depart when Heaven ſhall pleaſe; 
For I have ſeen our enemies” overthrow 
What is the truſt or ſtrength of fooliſh man? 
They that of late were daring with their ſcoffs, 


Are glad and fain by flight to ſave themſelves. 
[ Dies; and is carried off in his chair. 


SCENE VI. Within the walls of Rouen. 


An alarm: Enter Talbot, Burgundy, and the ret. 


Tal. Loſt and recover'd in a day again? 
This is a double honour, Burgundy ; 
Yet heav'n's have glory for this victory! 

Burg. Warlike and martial Talbot, Burgundy 
Inſhrines thee in his heart. and there erects 
Thy noble deeds as valour's monuments. 

Tal. Thanks, gentle Duke. But where is Pucelle now ? 
1 think her old familiar is aſleep. 
Now where's the Baſtard's braves, and Charles his likes? 
What, all a-mort? Rouen hangs her head for gre, 
That ſuch a valiant company are fled. 
Now we will take fome order in the town, W 
Placing therein ſome expert officers, - | B Fe 

| | W 
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And then depart to Paris to the King; 

For there young Henry with his Nobles lies. 
Burg. What wills Lord Talbot, pleaſeth Burgundy. 
Tal. But yet before we go, let's not forget 

The Noble Duke of Bedford, late deceas'd; 

But fee his exequies fulfill'd in Rouen. 

A braver ſoldier never couched lance, 

A gentler heart did never ſway in court. 

But kings and mightieſt potentates muſt die, 

For that's the end of human miſery. 


373 


[ Exeunt, 


SCENE VII. 


Enter Dauphin, Baſtard, Alanſon, and Joan la Pucelle, 


Pucel. Diſmay not, Princes, at this accident, 
Nor grieve that Rouen is ſo recovered. 
Care is no cure, but rather corroſive, 
For things that are not to be remedy'd. 
Let frantie Talbot triumph for a while, 
And, like a peacock, {weep along his tail; 
We'll pull his plumes and take away his train, 
If Dauphin and the reſt will be but rul'd. 
Dau. We have been guided by thee hitherto, 
And of thy cunning had no diffidence. 
Oae ſudden foil ſhall never breed diſtruſt. 
Bo/t. Search out thy wit for ſecret policies, 
And we will make thee famous through the world. 
Alan. We'll ſet thy ſtatue in ſome hollow place, 
And have thee reverenc'd like a bleſſed ſaint. 
Employ thee then, ſweet virgin, for our good. 
Pucel. Then thus it mult be, this doth Joan deviſe : 
By fair perſuaſions mix'd with ſugar'd words, 
We will entice the Duke of Burgundy 
Jo leave the Talbot, and to follow us. 
Dau. Ay, marry, ſweeting, if we could do that, 
France were no place for Henry's warriors ; 
Nor ſhall that nation boalt it ſo with us, 
But be extirped from our provinces. 
Alan. For ever ſhould they be expuls'd from France, 
And not have title of an earldom here. 
Pucel. Your Honours ſhall perceive how 1 will work, 
Vor. IV. ichn: To 
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To bring this matter to the wiſhed end. [ Drum beats afar off. 
Hark, by the ſound of drum you may perceive 
Their powers are marching on to Paris-ward. 

[Here beat an Engliſh march. 
There goes the Talbot with his colours ſpread, 
And all the troops of Engliſh after him. 
Now in the rereward comes the Duke and his : 

[ French march. 

Fortune, in favour, makes him lag behind; 
Summon a parley, we will talk with him. 


[ Trumpets ſound a parley. 
SCENE VIII. Enter the Dule of Burgundy marching. 


Dau. A parley with the Duke of Burgundy. 
Burg. Who craves a parley with the Burgundy ? 
Pucel, The Princely Charles of France, thy country- 
man. 
Burg. What ſay*ſt thou, Charles? for I am marching 
hence. 3 
Dau. Speak, Pucelle, and inchant him with thy words. 
Pucel. Brave Burgundy, undoubted hope of France! | 
Stay, let thy humble handmaid ſpeak to thee. N 
Burg. Speak on, but be not over-tedious. 3 
Pucel. Look on thy country, look on fertile France ; 
And ſee the cities and the towns defac'd 
By waſting ruin of the cruel foe, 
As looks the mother on her lovely babe, 
When death doth cloſe his tender dying eyes; 
See, ſee the pining malady of France, 
Behold the wounds, the moſt unnat'ral wounds, 
Which thou thyſelf haſt given her woful breaſt. 
Oh, turn thy edged ſword another way ; 
Strike thoſe that hurt, and hurt not thoſe that help. 
One drop of blood drawn from thy country's boſom, 
Should grieve thee more than ſtreams of common gore; 
Return thee therefore with a flood of tears, 
And waſh away thy country's ſtained ſpots. 1 
Burg. Either ſhe hath bewitch'd me with her words, 
Or nature makes me ſuddenly relent. 
Pucel. Beſides, all French and France exclaim on thee; 
Doubting thy birth and lawful progeny. 
Whom join'ſt thou with, but with a lordly nation 
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That will not truſt thee but for profit's ſake? 

When Talbot hath ſet footing once in France, 

And faſhion'd thee that inſtrument of ill; 

Who then but Engliſh Henry will be Lord, 

And thou be thruſt out like a fugitive ? 

Call we to mind and mark but this for proof; 

Was not the Duke of Orleans thy toe ? 

And was not he in England priſoner ? 

But when they heard he was thune enemy, 

They ſet him free without his ranſom paid, 

In ſpight of Burgundy and all his friends. 

Sce, then, thou fight'ſt againſt thy countrymen, 

And join'ſt with them will be thy flaughter-men. 

Come, come, return; return, thou wand'ring Lord; 

Charles and the reſt will take thee in their arms. | 
Burg. I'm vanquiſhed. Theſe haughty words of hers 

Have batter'd me like roaring cannon-ſhot, 

And made me almoſt yield upon my knees. 

Forgive me, country and {ſweet countrymen ; 

And, Lords, accept this hearty kind embrace. 

My forces and my pow'r of men are yours. 

So farewell, Talbot, I'll no longer trult thee. 
Pucel. Done like a Frenchman; turn, and turn a- 

ain *, 
Dau. Welcome, brave Duke! thy friendſhip makes 
us freſh. 

Baſt. And doth beget new courage in our breaſts, | 
Alan. Pucelle hath bravely play'd her part in this, 

And doth deſerve a coronet of gold. 
Dau. Now, let us on, my Lords, and join our powers, 

And ſeek how we may prejudice the fo. [ Exeunt. 


SCENE IX. Changes to Paris. 


Enter King Henry, Gloucefler, Wincheſter, York, Suffolk, 


Somerſet, Warwick, Exeter, &c. To them Talbot, awith 
his Soldiers. © | | | 


Tal. My gracious Prince, and honourable Peers, 
Hearing of your arrival in this realm, 
J have a while giv'n truce unto my wars, 
gh li2 To 
+ This ſeems to be an offering of the poet to his royal miſtreſs's 


reſentment, for Henry [V's laſt great turn in religion, in the year 
1593. 
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To do my duty to my ſovereign. 

In ſign whereof, this arm (that hath reclaim'd 
To your obedience fifty fortreſſes, 

Twelve cities, and ſev'n walled towns of flrength, 
Beſide five hundred priſoners of eſteem) 

Lets fall the ſword before your Highneſs” feet ; 
And, with ſubmiſſive loyalty of heart, 

Aſcribes the glory of his conquelt got, 

Firſt to my God, and next unto your Grace. 

HK. Henry. Is this the fam'd Lord Talbot, uncle Glo'ſter, 
That hath fo long been reſident in France? 

Glou. Yes, if it pleaſe your Majeſly, my Liege. 

K. Henry. Welcome, brave Captain, and viQorious 
When I was young, (as yet I am not old,) [Lord. 
I do remember how my father ſaid, 

A ſtouter champion never handled ſword. 
Long ſince we were reſolved of your truth, 
+ Your faithful ſervice and your toil in war; 
Yet never have you taſted your reward, 
Or been reguerdon'd with ſo much as thanks, 
Becauſe till now we never ſaw your face: 
Therefore ſtand up, and, for theſe good deſerts, 
We here create you Earl of Shrewſbury, 
And in our coronation take your place. LExcunt. 


Manent Vernon and Baſſet. 


Per. Now, Sir, to you that were ſo hot at ſea, 
Diſgracing of theſe colours that I wear 
In honour of my Noble Lord of Vork; 
Dar'ſ thou maintain the former words thou ſpak'f ? 
Baſe. Yes, Sir, as well as you dare patronage 
The envious barking of your ſaucy tongue 
Againſt my Lord the Duke of Somerſet. 
Ver. Sirrah, thy Lord I honour as he is. 
Baſ. Why, what is he? as good a man as York. 
Ver. Hark ye; not ſo: in witneſs take you that. 
| [ Strikes him. 
Baſ. Villain, thou know'ſt the law of arms is ſuch, 
That whoſo draws a ſword in th' prefence, 't's death, 
Or elſe this blow ſhould broach thy deareſt blood. 
But VII unto his Majeſty, and crave 
I nay have liberty to venge this wreng, 
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When thou ſhalt ſee I'll meet thee to thy coſt. 
Ver. Well, miſcreant, I'll be there as ſoon as you, : 
And after meet you ſooner than you would. [Excunl. 


ACT IV. SCENE I. 


Paris. 


Enter King Henry, Glouceſter, Winchefler, York, Suffolb, 
Somerſet, Warwick, Talbot, Exeter, and Governor of 
Paris, | 


Glow. L ORD Biſhop, ſet the crown upon his head. 
in. God fave King Henry, of that name the Sixth! 
Glou. Now, Governor of Paris, take your oath, b 

That you elect no other King but him; 

Eſteem none friends but ſuch as are his friends, 

And none your foes but ſuch as ſhall pretend 

Malicious practices againſt his ſtate. 


This ſhall ye do, ſo help you righteous God! 


Enter Falſtaff. 
Fal. My gracious Sovereign, as I rode from Calais 


To haſte unto your coronation, 
A letter was deliver'd to my hands, 
Writ to your Grace from th* Duke of Burgundy. 

Tal. Shame to the Duke of Burgundy and thee ! 
I vow'd, baſe Knight, when 1 did meet thee next, 
To tear the garter from thy craven leg, 
Which I have done; becauſe unworthily 
Thou watt inſtalled in that high degree. 
Pardon me, Princely Henry, and the reſt; 
'This daftard, at the battle of Poictiers, | 
When but in all I was but fix thouſand ſtrong, 
And that the French were almoſt ten to one, 
Before we met, or that a ſtroke was given, 
Like to a truſty *ſquire did run away. 
In which aſſault we loſt twelve hundred men; 
My felf and divers gentlemen beſide 
Were there ſurpris'd, and taken priſoners. | 
Then judge, great Lords, if IJ have done amiſs; - 
Or whether that ſuch cowards ought to wear 

I1i3 This. 
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This ornament of knighthood, yea, or no? 

Glou. To ſay the truth, this fact was infamous, 
And ill beſeeming any common man; 

Much more a Knight, a Captain, and a Leader. 

Tal. When firlt this order was ordain'd, my Lords, 

Knights of the Garter were of noble birth; 
Valiant and virtuous, full of haughty courage; 
Such as were grown to credit by the wars; 
Not fearing death, nor ſhrinking for diſtreſs, 
But always reſolute in moſt extremes. 

He then that is not furniſh'd in this ſort, 
Doth but uſurp the ſacred name of Knight, 
Profaning this molt honourable order; 

And ſhould, if I were worthy to be judge, 
Be quite degraded, like a hedge-born ſwain 
That doth preſume to boaſt of gentle blood. 

K. Henry. Stain to thy countrymen! thou hear'ſt thy 
Be packing therefore, thou that wat a Knight; [doomz. 
Henceforth we baniſh thee on pain of death. [ Zxit. Fajft. 
And now, my Lord Protector, view the letter 
Sent from our uncle Duke of Burgundy. 

Glou. What means. his Graee, that he hath chang 'd 

his {tyle ? 


No more but — and bluntly, To the King. [ Reading. 


_ Hath he forgot he is his Sovereign? 


Or doth this churliſh ſuperſcription 
Portend ſome alteration m good-will ? 
What's here? I have upon eſpecial cauſe, [ Reads. 
Mow'd with compaſſion of my country's wreck, 
Together with the pitiful complaints 
Of ſuch as your oppre Mon feeds upon, 
Forſaken your pernicious fuction, 
And join'd with Charles the rightful King of France. 
O monſtrous treachery ! can this be ſo? 
That in alliance, amity, and oaths, 
There ſhould be found ſuch falſe diſſembling guile ? 
K. Henry. What! doth my uncle Burgundy revolt? 
Glou. He doth, my Lord, and is become your foe. 
K. Henry. Is that the worlt this letter doth contain ? 
Glou. It is the worſt, and all, my Lord, he writes. 
K. Henry. Why then, Loed Talbot there ſhall talk 
And give him chaſliſement for this abuſe. [with him, 
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My Lord, how ſay you, are you not content? 
Tal. Content, my Liege? yes: but that 1 am prevented, 
I ſhould have begg'd I might have been employ'd. 
R. Henry. Then gather ſtrength, and march unto him 
ſtrait : 
Let him perceive how ill we brook his treaſon, 
And what offence it is to flout his friends. 
Tal. JI go, my Lord, in heart defiring (till 
You may bchold confuſion of your foes. [Exit Talbot. 


SCENE II. Enter Fernon and Bafſit. 


Fer. Grant me the combat, gracions Sovereign. 
Baſ. And me, my Lord, grant me the combat too. 
Tort. This is my ſervant ; hear him, Noble Prince. 
Som. And this is mine; ſweet Henry, favour him. 
K. Henry. Be patient, Lords, and give them leave to 
ſpeak. 
Say, Gentlemen, what makes you thus exclaim ? 
And wherefore crave yon combat? or with whom? 
r. With him, my Lord, for he hath done me wrong. 
Baſ. And J with him, for he hath done me wrong. 
R. Henry. What is the wrong whereon you both com- 
Firſt let me know, and then I'll auſwer you. [ plain. 
Baſ. Croſſing the fea from England into France, 
This fellow here, with envious, carping tongue, 
Upbraided me about the roſe I wear; 
Saying, the ſanguine colour of the leaves 
Did repreſent my maſter's bluſhing cheeks; 
When ſtubbornly he did repugn the truth 
About a certain queſtion m the law, 
Argu'd betwixt the Duke of York and him; 
With other vile and ignominious terms. 
In confutation of which rude reproach, 
And in defence of my Lord's worthineſs, 
I crave the benefit of law of arms, 
Ver. And that is my petition, Noble Lord: 
For tho? he ſeem, with forged quaint conceit, 
To ſet a gloſs upon his bold intent; | 
Yet know, my Lord, I was provok'd by him; 
And he firſt took exceptions at this badge, 
Pronouncing, that the paleneſs of this flow'r 
Bewray'd the faintneſs of my maller's heart. 


Tord. 


3% THE FIRST PART Of Act lv. 


York, Will not this malice, Somerſet, be left? 
Som. Your private grudge, my Lord of York, will out, 
Though ne'er ſo cunningly you ſmother it. 

K. Henry. Good Lord! what madneſs rules in brain- 
When, for fo flight and frivolous a cauſe, [ſick men! 
Such factious emulations ſhall ariſe! 

Good couſins both of York and Somerſet, 
Quiet yourſelves, I pray, and be at peace. 

York. Let this diſſenſion firſt be try'd by fight, 
And then your Highneſs ſhall command a peace. 

Som. The quarrel toucheth none but ns alone; 
Betwixt ourſelves let us decide it then. 

York. There is my pledge; accept it, Somerſet. 

Fer. Nay, let it reſt where it began at firſt. 

Baſ. Confirm it ſo, mine Honourable Lord. 

Glou. Confirm it ſo! confounded be your ftrife, 

And periſh ye with your audacious prate ; 
Preſumptuous vaſſals! are you not aſham'd 
With this inmodeſt clamorous outrage 

To trouble and diſturb the King and us? 

And you, my Lords, methinks you do not well 
To bear with their perverſe objections; 

Much leſs to take occaſion from their mouths 
To raiſe a mutiny betwixt yourſelves. 

Let me perſuade you, take a better courſe, 

Exe. It grieves his Highneſs; good. my Lords, be 

friends, 

K. Henry. Come hither, you that would be combatants. 
Henceforth l charge you, as you love our favour, 

Quite to forget this quarrel, and the cauſe. 

And you, my Lords, remember where we are: 

In France; amonglt a fickle, wavering nation, 
If they perceive diſſenſion in our looks, 

And that within ourſelves we diſagree, 

How will their grudging. ſtomachs be provok'd. 
To wilful diſobedience, and rebel? 

Beſide, what infamy will there ariſe, 

When foreign princes ſhall be certify'd, 

That for a toy, a thing of no regard, 

King Henry's Peers and chief Nobility 
Deltroy'd themſelves, and loſt the realm of France! 
O, thiak upon the conqueſt of my father, 
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My tender years, and let us not forego 

That for a trifle which was bought with blood. 

Let me be umpire in this doubtful firife. 

I ſee no reaſon, if I wear this roſe, 

That any one ſhould therefore be ſuſpicions 

I mere incline to Somerſet than York. 

Both are my kinſmen, and I love them both. 

As well they may upbraid me with my crown, 

Becauſe, forſooth, the King of Scots is crown'd. 

But your diſeretions better can perſuade, 

Than I am able to inſtruct or teach: 

And therefore, as we hither came in peace, 

So let us ſtill continue peace and love. 

Coulin of York, we inſtitute your Grace 

To be our Regent in theſe parts of France: 

And, good my Lord of Somerſet, unite 

Your troops of horſemen with his bands of foot : 

And, like true ſubjects, ſons of your progenitors, 

Go chearfully together, and digeſt 

Your angry choler on your enemies. 

Our ſelf, my Lord Protector, and the reſt, 

After ſome reſpite, will return to Calais; 

From thence to England; where I hope ere long 

To be preſented by your victories, 

With Charles, Alanſon, and that trait'rons rout. 
, [ Flouriſh. Excunt. 


Manent York, Warmwickh, Exeter, and Vernon. 


War. My Lord of York, I promiſe you, the King 
Prettily, methought, did play the orator. 

York. And ſo he did; but yet I like it not, 
In that he wears the badge of Somerſet. 

War. Tuſh, that was but his fancy, blame him not: 
dare preſume, ſweet Prince, he thought no harm. 

York. And if | wis, he did. But let it reſt; 
Other affairs muſt now be managed. [ Exeunt. 


Manet Exeter. 


Exc. Well didſt thou, Richard, to ſuppreſs thySoice : 
For had the paſſions of thy heart burſt out, 
I fear we ſhould have ſeen decypher'd there 
More ranc'rous ſpight, more furious raging broils, 


Than 
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Than yet can be imagin'd or ſuppos'd. 

But howſoc'er, no ſimple man that ſees 

This jarring diſcord of Nobility, 

This ſhould'ring of each other in the court, 
This factious bandying of their favourites, 

But that he doth preſage ſome ill event. 

Tis much, when ſceptres are in childrens? hands; 
But more, when envy breeds unkind diviſion: 
There comes the ruin, there begins confuſion. [ Exit, 


SCENE III. Before the walls of Bourdeaus. 


Enter Talbot with trumpets and drums. 


Tal. Go to the gates of Bourdeaux, trumpeter, 
Summon their General unto the wall, [ Sounds. 


- Pnter General, alsft. 


Engliſh John Talbot, Captains, calls you forth, 
Servant in arms to Harry King of England; 
And thus he would. Open your city-gates, 
Be humbled to us, call my ſovereign yours, 
And do him komage as obedient ſubjects, 

And I'll withdraw me and my bloody pow'r. 
But if you frown upon this proffer'd peace, 
You tempt the fury of my three attendants, 
Lean famine, quartering feel, and climbing fire; 
Who in a moment even with the earth 

Shall lay your ſtately and air-braving tow'rs, 

If you forſake the offer of their love. 

Cen. Thou ominous and fearful owl of death, 
Our nation's terror, and their bloody ſcourge ! 
The period of thy tyranny approacheth. 

On us thou canſt not enter, but by death; 

For I proteſt we are well fortify'd, 

And ſtrong enough to iſſue out and fight. 

If thou retire, the Dauphin, well appointed, 
Stands with the ſnares of war to tangle thee. 

On either hand thee, there are ſquadrons pitch'd 
To wall thee from the liberty of flight ; 

And no way canſt thou turn thee for redreſs, 
But acath doth front thee with apparent ſpoil, 
And pale deſtruction meets thee in the face. 


Ten 
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Ten thouſand French have ta'en the ſacrament, 
To rive their dangerous artillery 
Upon no Chriſtian ſoul but Engliſh Talbot. 
Lo! there thou ſtand'ſt, a breathing valiant man, 
Of an invincible, unconquer'd ſpirit : 
This 1s the lateſt glory of thy praiſe, 
That I thy enemy dew thee withal ; 
For ere the glaſs that now begins to run 
Finiſh the proceſs of this ſandy hour, 
Theſe eyes that ſee thee now well coloured, 
Shall ſee thee wither'd, bloody, pale, and dead. 
Drum afar of. 
Bark! hark! the Dauphin's drum, a warning-bell, 
Sings heavy mulic to thy tim'rous ſoul z 
And mine ſhall ring thy dire departure out. 
Exit from the walls, 
Tal. He fables not: I hear the enemy. 
Out, ſome light horſemen, and peruſe their wings, 
O, negligent and heedleſs diſciphne! 
How are we park'd and bounded in a pale! 
A little herd of England's tim'rous deer. 
Maz'd with a yelping kennel of French curs. 
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If we be Englith deer, be then in blood; 


Not raſcal-like to fall down with a pinch; 

But rather moody, mad, and deſp'rate ſtags, 

Turn on the bloody hounds with heads of ſteel, 

And make the cowards ſtand aloof at bay“. 

God and St. George, 'Talbot, and England's right, 
Proſper our colours m this dangerous fight! [ Excunt. 


SCENE IV. . Anather part of France. 


Enter a Meſſenger, that meets York. Enter York, with 
trumpet and many ſoldiers. 


York. Are not the ſpeedy ſcouts return'd again, 
That dogg'd the mighty army of the Dauphin? 

Meſſ. They are return'd, my Lord, and give it out 
That he is march'd to Bourdeaux with his pow'r, 
To fight with Talbot; as he march'd along, 
By 
+ aloof at bay. 
Sell every man his life as dear as mine, 


And they ſhall find dear deer of us, my friends. 
God and St. George, &c, a 


— 


* 
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By your efpvals were diſcovered 


Two mightier troops than that the Dauphin led, [deaux. 
Which join'd with him, and made their march — Bour- 


York. A. plague upon that villain Somerſet, 
That thus delays my promiſed ſupply 
Of horſemen chat were levied for this ſiege! 
Renowned Talbot doth expect my aid, 
And I am lowted by a traitor villain, 
And cannot help the noble chevalier : 
God comfort him in this neceſſity ! 
If he miſcarry, farewell wars in France. 


Enter Sir IWiliam Lucy. 


Lucy. Thou princely leader of our Eng liſh ſtrength, 
Never ſo necdful on the earth of ae 
Spur to the reſcue of the noble Talbot; 
Who now 15 girdled with a waiſt of iron, 
And hemm'd about with grim deſtruction : 
To Bourdeaux, warhke Duke; to Bourdeaux, York! 
Elſe farewell, Talbot, France, and England's honour, 
York. O God! that Somerſet, who in proud heart 
Doth ftop my cornets, were in Talbot's place! 


So ſhould we ſave a valiant gentleman, 


By forfeiting a traitor and a coward. 
Mad ire and wrathful fury makes me weep, 
That thus we die while remiſs traitors ſleep. 

Lucy. O, ſend ſome ſuccour to the diſtreſs'd Lord! 

York. He dies, we loſe; I break my warlike word: 
We mourn, France ſmiles ; we loſe, they daily get: 
All long of this vile traitor Somerſet. 

Lucy. Then God take mercy on brave Talbot's ſoul, 
And on his fon young John! whom, two hours ſince, 
I met in travel towards his warlike father. 

This ſev*n years did not Talbot ſee his fon, 
And now they meet where both ther lives are done. 

York. Alas! what; joy ſhall noble "Talbot have, 
To bid his young ſon welcome to his grave! 
Away! vexation almoſt itops my breath, 

That ſundred friends greet in the hour of death. 
Lucy, farewell; no more my fortune can, 

But curſe the cede; I cannot aid the man. 
Maine, Bloys, Poictiers, and Tours, are won away, 
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Long all of Somerſet, and his delay. [ Exit. 
Lucy. Thus while the vulture of ſedition 

Feeds in the boſom of ſuch great commanders, | 
Sleeping neglection doth betray to loſs 1 
The conqueſts of our ſcarce cold conqueror, A 
That ever-living man of memory, 
Henry the Fifth! While they each other croſs, | 
Lives, honours, lands, and all, hurry to loſs. [ Exit, | 


SCENE V. Another part of France. 
Enter Somerſet, with his army. 


Som. It is too late; I cannot ſend them now: 
"This expedition was by York and Talbot 
"Too raſhly plotted. All our gen'ral force 
Miglt with a ſally of the very town 
Be buckled with. The over-daring Talbot 
lath ſullied all his gloſs of former honour 
y this unheedful, deſp'rate, wild adventure. 
York ſet him on to fight, and die in ſhame, 
That, Talbot dead, great York might bear the name. 
Capt. Here is Sir William Lucy, who with me 
Set from our o'er-match'd forces forth for aid. 


Enter Sir William Lucy. 


Som. How now, Sir William, whither were you ſent ? 
Lucy. Whither, my Lord? from bought and ſold Lord 

Who, wring'd about with bold adverſity, [Talbot 

Cries out for Noble York and Somerſet, 

To beat aſſailing death from his weak legions. 

And while the honourable Captain there 

Drops bloody ſweat from his war-wearied limbs, 

Aud, in advantage ling*ring, looks for reſcue ; 

' You, his falſe hopes, the truſt of England's honour, 

Keep off aloof with worthleſs emulation. 

Let not your private diſcord keep away 

The levied ſuccours that ſhould lend him aid; 

While he, renowned noble gentleman, 

Yields up his life unto a world of odds. 

Orleans the Baſtard, Charles, and Burgundy, 

Alanſon, Reignier, compaſs him about 

And Talbot periſheth by your default. 

Sem. York ſet him on, York ſhould have ſent him aid. 

Vor. IV. K K | | Lucy, 
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Lucy. And York as faſt upon your Grace exclaims; 
Swearing, that you with-hold his levied horſe, 
Collected for this expedition. 

Som. York hes: he might have ſent, and had the horſe: 
I owe him little duty, and leſs love, 
And take foul ſcorn to fawn on him by ſending. 

Lucy. The fraud of England, not the force of France, 
Hath now intrapt the noble-minded Talbot: 
Never to England ſhall he bear his life; 
But dies, betray'd to fortune by your ſtriſe. 

Som. Come, go; I will diſpatch the horſemen ſtrait ; 
Within ſix hours they will be at his aid. 

Lucy. Too làte comes reſcue; he is ta'en or lain; 
For fiy he could not, if he would have fled: 
And fly would Talbot never, though he might. 

Som. If he be dead, brave Talbot, then adicu! 

Lucy. His fame lives in the world, his ſhame in you. 


[ Exeunt. 


SCENE VI. A feld of battle near Bourdeauc. 


Enter Talbot, and his fon. 


Tal. O young John Talbot, 1 did ſend for thee 
To tutor thee in ſtratagems + of war; 
That Talbot's name might be in thee reviv'd, 
When ſapleſs age and; weak unable limbs 
Should bring thy father to his drooping chair. 
But, O malignant and ill-boding ſtars! 
Now art thou come unto a feaſt of death, 
A terrible and unavoided danger. 
Therefore, dear boy, mount on thy ſwifteſt horſe, 
And I'll direct thee how thou ſhalt eſcape 
By ſudden flight. Come, dally not; be gone. 
John. Is my name Talbot? and am I your ſon? 
And ſhall I fly? O! if you love my mother, 
Diſhonour not her honourable name, 
To make a baſtard and a ſlave of me. | 
The world will ſay, he is not Talbot's blood, 
That baſely fled when Noble Talbot ſtood. 
Tal. Fly, to revenge my death if I be ſlain. 
John. He that flies ſo, will ne*er return again. 5 
| al. 
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Tal. If we both ſtay, we both are ſure to die. 
Fohn. Then let me ſtay, and, father, do you fly. 
Your loſs is great, ſo your regard ſhould be; 
My worth unknown, no loſs is known in me. 
Upon my death the French can little hoaſt ; 
In yours they will, in you all hopes are loſt. 
Flight cannot ſtain the honour you have won: 
But mine it will, that no exploit have done. 
You fled for vantage, ev'ry one will {wear: 
But if I bow, they'll ſay it was for fear. 
There is no hope that ever I will ſtay, 
Tf the firſt hour I ſhrink and run away. 
Here, on my knee, I beg mortality *, 
Rather than life preſerv'd with mfamy. | 
Tal. Shall all thy mother's hopes lie in one tomb? 
John. Ay, rather than I'll ſhame my mother's womb. 
Tal. Upon my bleſſing I command thee go. 
John. To fight I will, but not to fly the foe. 
Tal. Part of thy father may be ſav'd in thee. 
John. No part of him but will be ſhame in me. 
Tal. Thou never hadſt renown, nor canſt not loſe it. 
John. Ves, your renowned name; ſhall flight abuſe it? 
Tal. Thy father's charge ſhall clear thee from that 
ſtain. i e 1 
Jobn. Vou cannot witneſs for me, being ſlain. | 
If death be fo apparent, then both fly. | 
Tal. And leave my followers here to fight, and die? 
My age was never tainted with ſuch ſhame. | 
John. And ſhall my youth be guilty of ſuch blame? 
No more can I be ſever'd from your fide, 
Than can yourſelf yourſelf in twain divide. 
Stay, go, do what you will, the like do I; 
For live I will not, if my father die. 
Tal. Then here I take my leave of thee, fair ſon, 
Born to eclipſe thy life this afternoon. 
Come, {ide by ſide, together live and die, 
And ſoul with ſoul from France to heaven fly. '[ Exeunt. 


Alarm : excurſ ons, wherein Tallot's ſon is hemm'd about, 
and Talbot reſcues Him. 


Tal. St. George, and victory! fight, ſoldiers, fight. 
K k 2 The 
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388 THE FIRST PART OF A iv. 


The Regent hath with Talbot broke his word, 
And left us to the rage of France's ſword. 
Where is John Talbot? Pauſe, and take thy breath; 
I gave thee life, and reſcu'd thee from death. 
Fohn. O, twice my father! twice am I thy ſon. 
The life thou gav'ſt me firſt, was loſt and done, 
Till with thy warlike ſword, deſpight of fate, 
To my determin'd time thou gav'ſt new date. 
Tal. When from the Dauphin's creſt thy {word ſtruck 
It warm'd thy father's heart with proud defire [ fire, 
Of bold-fac'd victory. Then leaden age, 
Quicken'd with youthful ſpleen and warlike rage, 
Beat down Alanſon, Orleans, Burgundy, 
And from the pride of Gallia reſcu'd thee. 
The ireful baſtard Orleans, that drew blood 
From thee, my boy, and had. the maidenhood 
Of thy firſt fight, I ſoon encountered; 
And, interchanging blows, I quickly ſhed 
Some of his baſtard-blood; and in diſgrace 
Beſpoke him thus. Contaminated, baſe, 
And miſbegotten blood I ſpill of thine, 
Mean and right poor, for that pure blood of mine; 
Which thou didſt force from Talbot, my brave hoy—- 
Here, purpoſing the baſtard to deſtroy, 
Came in ftrong reſeue. Speak, thy father's care, 
Art not thou weary, John? how doſt thou fare ? 
Wilt thou yet leave the battle, boy, andi fly, 
Now thou art ſeal'd the ſon of chivalry ? 
Fly, to revenge my death, when I am dead? 
The help of one ſtands me in little ſtead. 
Oh, too much folly is it, well I wot, 
To hazard all our lives in one ſmall boat. 
If I to-day die not with Frenchmens' rage, 
To-morrow I ſhall die with mickle age. 
By me they nothing gain; and if I ſtay, 
*Tis but the ſhort'ning of my life one day. 
Ia thee thy mother dies, our houſehold's name, 
My death's revenge, thy youth, and England's fame. 
All theſe and more, we hazard by thy ſtay ; 
All theſe are ſav'd if thou wilt fly away. 
Jobn. The ſword of Orleans hath not made me ſmart; 
Theſe words of yours draw life-blood from my m__ 
| In 
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Nur on that vantage bought with ſuch a ſhame, 
0 ſave a paltry life, and ſlay bright fame! 
Before young Talbot from old Talbot fly, 

The coward horſe that bears me, fall and die! 
and like me to the peaſant-boys of France, 

To he ſhame's ſcorn, and ſubject of miſchance. - 
Surely, by all the glory you have won, 

An' if I y, I am not Talbot's ſon! 

Then talk no more of flight, it is no boot; 

If fon to Valbot, die at Valbot's foot. 

Tu. Then follow thou thy deſp'rate fire of Crete, 
Thou Icarus! thy life to me is ſweet. Wn, 
If thou wilt fight, fight by thy father's fide; 

And, commendable prov'd, let's die in pride. [| Exeunt. 


SCENE VII. 
Alarme excurſions. Enter old Talbet, led. 


Tal. Where is my other life? mine own is gone. 

O! where's young Talbot? where is valiant John? 
- 'Trizmphant Death, ſmear'd with captivity ! 

Young Talbot's valour makes me {mile at thee. 
When he perceiv'd me ſhrink, and on my knee, 
His bloody ſword he brandiſti'd over me; 
And, like a hungry lion, did commence id 
Rough deeds of rage, and fern impatience. 
But when my angry guardant ſtood alone, 
Tend'ring my ruin, and affaiPd of none, 
Dizzy-ey'd fury and great rage of heart 
Suddenly made him from my tide to ſtart, 
Into the clu{t'ring battle of the French: 
And, in that ſea of blood, my boy did drench 
His over- mounting ſpirit; and there dy'd 
My Icarus! my bloſſom in his pride! 


Enter John Talbot, borne. 


Serv. O my dear Lord! lo! where your ſon is borne. 
Tal. Thou antic Death, which laugh'ſt us here to 
Anon, from thy inſulting tyranny, | { ſcorn, 
Coupled in bonds of perpetuity, 
Two Talbots winged through the lither fy, 
In thy deſpight, ſhall *ſcape mortality. 
K k 3 Q 
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O thou, whoſe wounds become hard- favour'd death, 
Speak to thy father ere thou yield thy breath f. 
Come, come, and lay him in his father's arms; 

My ſpirit can no longer bear theſe harms. 

Soldiers, adieu! I have what I would have, 

Now my old arms are young John Talbor's grave. 


[ Dries. 
ACT v. SCENE I. 


Continues near Bourdeaux. 


Enter Dauphin, Alanſon, Burgundy, Baſtard, and Pucelle. 


Dau. Hap York and Somerſet brought reſcue in, 
We ſhould have found a bloody day of this. 

Baſt. How the young whelp of Talbot's raging brood 
Did fleſh his puny ſword in Frenchmens' blood! 

Pucel. Once I encounter'd him, and thus I ſaid: 
« Thou maiden youth, be vanquiſh'd by a maid.” 
But, with a proud, majeſtical, high ſcorn, 
He anſwer'd thus: « Young Talbot was not born 
To be the pillage of a giglot wench.“ 
So, ruſhing in the bowels of the French, 
He left me proudly, as unworthy fight. 

Byr. Doubtleſs he would have made a noble knight. 
See where he lies inherſed in the arms 
Of the moſt bloody nurſer of his harms, 

Baſt. Hew them to pieces, hack their bones aſunder 
Whoſe life was England's glory, Gallia's wonder. 

Dau. Oh, no; forbear: for that which we have fled 
During the life, let us not wrong it dead, 


Enter Sir William Lucy. 


Lucy. Conduct me to the Dauphin's tent, to know 
Who hath obtain'd the glory of the day. 


Dau. On what ſubmiſſive meſſage art thou ſent ? 
Lucy. 


+ yield thy breath. 

Brave Death by ſpeaking, whether he will or no. 
Imagine him a Frenchman, and thy foe. 

Poor boy! he ſmiles, methinks, as who ſhould ſay, 
Had Death been French, then Dcath had dicd to-day, 
Come, come, &c. 
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Lucy. Submiſſion, Dauphin? 'tis a mere French word 
We Engliſh warriors wot not what it means. 
I come to know what priſoners thou halt ta'en, 
And to ſurvey the bodies of: the dead. 

Dau. For priſoners aſk. thou! hell our priſon is. 
But tell me whom thou ſeek'ſt.? 

Lucy. Where is the great Alcides of the field, 
Valiant Lord Talbot, Earl of. Shrewſbury ? 
Created, for his rare ſucceſs in arms, 
Great Earl of Waſhford, Waterford, and Valence, 
Lord Talbot of Gaodng and Urchinfield; 
Lord Strange of Blackmere, Lord Verdon af Alton, 
Lord Cromwel of Wingfield, Lord Furnival of Sheffield, 
The thrice victorious Lord of Faulconbridge, 
Knight of the noble order of St. George, 
Worthy St. Michael, and the Golden Fleece, 
Great Marſhal to our King Henry the Sixth. 
Of all his wars within the realm of France, 

Pucel. Here is a filly, ſtately ſtyle, indeed. 
The Turk, that two and fifty kingdoms hath, 
Writes not ſo tedious a ſtyle as this. 
Him that thou magnify'ſt with all theſe titles, 
Stinking and fly-blown hes here at our feet. 

Lucy. Is Talbot flain, the Frenchmens' r . 
Your kingdom's terror and black Nemeſis? 
Oh, were mine eye- balls into bullets turn'd, 
That I in rage might ſhoot them at your faces! 
Oh, that I could but call theſe dead to life, 
It were enough to fright the realm of France! 
Were but his picture left among you here, 
It would amaze the proudeſt of you al. 
Give me their bodies, that I may bear thera hence, 
And give them burial as beſeems their worth. 

Pucel. I think this upſtart is old Talbot's ghoſt, 
He ſpeaks with ſuch a proud commanding ſpirit. 
For God's fake, let him have 'em; to keep them here, 
They would bur ſtink and putrify the afr. 

Dau. Go, take their bodies hence. 

Lucy. T'itl bear them hence: 
But from their aſhes, Dauphin, ſhall be rear'd 
A phœnix that ſhall make all France afear'd. 


Dau. 
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Dau. So we be rid of them, do what thou wilt. 
And now to Paris, in this conqu'ring vein; 


All will be ours, now bloody Talbot's ſlain. SI 


SCENE II. Changes to England. 


Enter King Henry, Glouceſter, and Exeter. 


KR. Henry. Have you perus'd the letters from the — 
The Emperor, and the Earl of Armagnac? 
Glou. I have, my Lord; and their intent is this, 
They humbly ſue unto your Excellence, 
To have a godly peace concluded of, 
Between the realms of England and of France. 
K. Henry. How doth your Grace affect this motion? 
Glou. Well, my good Lord; and as the only means 
To ſtop effuſion of our Chriſtiau blood, 
And ſtabliſh quietneſs on ev'ry ſide. 
K. Henry. Ay, marry, uncle, for I always thought 
It was both impious and unnatural, 
That ſuch immanity and bloody ſtrife 
Should reign among profeſſors of one faith. 
Glou. Beſide, my Lord, the ſooner to effect 
And ſurer bind this knot of amity, 
The Earl of Armagnac, near kin to Charles, A 
A man of great authority in France, 
Proffers his only daughter to your Grace 
In marriage, with a large and ſumptuous dowry. 
K. Henry. Marriage? alas! my years are yet too young; 
And fitter is my ſtudy and my books, 
Than wanton dalliance with a paramour, 
Vet call th? ambaſſadors; and, as you pleaſe, 
So let them have their anſwers ev'ry one, 
I ſhall be well content with any choice 
Tends to God's glory, and my country's weal. 


Enter Wincheſter, and three Ambaſſadors. 


Exe. What, is my Lord of Wincheſter nflal*d;. 
And call'd unto a CardinaPs degree? 
Then I perceive that will be verify'd 
Henry the Fifth did ſometime propheſy : 
« If once he came to be a Cardinal, . 
6 He'll make his cap coequal with the crown.“ 
| | KHK. Henry: 
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K. Henry. My Lords Ambaſſadors, your ſev'ral fuits 
Have been conſider'd and debated on; 
Your purpoſe is both good and reaſonable : 
And therefore ave we certainly reſolv'd 
To draw conditions of a friendly peace, 
Which by my Lord of Wincheſter we mean 
Shall be tranſported preſently to France. 
Glou. And for the proffer of my Lord your maſter, 
I have inform'd his Highneſs ſo at large, 
As, liking of the lady's virtuous gifts, 
Her beauty and the value of her dower, 
He doth intend ſhe ſhall be England's Queen. 
K. Henry. In argument and proof of which contract, 
Bear her this jewel, pledge of my affection. 
And ſo, my Lord Protector, ſee them guarded, 
And ſafely brought to Dover; where, inſhipp'd, 
Commit them to the fortune of the ſea. 
[Exeunt King and train. 
Vin. Stay, my Lord Legate, you ſhall firit receive 
The ſum of money which I promiſed: 
Should be deliver'd to his Holineſs, 
For clothing me in theſe grave ornaments. 
Hegate. I will attend upon your. Lordſhip's leiſure, 
Win. Now Wincheſter will not fubmit, I tro, 
Or be inferior to the proudeſt Peer. 
Humphry of Glo'ſter, thou ſhalt well perceive, 
That nor in birth, nor for authority, 
The Biſhop will be overborne by thee: 
Pl either make thee ſtoop, and bend thy knee, 
Or ſack this country with a mutiny. [ Exeunt, 


SCENE III. Changes to. France. 
Enter Dauphin, Burgundy, Alanſon, Baſtard, Reignier, and 


Joan la Pucelle. 
Dau. Theſe news, my Lords, may cheer aur drooping 
Tis ſaid, the ſtout Pariſians do revolt, [ {pirits © 


And turn again unto the warlike French. 
Alan. Then march to Paris, Royal Charles of France, 
And keep not back your pow'rs in dalliance. 
Pucel. Peace be among them if they turn to us, 
Elſe ruin combat with their palaces, - 
Enter 
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Enter Scout. 


Scout. Succeſs unto our valiant General, 
And happineſs to his accomplices! 
Dau. What tidings fend our ſcouts? I pr'ythee, ſpeak. 
Scout. The Englith army, that divided was 
Into two parts, is now conjoin'd in one, 
And means to give you battle preſently. 
Dau. Somewhat too ſudden, Sirs, the warning is; 
But we will preſently provide for them. | 
Burg. I truſt the ghoſt of Talbot is not there; 
Now he is gone, my Lord, you need not fear. 
Pucel. Of all baſe paſſions fear is moſt accurs'd. 
Command the conqueſt, Charles, it ſhall be thine : 
Let Henry fret, and all the world repine. 
Dau. Then on, my Lords, and France be fortunate. 
| [Exeunt, 
Alarme excurſions. Enter Joan la Pucelle. 


Pucel. The Regent conquers, and the Frenchmen fly. 
Now help, ye charming ſpells and periapts; 
And, ye choice ſpirits, that admoniſh me, 
And give me figns of future accidents; Thunder. 
Vou ſpeedy helpers, that are ſubſtitutes 2 
Under the lordly monarch of the north, 
Appear, and aid me in this enterpriſe. 


Enter Fiends. 
This ſpeedy quick appearance argues proof 
Of your accuſtom'd diligence to me. 
Now, ye familiar ſpirits, that are cull'd 
Out of the powꝰr ful legions under earth, 
Help me this once, that France may get the field. 
[ T hey wall and ſpeak not. 
Oh, hold me not with ſilence over long! 
Where I was wont to feed you with my blood, 
I'll lop a member off, and give it you 
In earneſt of a further benefit: 
So you do condeſcend to help me now. 
[ They hang their heads. 
No hope to have redreſs ? my body ſhall 
Pay recompence, if you will grant my ſuit. 
"413.4 : [ They ſhake their heads. 
Cannot my body nor blood-facrifice | 


4 ” 


Intreat 


„ 
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treat you to your wonted furtherance ? 
Then take my ſoul; my body, ſoul, and all, 
Before that England give the French the foil. 

[ T hey depart. 

See, they forſake me. Now the time is come, 
That France muſt vail her lofty plumed creit, 
And let her head fall into England's lap. 
My ancient incantations are too weak, 
And hell too {treng for me to buckle with. 


Now, France, thy glory droopeth to the duſt. [ Exit. 


Excurſions. Pucelle and York fight hand to hand. Pucelle 
is talen. The Irench fly. 


York. Damſcl of France, I think I have you faſt. 
Unchain your ſpirits now with ſpelling charms, 
And try if they can gain your liberty. 
A goodly prize, fit for the devil's grace! 
See how the ugly witch doth bend her brows, 
As if, with Circe, ſhe would change my ſhape. 
Pucel. Chang'd to a worſer ſhape thou canſt not be. 
York. Oh, Charles the Dauphin is a proper man; 
No ſhape but his can pleaſe your dainty eye. 
Pucel. A plaguing miſchief light on Charles and thee! 
And may ye both be ſuddenly ſurpris'd 
By bloody hands, in ſleeping on your beds! 
York. Fell, banning hag! inchantreſs, hold thy tongue, 
Pucel. I pry'thee, give ine leave to curſe a while. 
York. Curſe, miſcreant, when thou comeſt to the 


| ſtake. [Exeunt. 


Alarm. Enter Suffolk, with Lady Margaret in his hand. 


Suf. Be what thou wilt, thou art my priſoner. 


[ Gazes on her. 
Oh, faireſt beauty, do not fear, nor fly; 


For I will touch thee but with reverend hands: 
I kiſs theſe fingers for eternal peace, 
And lay them gently on thy tender fide. 
Who art thou? fay; that } may honour thee. 
Mar. Margaret, my name; and daughter to a King, 
The King of Naples, whoſoe'er thou art. 
Suf. An Earl I am, and Sw/olkt am I calld. * 
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Be not offended, nature's miracle, 
Thou art allotted to be ta'en by me; 
So doth the ſwan her downy cygnets ſave, 
Keeping them pris'ners underneath her wings. 
Yet if this ſervile uſage once offend, 
Go and be free again, as Suffolk's friend. [She is geing. 
Oh, ſtay! I have no power to let her paſs; 
My hand would free her, but my heart ſays, No. 
As plays the ſun upon the glaſſy ſtreams, 
Twinkling another counterfeited beam, 
90 ſeems this gorgeous beauty to mine eyes. 
Fain would I woo her, yet I dare not ſpeak. 
I'll call for pen and ink, and write my mind. 
Fie, De la Pole, diſable not thyſelf: 
Haſt not a tongue? is ſhe not here thy pris'ner? 
Wilt thou be daunted at a woman's ſight? 
Ay; beauty's princely majeſty is ſuch, 
Confounds the tongue, and makes the ſenſes rough. 
Mar. Say, Earl of Suffolk, if thy name be lo, 
What ranſom mult I pay before I paſs? | 
For I perceive I am thy priſoner. 
Suf. How canſt thou tell ſhe will deny thy ſuit, 
Before thou make a trial of her love? [A/ede. 
Mar. Why ſpeak'ſt thou not? What ranſom mult 1 
pay? | 
Saf. She's beautiful; and therefore to be wooed: 
She is a woman, therefore to be won. [Afide, 
Mar. Wilt thou accept of ranſom, yea, or no? 
Suf. Fond man! remember that thou haſt a wife; 
Then how can Margaret be thy paramount ? [ Aſide. 
Mar. *Twere belt to leave him, for he will not hear. 
Suf. There all is marr'd; there lies a cooling card. 
Mar. He talks at random; ſure the man is mad. 
 Suf. And yet a diſpenſation may be had. 
Mar. And yet I would that thou wouldſt anſwer me. 
Suf. I'll win this Lady Margaret. For whom? 
Why, for my King“. 
Yet ſo my fancy may be ſatisfy'd, 
And peace eſtabliſhed between theſe realms. 


But 


+ Why, for my King: Tuſh, that's a wooden thing. 
Mar. He talks of wood: it is ſome carpenter, 
Suf. Yet ſo my fancy, &c. 


Se. 3. KING, HENRY VI. 797 


But there remains a ſcruple in that too: 

For though her father be the King of Naples, 

Duke of Anjou and Maine, yet he is poor, 

And our Nobility wilt ſcorn the match. [Aſfade, 
Mar. Hear ye me, Captain? are ye not at leiſure? 
Suf. It ſhall be ſo, diſdain they nc'er ſo much: 

Henry is youthful, and will quickly yield. 

Madam, I have a ſecret to reveal. 

Mar What though I be inthrall'd, he ſeems a Knight, 

And will not any way diſhonour me. [ Ajade. 
Suf. Lady, vouchſafe to liſten what I ſay. 

Mar. Perhaps I ſhall be reſcu'd by the French, 

And then I need not crave his courteſy. [ Afid2. 
Suf. Sweet Madam, give me hearing in a cauſe, 
Mar. Tuſh, women have been captivate ere now F. 
| [ Afede. 
Suf. Say, gentle Princeſs, would you not ſuppoſe 

Your bondage happy, to be made a Queen? 

Mar. To be a . bondage, is more vile 

Than is a ſlave in bale ſervility; 

For Princes ſhould be free. 

Suf. And fo ſhall you, | 
If 1 55 England's Royal King be free. 
ar. Why, what concerns his freedom unto tne ? 

Sa,. I'll undertake to make thee Henry's Queeng 

To put a golden ſceptre in thy hand, | 

And ſet a precious crown upon thy head, 

If thou wilt condeſcend to be my 
Mar. What? f f 
Suf. His love. TH 
Mar. I am unworthy to be Henry's wife. 

Suf. No, gentle Madam; I unworthy am 

To woo fo fair a dame to be his wife, 

And have no portion in the choice myſelf, 

How ſay you, Madam? are you ſo vontent? 

Mar. An' if my father pleaſe; I am content. 
Suf. Then eall our captains and pur colours forth; + 
And, Madam, at your.father's caſtle-walls, - , - 
We'll crave a parley to Fouſer with 3 


n eee ee e ee 
ft . „ 
Suf. Lady, wherefore tall you ſp? - , 
Mar. I cry you mercy, tis but for s. dp, xr == 


Auf. Say, gentle Princeſs, &c. 
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SCENE v. Sound. Enter Reignier on the wald. 


Sf. See, Reignier, ſee thy dau uter priſoner: 
Reig. 'To whom? ; e 


Suf. To me. 

Reig. Suffolk, what pinedy 
I am a ſoldier, and unapt to weep, 

Or to exclaim on Fortune's fickleneſs. 

Suf. Yes, there is remedy enough, my Lord. 
Conſent, and for thy honour give conſent, 
Thy daughter ſhall be wedded to my King; 
Whom 1 with pain have woo'd and won thereto; 
And this her eaſy-held impriſonment 
Hath gain'd thy daughter princely liberty. 

Reig. Speaks Suffolk as he thinks? 

S,. Fair Margaret knows, 

That Suffolk doth not flatter, face, or fain. 

Reig. Upon thy princely warrant I deſcend, 
To give thee anſwer of thy juſt demand. 

S. And here I will expect thy coming. 


Trumpets ſound. Enter Reignier. 


. Welcome, brave Earl, into our territories; 
Sia in Anjou what your Honour pleaſes, 

Suf. Thanks, Reigmer, happy in ſo ſw cet a child, . 
Fit to be made companisn of a King. 

What anſwer makes your Grace unto my fait?! 

Reign. Since thou doſt deign to woo her little worth, 
To be the princely bride of ſuch a Lord; 

Upon condition 1 may quietly 

Enjoy mine own, the country Maine and dee, 
Free from oppreſſion or the ſtroke of war, 

My daughter ſhall be Henry” s if he pleaſe. / 

Suf. That is her ranſom, T deliver her; 
And thoſe two counties I will undertake 90 3 
' Your Grace ſhall well and quietly enjoy. 

Reig. And. 1 x og in Henry's Royal ame, 
As deputy unto that gracious King, 8 
Give thee her hand for ſign of plighted Em: 

- Suf. Reignier of France, I give thee king x — 
Becauſe this is in traffic of a Kit fre „ be. 
And yet methinks I could be well content 4 1. 1 
; OT 22 it} 0 A 10 


£ 


gc 6. KING HENRY VI. 359 


To be mine-own attorney in this caſe. FAfide. 
I'll over then to England with this news, 
And make this marriage. to be ſolemniz'd: 
80 farewell, Reignier; ſet this diamond ſafe 
In om palaces, as it becomes. 
deig. 1 do embrace thee, as I would embrace 
The Chriſtian Prince King Henry, were he here. 
Mar. Farewell, my Lord; good wiſhes, praiſe an4 
pray'rs. 
Shall Suffolk ever haye of Margaret. [ She is going. 
Si, Farewell, ſweet Madam; hark you, Margaret; 
No princely commendations to my King ? 
Mar Such commendations. as become a maid, 
A virgin and his ſervant, fay to him. 
Suf Words ſweetly plac'd, and modeſtly directed. 
But, Madam, I muſt trouhle you again; 
No loving token to his Majeſty? 
Mar. Yes, my good. Lord, a pure unſpotted heart. 
Never yet taint with love, I end the King.“ 
Suf. And this withal. [Ker her, 
Mar. That for thyſelf: [ will not ſo preſume, 
To fend ſuch previth “ tokeng to a King. 
Suf. O, wert thou for myſelf! ——but, Suffolk, ſtay; 
Thou may ' ſt not wander in that labyrinth; 
There minotaurs, and ugly treaſons, lurk. 
Solicit Henry with her wondrous praiſe, 
Bethink thee on her virtues that ſurmount, 
Her nat' ral graces that extinguiſh art; 
Repeat their ſemblance often on the ſeas; 
That, when thou com'ſt to kneel at Henry's feet, 
Thou may'ſt bereave him of his wits with wonder. 
a | [ Exeunt, 


13 SCENE VI, | ' 


Enter York, Warwick, a Shepherd, and Pucelle. 


York. Bring forth that forcereſs, condemn'd to burn. 
Shep. Ah, Joan! this kills thy father's heart outright. 
Have I ſought ey'ry country far and near, 
And now it is my chance to find;thee out, 
Muſt I behold thy timeleſs, cruel, death! 
| Sn 2 5 is 8 Ah, 
Pes viſb, for childiſh, 
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Ah, Joan, ſweet daughter, I will die with thee. 
Pucel. Decrepit miſer+! baſe ignoble wretch! 
I am deſcended of a gentler blood. 
Thou art no father, nor no friend of mine 
Shep. Out, out! my Lords, an' pleaſe you, *tis 
1 did beget her, all the pariſh knows: [nor ſo; 
Her mother, living yet, can teltify, _ 
She was the firſt fruit of my bach Jorſhip. 
War. Graceleſs, wilt thou deny thy parentage? | 
York. This argues what her kind of life hath been, 
Wicked and vile; and ſo her death concludes. 
Shep. Fie, Joan, that thou wilt be ſo obſtacle: 
God knows, thou art a collop of my fleſh, 
And for thy ſake have I ſhed many a tear; 
Deny me not, I pray thee, gentle Joan. 
Pucel. Peaſant, avaunt! you have ſuborn'd this may 
Of purpoſe to obſcure my noble birth. 
Shep. *Tis true, I gave a noble to the prieſt 
The morn that I was wedded to her mother. 
Kneel down and rake my bleſſing. good my girl, 
Wilt thou not ſtoop? now curſed he the time 
Of thy nativity! 1 would the milk 15 
Thy mother gave thee when thou ſuck'ſt her breaſt, 
Had been a little ratſbane for thy ſikes 
Or elſe, when thou didft keep my lambs afield... 
1 wiſh ſome rav'nous wolf had eaten three. 
Doft thou deny thy father, curſed drabkk : 
O, burn her, burn her; hanging is too good. xi. 
York. Lake her away, for ſhe hath liv'd too long, 
To fill the world with vicious qualities. 55 
Pucel. Firſt let me teſt you whom you have con- 
Not me begotten of a ſhepherd ſwain, [demn'd; 
But iſſu'd from the progeny of kings; 
Virtuous and holy, choſen from above, 
By infpiration of celeſtial grace, 
To work excceding miracles on earth. 
I never had to do with wicked ſpirits. ., 
But you that are polluted with your luſts, 
Stain'd with the guiltleſ; hloo of innocents, 
Corrupt and taiqted with a thouſand vices, . 
Uecauſe you want tlie grace that otliers have, 


: 
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You judge it ſtraight a thing impoſſible 
To compaſs wonders, but by help of devils. 
No; miſconceived Joan of Arc hath been 
A virgin from her tender infancy, _ 
Chaſte and immaculate in very thought; 
Whoſe maiden-blood, thus rig*roufly effus'd, 
Will cry for vengeance at the gates of heav'n. 
York. Ay, ay ; away with her to execution. 
War. And hark ye, Sirs; becauſe ſhe is a maid, 
Spare for no faggots, let there be enow: 
Place pitchy barrels on the fatal ſtake, 
That ſo her torture may be ſhortened. 
Pucel. Will nothing turn your unrelenting hearts? 
Then, Joan, diſcover thine inſirmity, 
That warranteth by law thy privilege. 
I am with child, ye bloody homicides : 
Murder not then the fruit within my womb, 
Although ye hale me to a wolent death. 
York. Now heav'n forefend! the holy maid with child! 
War. The greateſt miracle that ere you wrought : 
Is all your ſtrict preciſeneſs come to this? 
York. She and the Dauplun have been juggling : 
I did imagine what would be her refuge. 22 
War. Well, go to; we will have no baſtards live; 
Eſpecially ſince Charles muſt father it. 
Pucel. You are deceiv'd; my child is none of his; 
It was Alanſon that enjoy'd my love. 
York *. It dies, an” if it had a thouſand lives. 
Pucel O. give me leave, I have deluded you; 
"Twas neither Charles, nor yet the Duke | nam'd, 
But Reignier, King of Naples, that prevail'd. 


War. A married man! that's moſt intolerable. 


York. Why, here's a. girl; I think ſhe knows not well | 


(There were ſo many) whom ſhe may accuſe. 
War. It's ſign ſhe hath been liberal and free. 
York. And yet, forſooth, ſhe is a virgin pure. 

Strumpet, thy words condemn thy brat and thee: 


Uſe no intreaty, for it is in vain. 


Pucel. Then lead me hence; with whom l leave my 


May never porous ſun reflect his beams [curſe, 


L1z3 Upon 


* York. 3 that notorious Machiavel! 
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” » CxATSI9x jr ef" Ting. ey a= 


1402 THE F(RST PARI or Ad v. 


Upon the country where you make abode! 
But darkneſs and the gloomy ſhade of death 
Inviron you, till miſchief and deſpair 
Drive you to break your necks, or hang yourſelves! 
[ Exit guarded. 
York. Break thou in pieces, and conſume to aſhes, 
Thou foul accurſed miniſter of hell! 


SCENE VI Il. Enter Cardinal of Wincheſter. 


Car. Lord Regent, I do greet your Excellence 
With letters of commiſſion from the: King. 
For know, my Lords, the ſtates of Chriſtendom, 
Mov'd with remorſe of theſe outrageous broils, 
Have earneſtly implor'd a genral peace 
Betwixt our nation and th' reſpiring French; 
And ſee at hand the Dauphin and his train 
Approaching to confer about ſome matters. 
York. Is all our travel turn'd to this effect? 
After the laughter of ſo many Peers. 
So maay captams, gentlemen, and ſoldiers, 
That in this quarrel have been overthrown, 
And ſold their bodies for their country's beneſit, 
Shall we at laſt conclude effeminate peace? 
Have we not loft molt part of all the towns, 
By treaſon, falſehood, and by treachery, 
Our great progenitors had conquered ? 
Oh, Warwick, Warwick! I foreſee with grief. 
The utter loſs of all the realm of France. 
ar. Be patient, Vork: if we conclude a peace, 
It ſhall be with ſuch ftri& and ſevere covenants, 
- As little ſhall the Frenchmen gain thereby. 


Enter Dauphin, Alanſon, Baſtard, and Reignier. 


Dau. Since, Lords of England, it 4s thus agreed, 
That peaceful truce ſhall be proclaim'd in France, 
We come to be informed by yourſelves, 
What the conditions of that league mult be. 
York. Speak, Wincheſter; for boiling choler chokes 
The hollow paſſage of my prifon'd yore, 
By fight of theſe our baleful enemies. of 
Vin. Charles and the reſt, it is enned . : 
That i in regard King Henry gives conſent, 


* 
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Of mere compaſſion and of lenity, 
To eaſe your country of dittreſsful war, 
And ſufter you to breathe in fruitful peace, 
You ſhall become true liegemen to his crown, 
And, Charles upon condition thou wilt ſwear 
To pay him tribute and ſubmit thyſelf, 
"Thou ſhalt be plac'd as Viceroy under him, 
And {till enjoy the regal dignity. 

Alan. Maſt he be then a ſhadow of himſelf? 
Adorn his temples with a coronet, 
And yet in ſubſtance and authority 
Retain but privilege of a private man? 
This proffer is abſurd and reaſonleſs. 

Dau. Tis known already that I am poſſeſs'd 


Of more than half the Gallian territories, 


And therein rev'renc'd for their lawful King. 
Shall I, for lacre of the reſt unvanquiſh'd,, 
Detract ſo much from that prerogative, 

As to be call'd but Viceroy of the whole ; 
No, Lord Ambaſſador, I'll rather keep 
That which 1 have, than, coveting for re, 
Be caſt from poſſibility of all. 

York. Inſulting Charles, haſt thou by W means 
Us'd interceſſion to obtain a league; | 
And now the matter grows to compromiſe, 

Stand'ſt thou aloof vpon compariſon ? 
Either accept the title thou vfurp'ſ, 

Of benefit proceeding from our King, 
And not of any challenge of defert, 

Or we will plague thee with inceſſant wars. 

Reig My Lord, you do not well in obſtinacy 
To cavil in the courſe of this contract: 

If once it be neglected, ten to one 
We ſhall not find like opportunity, 
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Alan. To ſay the truth, it is your policy, 
To ſave your ſubjects From: ſuch maſſacre, ' 
And ruthleſs faughters, as are daily ſeen 
By our proceeding in hoſtility. / = 
And therefore take this compact of a truce, 
3 you rr it 3 get ry leafure ſerves. 
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War. How ſay'ſt thou, Charles? ſhall our condition 
Dau. It ſhall: (ſtand? 
Only reſerv'd, you claim no intereſt - | 
In any of our towns of garriſon. 
York. Then ſwear allegiance to his Majeſty 
As thou art knight, never to diſobey, 
Nor be rebellious to the crown of England; 
Thou, nor thy Nobles, to the crown of England. 
So now diſmiſs your army when you pleaſe : 
Hang up your enfigns, let your drums be ſtill, 
For here we entertain a ſolemn peace, [ Exeunt. 


SCENE VIII. Changes to England. 


Enter Suffolk, in conference with King Henry; Glouceſter, 
and Exeter. 


R. H:nry. Your wondrous rare deſcription, Noble Earl, 
Of beauteous Margaret hath aſtoniſh'd me. 
Her virtues graced with external gifts, 
Do breed love's ſettled paſſions in my heart. 
And like as rigour of tempeſtuous guſts 
Provokes the mightieſt hulk againſt the tide, 
So am I driven by breach of her renown, 
Either to ſuffer ſhipwreck, or arrive 
Where I may have fruition of her love. 

Suf. Tuſh, my good Lord, this ſuperficial tale 
Is but a preface to her worthy praiſe, 
The chief perfections of that lovely dame 
(Had I ſufficient ſkill to utter them) 
Would make a volume of i inticing lines, 
Able to raviſh any dull conceit. 
And, which is more, ſhe is not ſo divine, 
$0 full replete with choice of all delights, 
But with as humble lowlineſs of mind 
She is content to be at your command: 
Command, I mean, of virtuous chaſte intents, 
To love and honour Henry as her Lord. 

X. Henry, And otherwiſe will Henry ne'er preſume: 
Therefore, my Lord Protector, give conſent, 

'ret may be England's Royal 2 
9 * ould I give * to flatter 


.You know, my Lord, your gms] is betrath'd 
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Unto another lady of eſteem: 
How ſhall we then diſpenſe with that contract, 
And not deface your honour with reproach? 
Suf. As doth a ruler with unlawful oaths; 
Or one, that at a triumph having vow'd 
To try his ſtrength, forſaketh yet the liſts 
By reaſon of his adverſary's odds. 
A poor Earl's daughter is unequal odds, 
And therefore may be broke without offence. 

Glou. Why, what, I pray, is Marg'ret more than that? 
Her father is no better than an Earl, | 
Although in glorious titles he excel. 

Suf. Yes, my good Lord, her father is a King, 

The King of Naples and Jeruſalem 

And of ſuch great authority in France, 
That his alliance will confirm our peace, 
And keep the Frenchmen in allegiance. 

Glou. And fo the Ear] of Armagnac may do, 
Becauſe he is near kinſman unto Charles. 

Tee. Beſide, his wealth doth warrant lib'ral dow'r, 
While Reignier ſooner will receive than give. | 
Su. A dow'r, my Lords! diſgrace not ſo your King, 
That he ſhould be ſo abjeR, baſe, and poor, SAR. 
To chuſe for wealth, and not for perfect love. 07 
Henry is able to enrich his Queen, $ _ 
And not to ſeek a en to make him rich. | 
So worthleſs peaſants bargain for their wives, . 

As market - men for oxen, ſheep or horſe. 

But marriage is a matter of more worth, 

Than to be dealt in by attorneyſhip. E 
Not whom we will, but whom his Grace affects, 
Muſt be companion of his nuptial bed. | 
And therefore, Lords, fince he affetts her moſt, 
It moſt of all theſe reafons bindeth us, 

In our opinions ſhe ſhould be preferr'd. 

For what is wedlock. forced, but a hell, 

An age of diſcord and continual ftrife? 
Whereas the contrary bringeth forth blifs, 

And is a pattern of celeſtial peace. | 10 
Whom ſhould we match with Henry, being a King. 
But Marg'ret; tliat is daughter to a King 
Her peerleſs feature, joined with her birth, 


Approves 
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Approves her fit for none but for a King: 

Here valiant courage and undaunted ſpirit: 

(More than in woman commonly is ſeen) 

Anſwer our hope in iſſue of a King: 

For Henry, ſon unto a conqueror, 

Is likely to beget more conquerors, 

If with a lady of ſo high reſolve 

As is fair Marg'ret, he be link'd in love. 

Then yield, my Lords, and here conclude with me, 
That Marg'ret ſhall be Queen, and none but ſhe. 
A. Henry. Whether it be through force of your report, 
My Noble Lord of Suffolk, or for that 

My tender youth was never yet attaint 

With any paſſion of inflaming love, 

I cannot tell; but this I am affur'd, 

I feel ſuch ſharp diſſenſion in my breaſt, 

Such fierce alarums both of hope and fear, 

As I am fick with working of my thoughts. 


Take therefore ſhipping; poſt, my Lord to F = 
Agree to any covenants; and procure, 5 
That Lady Marg'ret do vouchſafe to come / . 5 


To croſs the ſeas to England, and be o -/ 51 
King Henry's faithful and anointed Queen 
For your expences and ſufficient charge, hd 
Among the people gather up a: tenth, 10 1 
Be gone, | ; for till you do return, 12 's F 
I ain perplexed with a thouſand care. 
And you, good uncle, baniſh all offence: © * +: 
If you do cenſure me, by what you were,. | * 

Not what you are, | know it will excuſe. \\ * 
This ſudden execution of my will. 1 
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And ſo conduct me, where from company — 
Exi 


I may revolve and ruminate my grief. 


Chu. Ay; grief, I fear me, both at firſt and laſt. 


[Exeunt Gloucgſter and Exeter, | 


Suf. Thus Suffolk hath prevail'd, and thus he goes, 
As did the youthful Paris once to Greece, 
With hope to find the like event in love: 
But proſper better than the Trojan did. 
Marg' ret ſhall now be Queen, and rule the King; 1 70 
But I will rule both her, the King, and realm. [Exil. 


THE END OF THE FOURTH VOLUME. 
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